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The Wisdom of the New

Old Li Wang, the peddler, who had lived in the land beyond the sea,
was wont to declare: “For every cent that a man makes here, he can
make one hundred there.”

“Then, why,” would ask Sankwei, “do you now have to move from
door to door to fill your bowl with rice?” '

And the old man would sigh and answer:

“Because where one learns how to make gold, one also learns how
to lose it.” :

“How to lose it!” echoed Wou Sankwei. “Tell me all about it.”

So the old man would tell stories about the winning and the losing,
and the stories of the losing were even more fascinating than the stories
of the winning.

“Yes, that was life,” he would conclude. “Life, life.”

At such times the boy would gaze across the water with wistful
eyes. The land beyond the sea was calling to him.

The place was a sleepy little south coast town where the years
slipped by monotonously. The boy was the only son of the man who
had been the town magistrate.

Had his father lived, Wou Sankwei would have been sent to com-
plete his schooling in another province. As it was he did nothing but
sleep, dream, and occasionally get into mischief. What else was there to
do? His mother and sister waited upon him hand and foot. Was he not
the son of the house? The family income was small, scarcely sufficient
for their needs; but there was no way by which he could add to it,
unless, indeed, he disgraced the name of Wou by becoming a common
fisherman. The great green waves lifted white arms of foam to him,
and the fishes gleaming and lurking in the waters seemed to beseech
him to draw them from the deep; but his mother shook her head."

“Should you become a fisherman,” said she, “your family would
lose face. Remember that your father was a magistrate.”

When he was about nineteen there returned to the town one who
had been absent for many years. Ching Kee, like old Li Wang, had also
lived in the land beyond the sea; but unlike old Li Wang he had
accumulated a small fortune.

“*Tis a hard life over there,” said he, “but ’tis worth while. At least
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one can be a man, and can work at what work comes his way without
losing face.” Then he laughed at Wou Sankwei’s flabby muscles, at his
soft, dark eyes, and plump, white hands.

“If you lived in America,” said he, “you would learn to be ashamed
of such beauty.”

Whereupon Wou Sankwei made up his mind that he would go to
America, the land beyond the sea. Better any life than that of 2 woman
man.

He talked long and earnestly with his mother. “Give me your
blessing,” said he. “I will work and save money. What I send home will
bring you many a comfort, and when I come back to China, it may be
that I shall be able to complete my studies and obtain a degree. If not,
my knowledge of the foreign language which I shall acquire, will
enable me to take a position which will not disgrace the name of
Wou.”

His mother listened and thought. She was ambitious for her son
whom she loved beyond all things on earth. Moreover, had not Sik
Ping, a Canton merchant, who had visited the little town two moons
ago, declared to Hum Wah, who traded in palm leaves, that the signs
of the times were that the son of a cobbler, returned from America
with the foreign language, could easier command a position of conse-
quence than the son of a school-teacher unacquainted with any tongue
but that of his motherland?

“Very well,” she acquiesced; “but before you go I must find you a
wife. Only your son, my son, can comfort me for your loss.”

|

Wou Sankwei stood behind his desk, busily entering figures in a
long yellow book. Now and then he would thrust the hair pencil with
which he worked behind his ears and manipulate with deft fingers a
Chinese counting machine. Wou Sankwei was the junior partner and
bookkeeper of the firm of Leung Tang Wou & Co. of San Francisco.
He had been in America seven years and had made good use of his
time. Self-improvement had been his object and ambition, even more
than the acquirement of a fortune, and who, looking at his fine,

intelligent face and listening to his careful English, could say that he
had failed?
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One of his partners called his name. Some ladies wished to speak to
him. Wou Sankwei hastened to the front of the store. One of his
callers, a motherly looking woman, was the friend who had taken him
under her wing shortly after his arrival in America. She had come to
invite him to spend the evening with her and her niece, the young girl
who accompanied her.

After his callers had left, Sankwei returned to his desk and worked
steadily until the hour for his evening meal, which he took in the
Chinese restaurant across the street from the bazaar. He hurried through
with this, as before going to his friend’s house, he had a somewhat
important letter to write and mail. His mother had died a year before,
and the uncle, to whom he was writing, had taken his wife and son
into his home until such time as his nephew could send for them. Now
the time had come.

Wou Sankwei’s memory of the woman who was his wife was very
faint. How could it be otherwise? She had come to him but three
weeks before the sailing of the vessel which had brought him to
America, and until then he had not seen her face. But she was his wife
and the mother of his son. Ever since he had worked in America he
had sent money for her support, and she had proved a good daughter
to his mother.

As he sat down to write he decided that he would welcome her
with a big dinner to his countrymen.

“Yes,” he replied to Mrs. Dean, later on in the evening, “I have sent
for my wife.”

“I am so glad,” said the lady. “Mr. Wou”—turning to her niece—
“has not seen his wife for seven years.”

“Deary me!” exclaimed the young girl. “What a lot of letters you
must have written!”

“I have not written her one,” returned the young man somewhat
stiffly.

Adah Charlton looked up in surprise. “Why—" she began.

“Mr. Wou used to be such a studious boy when I first knew him,”
interrupted Mrs. Dean, laying her hand affectionately upon the young
man’s shoulder. “Now, it is all business. But you won't forget the
concert on Saturday evening.”

“No, I will not forget,” answered Wou Sankwei.

“He has never written to his wife,” explained Mrs. Dean when she and
her niece were alone, “because his wife can neither read nor write.”
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“Oh, isn’t that sad” murmured Adah Charlton, her own winsome
face becoming pensive.

“They don’t seem to think so. It is the Chinese custom to educate
only the boys. At least it has been so in the past. Sankwei himself is
unusually bright. Poor boy! He began life here as a laundryman, and
you may be sure that it must have been hard on him, for, as the son of a
petty Chinese Government official, he had not been accustomed to
manual labor. But Chinese character is wonderful; and now after
seven years in this country, he enjoys a reputation as a business
man amongst his countrymen, and is as up to date as any young
American.”

“But, Auntie, isn't it dreadful to think that a man should live away
from his wife for so many years without any communication between
them whatsoever except through others.”

“It is dreadful to our minds, but not to theirs. Everything with them
is a matter of duty. Sankwei married his wife as a matter of duty. He
sends for her as a matter of duty.”

“I wonder if it is all duty on her side,” mused the girl.

Mrs. Dean smiled. “You are too romantic, Adah,” said she. “I hope,
however, that when she does come, they will be happy together. 1
think almost as much of Sankwei as I do of my own boy.”

|

Pau Lin, the wife of Wou Sankwei, sat in a corner of the deck of the
big steamer, awaiting the coming of her husband. Beside her, leaning
his little queued head against her shoulder, stood her six-year-old son.
He had been ailing throughout the voyage, and his small face was
pinched with pain. His mother, who had been nursing him every
night since the ship had left port, appeared very worn and tired. This,
despite the fact that with a feminine desire to make herself fair to see in
the eyes of her husband, she had arrayed herself in a heavily embroidered
purple costume, whitened her forehead and cheeks with powder, and
tinted her lips with carmine.

He came at last, looking over and beyond her. There were two
others of her countrywomen awaiting the men who had sent for them,
and each had a child, so that for 2 moment he seemed somewhat
bewildered. Only when the ship’s officer pointed out and named her,

WA
()
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did he know her as his. Then he came forward, spoke a few words of
formal welcome, and, lifting the child in his arms, began questioning
her as to its health.

She answered in low monosyllables. At his greeting she had raised
her patient eyes to his face—the face of the husband whom she had not
seen for seven long years—then the eager look of expectancy which
had crossed her own faded away, her eyelids drooped, and her counte-
nance assumed an almost sullen expression.

“Ah, poor Sankwei!” exclaimed Mrs. Dean, who with Adah Charlton
stood some little distance apart from the family group.

“Poor wife!” murmured the young girl. She moved forward and
would have taken in her own white hands the ringed ones of the
Chinese woman, but the young man gently restrained her. “She can-
not understand you,” said he. As the young girl fell back, he explained
to his wife the presence of the stranger women. They were there to bid
her welcome; they were kind and good and wished to be her friends as
well as his.

Pau Lin looked away. Adah Charlton’s bright face, and the tone
in her husband’s voice when he spoke to the young girl, aroused
a suspicion in her mind—a suspicion natural to one who had come
from a land where friendship between a man and woman is almost
unknown.

“Poor little thing! How shy she is!” exclaimed Mrs. Dean.

Sankwei was glad that neither she nor the young girl understood
the meaning of the averted face.

Thus began Wou Sankwei’s life in America as a family man. He
soon became accustomed to the change, which was not such a great
one after all. Pau Lin was more of an accessory than a part of his life.
She interfered not at all with his studies, his business, or his friends,
and when not engaged in housework or sewing, spent most of her

time in the society of one or the other of the merchants’ wives who
lived in the flats and apartments around her own. She kept up the
Chinese custom of taking her meals after her husband or at a separate
table, and observed faithfully the rule laid down for her by her late
mother-in-law: to keep a quiet tongue in the presence of her man.
Sankwei, on his part, was always kind and indulgent. He bought her
silk dresses, hair ornaments, fans, and sweetmeats. He ordered her
favorite dishes from the Chinese restaurant. When she wished to go
out with her women friends, he hired a carriage, and shortly after her
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advent erected behind her slecping room a chapel for the ancestral
tablet and gorgeous goddess which she had brought over seas with her.

Upon the child both parents lavished affection. He was a quaint,
serious little fellow, small for his age and requiring much care. Although
naturally much attached to his mother, he became also very fond of his
father who, more like an elder brother than a parent, delighted in
playing all kinds of ﬁames with him, and whom he followed about like
alittle dog. Adah Charlton took a great fancy to him and sketched him
in many different poses for a book on Chinese children which she was
illustrating. '

“He will be strong enough to go to school next year,” said Sankwei
to liler one day. “Later on I intend to put him through an American
college.”

“What does your wife think of a Western training for him?” inquired
the young girl.

“I have not consulted her about the matter,” he answered. “A
woman does not understand such things.”

“A woman, Mr. Wou,” declared Adah, “understands such things as
well as and sometimes better than a man.”

‘fAn American woman, maybe,” amended Sankwei; “but not a
Chinese.”

From the first Pau Lin had shown no disposition to become
Americanized, and Sankwei himself had not urged it.

“I o appreciate the advantages of becoming westernized,” said he
to Mrs. Dean whose influence and interest in his studies in America
had helped him to become what he was, “but it is not as if she had
i:lom'c here as I came, in her learning days. The time for learning with

er 1s over.”

One evening, upon returning from his store, he found the little Yen
sobbing pitifully.

“What!” he teased, “A man—and weeping.”

Thq bgy tried to hide his face, and as he did so, the father noticed
that his little hand was red and swollen. He strode into the kitchen
where Pau Lin was preparing the evening meal.

“The little child who is not strong—is there anything he could do to
merit the infliction of pain?” he questioned.

P&;thi;l faced her husband. “Yes, I think 50,” said she.

13 at. 22

“I forbade him to speak the language of the white women, and he
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disobeyed me. He had words in that tongue with the white boy from
the next street.”

Sankwei was astounded. o

“We are living in the white man’s country,” said he. “The child will
have to learn the white man’s language.”

“Not my child,” answered Pau Lin. . .

Sankwei turned away from her. “Come, little one,” said he to his
son, “we will take supper tonight at the restaurant, and afterwards Yen
shall see a show.” o

Pau Lin laid down the dish of vegetables which shé was straining
and took from a hook a small wrap which she adjusted around the boy.

“Now go with thy father,” said she sternly. . .

But the boy clung to her—to the hand which had punished him. “I
will sup with you,” he cried, “I will sup with you.”

“Go,” repeated his mother, pushing him from her. And as the two
passed over the threshold, she called to the father: “Keep the wrap
around the child. The night air is chill.” .

Late that night, while father and son were peacefully sleeping, the
wife and mother arose, and lifting gently the unconscious boy, bore
him into the next room where she sat down with him in a rocker.
Waking, he clasped his arms around her neck. Backwards and forwards
she rocked him, passionately caressing the wounded hand and crooning
and crying until he fell asleep again.

Thcy ﬁr%t chastisement th:ln)t t%le son ‘of Wou Sankwei had received
from his mother, was because he had striven to follow in the footsteps
of his father and use the language of the stranger. . .

“You did perfectly right,” said old Sien Tau the following morning,
as she leaned over her balcony to speak to the wife of Wou Sankwei.
“Had I again a son to rear, [ should see to it that he followed not after
the white people.”

Sien Talt)l’s sl:m had married a white woman, and his children passed
their grandame on the street without recognition. ' .

“In this country, she is most happy who has no child,” said Lae
Choo, resting her elbow upon the shoulder of Si'en Tau. “A Toy, the
young daughter of Lew Wing, is as bold and free in her ways as are the
white women, and her name is on all the men’s tongues. What prudent
man of our race would take her as wife?” .

“One needs not to be born here to be made a fool of,” joined in Pau
Lin, appearing at another balcony door. “Think of Hum Wah. From

Part 1: Short Fiction from Mrs. Spring Fragrance 49

sunrise till midnight he worked for fourteen years, then a white man
came along and persuaded from him every dollar, promising to return
doublefold within the moon. Many moons have risen and waned, and
Hum Wah still waits on this side of the sea for the white man and his
money. Meanwhile, his father and mother, who looked long for his
coming, have passed beyond returning.”

“The new religion—what trouble it brings!” exclaimed Lae Choo.
“My man received word yestereve that the good old mother of Chee
Ping—he who was baptized a Christian at the last baptizing in the
Mission around the corner—had her head secretly severed from her
body by the steadfast people of the village, as soon as the news reached
there. *Twas the first violent death in the records of the place. This
happened to the mother of one of the boys attending the Mission
corner of my street.”

“No doubt, the poor old mother, having lost face, minded not so
much the losing of her head,” sighed Pau Lin. She gazed below her
curiously. The American Chinatown held a strange fascination for the
girl from the seacoast village. Streaming along the street was a motley
throng made up of all nationalities. The sing-song voices of girls
whom respectable merchants’ wives shudder to name, were calling to
one another from high balconies up shadowy alleys. A fat barber was
laughing hilariously at a drunken white man who had fallen into a
gutter; a withered old fellow, carrying a bird in a cage, stood at the
corner entreating passersby to have a good fortune told; some children
were burning punk on the curbstone. There went by a stalwart Chief
of the Six Companies engaged in earnest confab with a yellow-robed
priest from the joss house. A Chinese dressed in the latest American
style and a very blonde woman, laughing immoderately, were entering
a Chinese restaurant together. Above all the hubbub of voices was
heard the clang of electric cars and the jarring of heavy wheels over
cobblestones.

Pau Lin raised her head and looked her thoughts at the old woman,
Sien Tau.

“Yes,” nodded the dame, “tis a mad place in which to bring up a
child.”

Pau Lin went back into the house, gave little Yen his noonday meal,
and dressed him with care. His father was to take him out that
afternoon. She questioned the boy, as she braided his queue, concern-
ing the white women whom he visited with his father.

17
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It was evening when they returned—Wou Sankwei and his boy.
The little fellow ran up to her in high glee. “See, mother,” said he,
pulling off his cap, “I am like father now. I wear no queue.”

The mother looked down upon him—at the little round head from
which the queue, which had been her pride, no longer dangled.

“Ah!” she cried. “I am ashamed of you; I am ashamed!”

The boy stared at her, hurt and disappointed.

“Never mind, son,” comforted his father. “It is all right.”

Pau Lin placed the bowls of seaweed and chickens’ liver before them
and went back to the kitchen where her own meal was waiting. But
she did not eat. She was saying within herself: “It is for the white
woman he has done this; it is for the white woman!”

Later, as she laid the queue of her son within the trunk wherein lay
that of his father, long since cast aside, she discovered a picture of Mrs.
Dean, taken when the American woman had first become the teacher
and benefactress of the youthful laundryman. She ran over with it to
her husband. “Here,” said she; “it is a picture of one of your white
friends.” »

Sankwei took it from her almost reverently, “That woman,” he
explained, “has been to me as a mother.”

“And the young woman—the one with eyes the color of blue
china—is she also as a mother?” inquired Pau Lin gently.

But for all her gentleness, Wou Sankwei flushed angrily.

“Never speak of her,” he cried. “Never speak of her!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Pau Lin. It was a soft and not
unmelodious laugh, but to Wou Sankwei it sounded almost sacrilegious.

Nevertheless, he soon calmed down. Pau Lin was his wife, and to be
kind to her was not only his duty but his nature. So when his little boy
climbed into his lap and besought his father to pipe him a tune, he
reached for his flute and called to Pau Lin to put aside work for that
night. He would play her some Chinese music. And Pau Lin, whose
heart and mind, undiverted by change, had been concentrated upon
Wou Sankwei ever since the day she had become his wife, smothered,
for the time being, the bitterness in her heart, and succumbed to the
magic of her husband’s playing—a magic which transported her in
thought to the old Chinese days, the old Chinese days whose impres-
sion and influence ever remain with the exiled sons and daughters of
China.
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That a man should take to himself two wives, or even three, if he
thought proper, seemed natural and right in the eyes of Wou Pau Lin.
She herself had come from a home where there were two broods of
children and where her mother and her father’s other wife had eaten
their meals together as sisters. In that home there had not always been
peace; but each woman, at least, had the satisfaction of knowing that
her man did not regard or treat the other woman as her superior. To
each had fallen the common lot—to bear children to the man, and the
man was master of all.

But, oh! the humiliation and shame of bearing children to a man
who looked up to another woman—and a woman of another race—as
a being above the common uses of women. There is a Jjealousy of the
mind more poignant than any mere animal jealousy.

When Wou Sankwei’s second child was two weeks old, Adah
Charlton and her aunt called to sce the little one, and the young girl
chatted brightly with the father and played merrily with Yen, who
was growing strong and merry. The American women could not, of
course, converse with the Chinese; but Adah placed beside her a
bunch of beautiful flowers, pressed her hand, and looked down upon
her with radiant eyes. Secure in the difference of race, in the love of
many friends, and in the happiness of her chosen work, no suspicion
whatever crossed her mind that the woman whose husband was her
aunt’s protége tasted everything bitter because of her.

After the visitors had gone, Pau Lin, who had been watching her
husband’s face while the young artist was in the room, said to him:

“She can be happy who takes all and gives nothing.”

“Ta;kes all and gives nothing,” echoed her husband. “What do you
mean?”

“She has taken all your heart,” answered Pau Lin, “but she has not
given you a son. It is I who have had that task.”

“You are my wife,” answered Wou Sankwei. “And she—oh! how
can you speak of her so? She, who is as a pure water-flower—a lily!”

He went out of the room, carrying with him a little painting of
their boy, which Adah Charlton had given to him as she bade him
gooillbye and which he had intended showing with pride to the
mother.

It was on the day that the baby died that Pau Lin first saw the little
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picture. It had fallen out of her husband’s coat pocket when he lifted
the tiny form in his arms and declared it lifeless. Even in that first
moment of loss Pau Lin, stooping to pick up the portrait, had shrunk
back in horror, crying: “She would cast a spell! She would cast a spell!”

She set her heel upon the face of the picture and destroyed it beyond
restoration.

“You know not what you say and do,” sternly rebuked Sankwei. He
would have added more, but the mystery of the dead child’s look
forbade him.

“The loss of a son is as the loss of a limb,” said he to his childless
partner, as under the red glare of the lanterns they sat discussing the sad
event.

“But you are not without consolation,” returned Leung Tsao. “Your
firstborn grows in strength and beauty.”

“True,” assented Wou Sankwei, his heavy thoughts becoming lighter.

And Pau Lin, in her curtained balcony overhead, drew closer her
child and passionately cried:

“Sooner would I, O heart of my heart, that the light of thine eyes
were also quenched, than that thou shouldst be contaminated with the
wisdom of the new.”

\Y

The Chinese women friends of Wou Pau Lin gossiped among
themselves, and their gossip reached the ears of the American woman
friend of Pau Lin’s husband. Since the days of her widowhood Mrs.
Dean had devoted herself earnestly and whole-heartedly to the better-
ment of the condition and the uplifting of the young workingmen of
Chinese race who came to America. Their appeal and need, as she had
told her niece, was for closer acquaintance with the knowledge of the
Western people, and that she had undertaken to give them, as far as she
was able. The rewards and satisfactions of her work had been rich in
some cases. Witness Wou Sankwei.

But the gossip had reached and much perturbed her. What was it
that they said Wou Sankwei’s wife had declared—that her little son
should not go to an American school nor learn the American learning.
Such bigotry and narrow-mindedness! How sad to think of! Here was
a man who had benefited and profited by living in America, anxious
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to have his son receive the benefits of a Western education—and here
was this man’s wife opposing him with her ignorance and hampering
him with her unreasonable jealousy.

Yes, she had heard that too. That Wou Sankwei’s wife was jealous—
jealous—and her husband the most moral of men, the kindest and the
most generous.

“Of what is she jealous?” she questioned Adah Charlton. “Other
Chinese men’s wives, I have known, have had cause to be jealous, for it
is true some of them are dreadfully immoral and openly support two
or more wives. But not Wou Sankwei. And this little Pau Lin. She has
everything that a Chinese woman could wish for.”

A sudden flash of intuition came to the girl, rendering her for a
moment speechless. When she did find words, she said:

“Everything that a Chinese woman could wish for, you say. Auntie,
I do not believe there is any real difference between the feelings of a
Chinese wife and an American wife. Sankwei is treating Pau Lin as he
would treat her were he living in China. Yet it cannot be the same to
her as if she were in their own country, where he would not come in
contact with American women. A woman is a woman with intuitions
and perceptions, whether Chinese or American, whether educated or
uneducated, and Sankwei’s wife must have noticed, even on the day of
her arrival, her husband’s manner towards us, and contrasted it with
his manner towards her. I did not realize this before you told me that
she was jealous. I only wish I had. Now, for all her ignorance, I can see
that the poor little thing became more of an American in that one half
hour on the steamer than Wou Sankwei, for all your pride in him, has
become in seven years.”

Mrs. Dean rested her head on her hand. She was evidently much
perplexed.

“What you say may be, Adah,” she replied after a while; “but
even so, it is Sankwei whom I have known so long, who has my
sympathies. He has much to put up with. They have drifted seven
years of life apart. There is no bond of interest or sympathy between
them, save the boy. Yet never the slightest hint of trouble has
come to me from his own lips. Before the coming of Pau Lin, he
would confide in me every little thing that worried him, as if he were

my own son. Now he maintains absolute silence as to his private

affairs.”
“Chinese principles,” observed Adah, resuming her work. “Yes, I
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admit Sankwei has some puzzles to solve. Naturally, when he tries to
live two lives—that of a Chinese and that of an American.”

“He is compelled to that,” retorted Mrs. Dean. “Is it not what we
teach these Chinese boys—to become Americans? And yet, they are
Chinese, and must, in a sense, remain so0.”

Adah did not answer.

Mrs. Dean sighed. “Poor, dear children, both of them,” mused she.
“I feel very low-spirited over the matter. I suppose you wouldn’t care
to come down town with me. I should like to have another chat with
Mrs. Wing Sing.”

“I'shall be glad of the change,” replied Adah, laying down her brushes.

Rows of lanterns suspended from many balconies shed a mellow,
moonshiny radiance. On the walls and doors were splashes of red
paper inscribed with hieroglyphics. In the narrow streets, booths
decorated with flowers, and banners and screens painted with immense
figures of josses diverted the eye; while bands of musicians in gaudy
silks, shrilled and banged, piped and fluted.

Everybody seemed to be out of doors—men, women, and children—
and nearly all were in holiday attire. A couple of priests, in vivid
scarlet and yellow robes, were kotowing before an altar covered with a
rich cloth, embroidered in white and silver. Some Chinese students
from the University of California stood looking on with comprehending,
half-scornful interest; three girls lavishly dressed in colored silks, with
their black hair plastered back from their faces and heavily bejewelled
behind, chirped and chattered in a gilded balcony above them like
birds in a cage. Little children, their hands full of half-moon-shaped
cakes, were pattering about, with eyes, for all the hour, as bright as
stars.

Chinatown was celebrating the Harvest Moon Festival, and Adah
Charlton was glad that she had an opportunity to see something of the
celebration before she returned East. Mrs. Dean, familiar with the
Chinese people and the mazes of Chinatown, led her around fearlessly,
pointing out this and that object of interest and explaining to her its
meaning. Seeing that it was a gala night, she had abandoned her idea
of calling upon the Chinese friend.

Just as they turned a.corner leading up to the street where Wou
Sankwei’s place of business and residence was situated, a pair of little
hands grasped Mrs. Dean’s skirt and a delighted little voice piped: “See
me! See me!” It was little Yen, resplendent in mauve-colored panta-
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loons and embroidered vest and cap. Behind him was a tall man whom
both women recognized.

“How do you happen to have Yen with you?” Adah asked.

“His father handed him over to me as a sort of guide, counsellor,
and friend. The little fellow is very amusing.”

“Sec over here,” interrupted Yen. He hopped over the alley to
where the priests stood by the altar, The grown people followed him.

“What is that man chanting?” asked Adah. One of the priests had
n}ountcd a table, and with arms outstretched towards the moon sailing
high in the heavens, seemed to be making some sort of an invocation,

Her friend listened for some moments before replying:

“It is a sort of apotheosis of the moon. I have heard it on 2 like
occasion in Hankow, and the Chinese bonze who officiated gave me a
translation. I almost know it by heart. May I repeat it to you?”

Msrs. Dean and Yen were examining the screen with the big josses.

“Yes, I should like to hear it,” said Adah.

“Then fix your eyes upon Diana,”

“Dear and lovely moon, as I watch thee pursuing thy solitary course

o’er the silent heavens, heart-easing thoughts steal o’er me and calm my
passionate soul. Thou art so sweet, so serious, so serene, that thou
causest me to forget the stormy emotions which crash like jarring
discords across the harmony of life, and bringest to my memory a
voice scarce ever heard amidst the warring of the world—love’s low
voice.
_ “Thou art 50 peaceful and so pure that it scemeth as if naught false or
ignoble could dwell beneath thy gentle radiance, and that earnestness—
even the earnestness of genius—must glow within the bosom of him
on whose head thy beams fall like blessings.

“The magic of thy sympathy disburtheneth me of many sorrows,

- and thoughts, which, like the songs of the sweetest sylvan singer, are

too dear and sacred for the careless ears of day, gush forth with
unconscious eloquence when thou art the only listener.

“Dear and lovely moon, there are some who say that those who
dwell in the sunlit fields of reason should fear to wander through the
moonlit valleys of imagination; but I, who have ever been a pilgrim
and a stranger in the realm of the wise, offer to thee the homage of a

i_lealtt” which appreciates that thou graciously shinest—even on the
ool.

“Is that really Chinese?” queried Adah.

5t
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“No doubt about it—in the main. Of course, I cannot swear to it
word for word.”

“I should think that there would be some reference to the fruits of
the earth—the harvest. I always understood that the Chinese religion
was so practical.” .

“Confucianism is. But the Chinese mind requires two religions.
Even the most commonplace Chinese has yearnings for something
above everyday life. Therefore, he combines with his Confucianism,
Buddhism—or, in this country, Christianity.”

“Thank you for the information. It has given me a key to the mind
of a certain Chinese in whom Auntie and I are interested.”

“And who is this particular Chinese in whom you are interested.”

“The father of the little boy who is with us tonight.”

“Wou Sankwei! Why, here he comes with Lee Tong Hay. Are you
acquainted with Lee Tong Hay?”

“No, but I believe Aunt is. Plays and sings in vaudeville, doesn’t
he?”

“Yes; he can turn himself into a German, a Scotchman, an Irishman,
or an American, with the greatest ease, and is as natural in each
character as he is as a Chinaman. Hello, Lee Tong Hay.”

“Hello, Mr. Stimson.”

While her friend was talking to the lively young Chinese who had
answered his greeting, Adah went over to where Wou Sankwei stood
speaking to Mrs. Dean. .

“Yen begins school next week,” said her aunt, drawing her arm
within her own. It was time to go home.

Adah made no reply. She was settling her mind to do something
quite out of the ordinary. Her aunt often called her romantic and
impractical. Perhaps she was.

Vi

Auntie went out of town this morning,” said Adah Charlton. “],
’phoned for you to come up, Sankwei because I wished to have a
personal and private talk with you.” _

“Any trouble, Miss Adah,” inquired the young merchant. “Anything
I can do for you?”

Mrs. Dean often called upon him to transact little business matters

4
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for her or to consult with him on various phases of her social and
family life.

“I don’t know what I would do without Sankwei’s head to manage
for me,” she often said to her niece.

“No,” replied the girl, “you do too much for us. You always have,
ever since I've known you. It’s a shame for us to have allowed you.”

“What are you talking about, Miss Adah? Since I came to America
your aunt has made this house like a home to me, and, of course, I take
an interest in it and like to do anything for it that a2 man can. I am
always happy when I come here.”

“Yes, I know you are, poor old boy,” said Adah to herself.

Aloud she said: “I have something to say to you which I would like
you to hear. Will you listen, Sankwei?”

“Of course I will,” he answered. .

“Well then,” went on Adah, “I asked you to come here today
because I have heard that there is trouble at your house and that your
wife is jealous of you.”

“Would you please not talk about that, Miss Adah. It is a matter
which you cannot understand.”

“You promised to listen and heed. I do understand, even though I
cannot speak to your wife nor find out what she feels and thinks. I
know you, Sankwei, and I can see just how the trouble has arisen. As

soon as I heard that your wife was jealous I knew why she was
jealous.”

“Why?” he queried.

“Because,” she answered unflinchingly, “you are thinking far too
much of other women.”

“Too much of other women?” echoed Sankwei dazedly. “I did not
know that.”

“No, you didnt. That is why I am telling you. But you are,
Sankwei. And you are becoming too Americanized. My aunt encour-
ages you to become so, and she is a good woman, with the best and
highest of motives; but we are all liable to make mistakes, and it is a
mistake to try and make a Chinese man into an American—if he has a
wife who is to remain as she always has been. It would be different if
you were not married and were a man free to advance. But you are not.”

“What am I to do then, Miss Adah? You say that I think too much of
other women besides her, and that I am too much Americanized. What
can I do about it now that it is s0?”

%
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“First of all you must think of your wife. She has done for you what
no American woman would do—came to you to be your wife, love
you and serve you without even knowing you—took you on trust
altogether. You must remember that for many years she was chained in
a little cottage to care for your ailing and aged mother—a hard task
indeed for a young girl. You must remember that you are the only
man in the world to her, and that you have always been the only one
that she has ever cared for. Think of her during all the years you are
here, living a lonely hard-working life—a baby and an old woman her
only companions. For this, she had left all her own relations. No
American woman would have sacrificed herself so. .

“And, now, what has she? Only you and her housework. Tllle white

man reads, plays, paints, attends concerts, entertainmcnts,. ectures,
:LZOrbs herselffi)n Zhe svork she likes, and in the course of her life thinks
of and cares for a great many people. She has much to make her happy
besides her husband. The Chinese woman has him only.”

“And her boy.”

“Q(cs, her bO));,” repeated Adah Charlton, smiling in spite of herself,
but lapsing into seriousness the moment after. “There’s another reason
for you to drop the American for a time and go back to being a
Chinese. For sake of your darling little boy, you and your wife should
live together kindly and cheerfully. That is much more important for
his welfare than that he should go to the American school and become

icanized.” .
An:;:t[ is my ambition to put him through both American and Chinese
schools.”

“But what he needs most of all is a loving mother.”

“She loves him all right.” .

“Then why do you not love her as you should? If I were married I
would not -think my husband loved me very much if l'1e p'referred
spending his evenings in the society of other women than in mine, and
was so much more polite and deferential to other women th,:,m he was
to me. Can’t you understand now why your wife is jealous?

Wou Sankwei stood up.

“Goodbye,” said Adah Charlton, giving him her hand.

“Goodbye,” said Wou Sankwei. ’
Had he )l;een a white man, there is no doubt that Adah Charlton’s

little lecture would have had a contrary effect from what she meant it
to have. At least, the lectured would have been somewhat cynical as to

Part 1: Short Fiction from Mrs. Spring Fragrance 59

her sincerity. But Wou Sankwei was not a white man. He was a
Chinese, and did not see any reason for insincerity in a matter as
important as that which Adah Charlton had brought before him. He
felt himself exiled from Paradise, yet it did not occur to him to
question, as a white man would have done, whether the angel with the
flaming sword had authority for her action. Neither did he lay the
blame for things gone wrong upon any woman. He simply made up
his mind to make the best of what was.

Vil

It had been a peaceful week in the Wou household—the week
before little Yen was to enter the American school. So peaceful indeed
that Wou Sankwei had begun to think that his wife was reconciled to
his wishes with regard to the boy. He whistled softly as he whittled
away at a little ship he was making for him. Adah Charlton’s sugges-
tions had set coursing a train of thought which had curved around Pau
Lin so closely that he had decided that, should she offer any further
opposition to the boy’s attending the American school, he would not
insist upon it. After all, though the American language might be useful
during this century, the wheel of the world would turn again, and
then it might not be necessary at all. Who could tell? He came very
near to expressing himself thus to Pau Lin.

And now it was the evening before the morning that little Yen was
to march away to the American school. He had been excited all da
over the prospect, and to calm him, his father finally told him to read
aloud a little story from the Chinese book which he had given him on
his first birthday in America and which he had taught him to read.
Obediently the little fellow drew his stool to his mother’s side and
read in his childish sing-song the story of an irreverent lad who
came to great grief because he followed after the funeral of his grand-
father and regaled himself on the crisply roasted chickens and loose-
skinned oranges which were left on the grave for the feasting of the
spirit.

Wou Sankwei laughed heartily over the story. It reminded him of
some of his own boyish escapades. But Pau Lin stroked silently the
head of the little reader, and seemed lost in reverie.

A whiff of fresh salt air blew in from the Bay. The mother shivered, -

L¢
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and Wou Sankweli, looking up from the fastening of the boat’s rigging,
bade Yen close the door. As the little fellow came back to his mother’s
side, he stumbled over her knee.

“Oh, poor mother!” he exclaimed with quaint apology. *’ Twas the
stupid feet, not Yen.”

“So,” she replied, curling her arm around his neck, “’tis always the
feet. They are to the spirit as the cocoon to the butterfly. Listen, and 1
will sing you the song of the Happy Butterfly.”

She began singing the old Chinese ditty in a fresh birdlike voice.
Wou Sankwei, listening, was glad to hear her. He liked having every-
one around him cheerful and happy. That had been the charm of the
Dean household.

The ship was finished before the little family retired. Yen examined
it, critically at first, then exultingly. Finally, he carried it away and
placed it carefully in the closet where he kept his kites, balls, tops, and
other treasures. “We will set sail with it tomorrow after school,” said
he to his father, hugging gratefully that father’s arm.

Sankwei rubbed the little round head. The boy and he were great

chums.
[ ] [ ] [

What was that sound which caused Sankwei to start from his sleep?
It was just on the border land of night and day, an unusual time for Pau
Lin to be up. Yet, he could hear her voice in Yen's room. He raised
himself on his elbow and listened. She was softly singing a nursery
song about some little squirrels and a huntsman. Sankwei wondered at
her singing in that way at such an hour. From where he lay he could
just perceive the child’s cot and the silent child figure lying motionless
in the dim light. How very motionless! In a moment Sankwei was
beside it.

The empty cup with its dark dregs told the tale.

The thing he loved the best in all the world—the darling son who
had crept into his heart with his joyousness and beauty—had been
taken from him—by her who had given.

Sankwei reeled against the wall. The kneeling figure by the cot
arose. The face of her was solemn and tender.

“He is saved,” smiled she, “from the Wisdom of the New.”

In grief too bitter for words the father bowed his head upon his
hands.

When Wan Hom Hing
merchant business which his firm carried on so su

different ports of China, he brought with him his n
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“Why! Why!” queried Pau Lin, gazin i i

. ! W , g upon him bewilderedly.

The chlld_ is happy. The butterfly mourns not o’er the shed cocoon.y”
Sankwei put up his shutters and wrote this note to Adah Charlton:

1 have 195t my boy through an accident. I am returning to China
with my wife whose health requires a change.

The Americanizing of Pau Tsu
l

came to Seattle to start a branch of the
ccessfully in the
ephew, Wan Lin

Fo, then eighteen years of age. Wan Lin Fo was a well-educated

hinese youth, with bright .
knew as mmuch about thge ' szcs and keen ears. In a few years’ time he

Moreover, he learned to sp

iness as did any of the senior partners.
eak and write the American langugge with
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such fluency that he was never at a loss for an answer, when the white
man, as was sometimes the case, sought to pose him. “All work and no
play,” however, is as much against the principles of a Chinese youth as
it is against those of a young American, and now and again Lin Fo
would while away an evening at the Chinese Literary Club, above the
Chinese restaurant, discussing with some chosen companions the works
and merits of Chinese sages—and some other things. New Year’s Day,
or rather, Week, would also see him, business forgotten, arrayed in
national costume of finest silk, and color “the blue of the sky after
rain,” visiting with his friends, both Chinese and American, .axlld
scattering silver and gold coin amongst the youngsters of the families
visited.

It was on the occasion of one of these New Year’s visits that Wan
Lin Fo first made known to the family of his firm’s silent American
partner, Thomas Raymond, that he was betrothed. It came about in
this wise: One of the young ladies of the house, who was fair and frank
of face and friendly and cheery in manner, observing as she handed
him a cup of tea that Lin Fo’s eyes wore a rather wistful expression,
questioned him as to the wherefore: ' :

“Miss Adah,” replied Lin Fo, “may I tell you something?” .

“Certainly, Mr. Wan,” replied the girl. “You know how I enjoy
hearing your tales.”

“But this is no tale. Miss Adah, you have inspired in me a love—"

Adah Raymond started. Wan Lin Fo spake slowly.

“For the little girl in China to whom I am betrothed.” o

“Oh, Mr. Wan! That is good news. But what have I to do with it?”

“This, Miss Adah! Every time I come to this house, I see you, so

good and so beautiful, dispensing tea and happiness to all around, and I

think, could I have in my home and ever by my side one who is also
both good and beautiful, what a felicitious life mine would be!”

“You must not flatter me, Mr. Wan!”

“All that I say is founded on my heart. But I will speak not of you. I
will speak of Pau Tsu.”

“Pau Tsu?”

“Yes. That is the name of my future wife. It means a pearl.”

“How pretty! Tell me all about her!”

“I was betrothed to Pau Tsu before leaving China. My parents
adopted her to be my wife. As I remember, she had shining eyes and
the good-luck color was on her cheek. Her mouth was like a red vine
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leaf, and her eyebrows most exquisitely arched. As slender as a willow
was her form, and when she spoke, her voice lilted from note to note
in the sweetest melody.”

Adah Raymond softly clapped her hands.

“Ah! You were even then in love with her.”

“No,” replied Lin Fo thoughtfully. “I was too young to be in
love—sixteen years of age. Pau Tsu was thirteen. But, as I have
confessed, you have caused me to remember and love her.”

Adah Raymond was not a self-conscious girl, but for the life of her
she could think of no reply to Lin Fo’s speech.

“Tam twenty-two years old now,” he continued. “Pau Tsu is eighteen.
Tomorrow I will write to my parents and persuade them to send her to
me at the time of the spring festival. My elder brother was married last
year, and his wife is now under my parents roof, so that Pau Tsu, who
has been the daughter of the house for so many years, can now be
spared to me.”

“What a sweet little thing she must be,” commented Adah Raymond.

“You will say that when you see her,” proudly responded Lin Fo.
“My parents say she is always happy. There is not a bird or flower or
dewdrop in which she does not find some glad meaning.”

“I shall be so glad to know her. Can she speak English?”

Lin Fo’s face fell.

“No,” he replied, “but,”—brightening—“when she comes I will
have her learn to speak like you—and be like you.”

|

Pau Tsu came with the spring, and Wan Lin Fo. was one of the
happiest and proudest of bridegrooms. The tiny bride was really very
pretty—even to American eyes. In her peach and plum colored robes,
her little arms and hands sparkling with Jjewels, and her shiny black
head decorated with wonderful combs and pins, she appeared a bit of
Eastern coloring amidst the Western lights and shades.

Lin Fo had not been forgotten, and her eyes under their downcast
lids discovered him at once, as he stood awaiting her amongst a group
of young Chinese merchants on the deck of the vessel.

The apartments he had prepared for her were furnished in Ameri-
can style, and her birdlike little figure in Oriental dress seemed rather

be
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out of place at first. It was not long, however, before she brought forth
from the great box, which she had brought over seas, screens and fans,
vases, panels, Chinese matting, artificial flowers and birds, and a
number of exquisite carvings and pieces of antique porcelain. With
these she transformed the American flat into an Oriental bower, even
setting up in her sleeping-room a little chapel, enshrined in which was
an image of the Goddess of Mercy, two ancestral tablets, and other
emblems of her faith in the Gods of her fathers.

The Misses Raymond called upon her soon after arrival, and she
smiled and looked pleased. She shyly presented each girl with a
Chinese cup and saucer, also a couple of antique vases, covered with
whimsical pictures, which Lin Fo tried his best to explain.

The girls were delighted with the gifts, and having fallen, as they
expressed themselves, in love with the little bride, invited her through
her husband to attend a launch party, which they intended giving the
following Wednesday on Lake Washington.

Lin Fo accepted the invitation in behalf of himself and wife. He was
quite at home with the Americans and, being a young man, enjoyed
their rather effusive appreciation of him as an educated Chinaman.
Moreover, he was of the opinion that the society of the American
young ladies would benefit Pau Tsu in helping her to acquire the ways
and language of the land in which he hoped to make a fortune.

Wan Lin Fo was a true son of the Middle Kingdom and secretly
pitied all those who were born far away from its influences; but there
was much about the Americans that he admired. He also entertained
sentiments of respect for a motto which hung in his room which bore
the legend: “When in Rome, do as the Romans do.”

“What is best for men is also best for women in this country,” he
told Pau Tsu when she wept over his suggestion that she should take
some lessons in English from a white woman.

“It may be best for a man who goes out in the street,” she sobbed,
“to learn the new language, but of what importance is it to a2 woman
who lives only within the house and her husband’s heart?”

It was seldom, however, that she protested against the wishes of Lin
Fo. As her mother-in-law had said, she was a docile, happy little
creature. Moreover, she loved her husband.

But as the days and weeks went by the girl bride whose life hitherto
had been spent in the quiet retirement of a Chinese home in the
performance of filial duties, in embroidery work and lute playing, in

Part 1: Short Fiction from Mrs. Spring Fragrance 87

sipping tea and chatting with gentle girl companions, felt very much
bewildered by the novelty and stir of the new world into which she
had been suddenly thrown. She could not understand, for all Lin Fo’s
explanations, why it was required of her to learn the strangers’ lan-
guage and adopt their ways. Her husband’s tongue was the same as her
own. 5o also her little maid’s. It puzzled her to be always seeing this
and hearing that—sights and sounds which as yet had no meaning for
her. Why also was it necessary to receive visitors nearly every evening?
—visitors who could neither understand nor make themselves under-
stood by her, for all their curious smiles and stares, which she bore like
a second Vashti—or rather, Esther. And why, oh! why should she be
constrained to eat her food with clumsy, murderous looking American
implements instead of with her own elegant and easily manipulated
ivory chopsticks?

Adah Raymond, who at Lin Fo’s request was a frequent visitor
to the house, could not fail to observe that Pau Tsu’s small face
grew daily smaller and thinner, and that the smile with which she
invariably greeted her, though sweet, was tinged with melancholy.
Her woman’s instinct told her that something was wrong, but what
it was the light within her failed to discover. She would reach
over to Pau Tsu and take within her own firm, white hand the
small, trembling fingers, pressing them lovingly and sympathetically;
and the little Chinese woman would look up into the beautiful face
bent above hers and think to herself: “No wonder he wishes me to be
like her!”

If Lin Fo happened to come in before Adah Raymond left he would
engage the visitor in bright and animated conversation. They had so
much of common interest to discuss, as is always the way with young
people who have lived any length of time in'a growing city of the
West. But to Pau Tsu, pouring tea and dispensing sweetmeats, it was all
Greek, or rather, all American.

“Look, my pearl, what I have brought you,” said Lin Fo one
afternoon as he entered his wife’s apartments, followed by a messenger-
boy, who deposited in the middle of the room a large cardboard box.

With murmurs of wonder Pau Tsu drew near, and the messenger-
boy having withdrawn Lin Fo cut the string, and drew forth a beauti-
ful lace evening dress and dark blue walking costume, both made in
American style.

For a moment there was silence in the room. Lin Fo looked at his
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wife in surprise. Her face was pale and her little body was trembling,
while her hands were drawn up into her sleeves.

“Why, Pau Tsu!” he exclaimed, “I thought to make you glad.”

At these words the girl bent over the dress of filmy lace, and
gathering the flounce in her hand smoothed it over her knee; then
lifting a smiling face to her husband, replied: “Oh, you are too good,
too kind to your unworthy Pau Tsu. My speech is slow, because I am
overcome with happiness.”

Then with exclamations of delight and admiration she lifted the
dresses out of the box and laid them carefully over the couch.

“I wish you to dress like an American woman when we go out or
receive,” said her husband. “It is the proper thing in America to do as
the Americans do. You will notice, light of my eyes, that it is only on
New Year and our national holidays that I wear the costume of our
country and attach a queue. The wife should follow the husband in all
things.”

A ripple of laughter escaped Pau Tsu’s lips.

“When I wear that dress,” said she, touching the walking costume,
“I will look like your friend, Miss Raymond.”

She struck her hands together gleefully, but when her husband
had gone to his business she bowed upon the floor and wept pitifully.

During the rainy season Pau Tsu was attacked with a very bad
cough. A daughter of Southern China, the chill, moist climate of the
Puget Sound winter was very hard on her delicate lungs. Lin Fo
worried much over the state of her health, and meeting Adah Raymond
on the street one afternoon told her of his anxiety. The kind-hearted
girl immediately returned with him to the house. Pau Tsu was lying
on her couch, feverish and breathing hard. The American girl felt her
hands and head.

“She must have a doctor,” said she, mentioning the name of her
family’s physician.

Pau Tsu shuddered. She understood a little English by this time.

“Neo! No! Not a man, not a man!” she cried.

Adah Raymond looked up at Lin Fo.

“I understand,” said she. “There are several women doctors in this
town. Let us send for one.”
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But Lin Fo’s face was set.

“No!” he declared. “We are in America. Pau Tsu shall be attended to
by your physician.”

Adah Raymond was about to protest against this dictum when the

sick wife, who had also heard it, touched her hand and whispered: “I.

not mind now. Man all right.”

So the other girl closed her lips, feeling that if the wife would
not dispute her husband’s will it was not her place to do so; but her
heart ached with compassion as she bared Pau Tsu’s chest for the
stethoscope.

“It was like preparing a lamb for slaughter,” she told her sister
afterwards. “Pau Tsu was motionless, her eyes closed and her lips
sealed, while the doctor remained; but after he had left and we two
were alone she shuddered and moaned like one bereft of reason. I
honestly believe that the examination was worse than death to that
little Chinese woman. The modesty of generations of maternal ances-
tors was crucified as I rolled down the neck of her silk tunic.”

It was a week after the doctor’s visit, and Pau Tsu, whose cough had
yielded to treatment, though she was still far from well, was playing
on her lute, and whisperingly singing this little song, said to have been
written on a fan which was presented to an ancient Chinese emperor
by one of his wives:

“Of fresh new silk,

All snowy white,

And round as a harvest moon,
A pledge of purity and love,
A small but welcome boon.

While summer lasts,

When borne in hand,

Or folded on thy breast,

"Twill gently soothe thy burning brow,
And charm thee to thy rest.

But, oh, when Autumn winds blow chill,
And days are bleak and cold,

No longer sought, no longer loved,
"Twill lie in dust and mould.

This silken fan then deign accept,
Sad emblem of my lot,

\7
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Caressed and cherished for an hour,
Then speedily forgot.”

“Why so melancholy, my pearl?” asked Lin Fo, entering from the
street.

“When a bird is about to die, its notes are sad,” returned Pau Tsu.

“But thou art not for death—thou art for life,” declared Lin Fo,
drawing her towards him and gazing into a face which day by day

seemed to grow finer and more transparent.

\Y

A Chinese messenger-boy ran up the street, entered the store of
Wan Hom Hing & Co. and asked for the junior partner. When Lin Fo
came forward he handed him a dainty, flowered missive, neatly folded
and addressed. The receiver opened it and read:

DEAR AND HONORED HusBAND,— Your unworthy Pau Tsu lacks
the courage to face the ordeal before her. She has, therefore, left you and
prays you to obtain a divorce, as is the custom in America, so that you
may be happy with the Beautiful One, who is so much your Pau Tsu’s
superior. This, she acknowledges, for she sees with your eyes, in which,
like a star, the Beautiful One shineth. Else, why should you have your
Pau Tsu follow in her footsteps? She has tried to obey your will and to
be as an American woman; but now she is very weary, and the terror of
what is before her has overcome.

Your stupid thorn,

Pau Tsu

Mechanically Lin Fo folded the letter.and thrust it within his breast
pocket. A customer inquired of him the price of a lacquered tray. “I
wish you good morning,” he replied, reaching for his hat. The cus-
tomer and clerks gaped after him as he left the store.

Out in the street, as fate would have it, he met Adah Raymond. He
would have turned aside had she not spoken to him.

“Whatever is the matter with you, Mr. Wan?” she inquired. “You
don’t look yourself at all.”

“The density of my difficulties you cannot understand,” he replied,
striding past her. ‘
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But Adah Raymond was persistent. She had worried lately over Pau
Tsu.

“Something is wrong with your wife,” she declared.

Lin Fo wheeled around.

“Do you know where she is?” he asked with quick suspicion.

“Why, no!” exclaimed the girl in surprise.

“Well, she has left me.”

Adah Raymond stood incredulous for a'moment, then with indig-
nant eyes she turned upon the deserted husband.

“You deserve it!” she cried, “I have seen it for some time: your cruel,
arbitrary treatment of the dearest, sweetest little soul in the world.”

“I beg your pardon, Miss Adah,” returned Lin Fo, “but I do not
;]mderstand. Pau Tsu is heart of my heart. How then could I be cruel to

er?”

“Oh, you stupid!” exclaimed the girl. “You’re a Chinaman, but
you're almost as stupid as an American. Your cruelty consisted in
forcing Pau Tsu to be—what nature never intended her to be—an
American woman; to adapt and adopt in a few months’ time all our
ways and customs. I saw it long ago, but as Pau Tsu was too sweet and
meek to see any faults in her man I had not the heart to open her
eyes—or yours. Is it not true that she has left you for this reason?”

“Yes,” murmured Lin Fo. He was completely crushed. “And some
other things.”

“What other things?”

“She—is—afraid — of — the— doctor.”

“She is!”—fiercely—“Shame upon you!”

Lin Fo began to walk on, but the girl kept by his side and continued:

“You wanted your wife to be an American woman while you
remained a Chinaman. For all your clever adaptation of our American
ways you are a thorough Chinaman. Do you think an American
would dare treat his wife as you have treated yours?”

Wan Lin Fo made no response. He was wondering how he could
ever have wished his gentle Pau Tsu to be like this angry woman. Now
his Pau Tsu was gone. His anguish for the moment made him oblivi-
ous to the presence of his companion and the words she was saying.
His silence softened the American girl. After all, men, even Chinamen,
were nothing but big, clumsy boys, and she didn’t believe in kicking a
man after he was down.

“But, cheer up, you're sure to find her,” said she, suddenly changing
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her tone. “Probably her maid has friends in Chinatown who have
taken them in.”

“If I find her,” said Lin Fo fervently, “I will not care if she never
speaks an American word, and I will take her for a trip to China, so
that our son may be born in the country that Heaven loves.”

“You cannot make too much amends for all she has suffered. As to
Americanizing Pau Tsu—that will come in time. I am quite sure that
were I transferred to your country and commanded to turn myself into
a Chinese woman in the space of two or three months I would prove a
sorry disappointment to whomever built their hopes upon me.”

Many hours elapsed before any trace could be found of the missing
one. All the known friends and acquaintances of little Pau Tsu were
called upon and questioned; but if they had knowledge of the young
wife’s hiding place they refused to divulge it. Though Lin Fo’s face was
grave with an unexpressed fear, their sympathies were certainly not
with him.

The seekers were about giving up the search in despair when a little
boy, dangling in his hands a string of blue beads, arrested the attention
of the young husband. He knew the necklace to be a gift from Pau Tsu
to the maid, A-Toy. He had bought it himself. Stopping and question-
ing the little fellow he learned to his great joy that his wife and her
maid were at the boy’s home, under the care of his grandmother, who
was a woman learned in herb lore.

Adah Raymond smiled in sympathy with her companion’s evident
great relief.

“Everything will now be all right,” said she, following Lin Fo as he
proceeded to the house pointed out by the lad. Arrived there, she
suggested that the husband enter first and alone. She would wait a few
moments.

“Miss Adah,” said Lin Fo, “ten thousand times I beg your pardon, but
perhaps you will come to see my wife some other time—not today?”

He hesitated, embarrassed and humiliated.

In one silent moment Adah Raymond grasped the meaning of all
the morning’s trouble —of all Pau Tsu’s sadness.

“Lord, what fools we mortals be!” she soliloquized as she walked
home alone. “I ought to have known. What else could Pau Tsu have
thought?—coming from a land where women have no men friends
save their husbands. How she must have suffered under her smiles!
Poor, brave little soul!”

93

_ln the Land of the Free

“See, Little One—the hills in the morning sun. There is thy home for

years to come. It is very beautiful and thou wilt be very happy there.”
The Little One looked up into his mother’s face in perfect faith. He

was engaged in the pleasant occupation of sucking a sweetmeat; but

that did not prevent him from gurgling responsively.

. “YEIS"}:;I);‘ o{live' bcl)xﬂ, thclre i}s1 where tll;y father is making a fortune for
ee. ather! Oh, wilt thou not be gla i

"I‘waﬁcfor et OB Wi glad to behold his dear face.

The Little One ducked his chin sympathetically against his ’
knee. She lifted him on to her la;).’ HP; was th ygzrs old, ;n ?c:gf)l;lf

ple-cheeked boy with bright brown eyes and a sturdy little frame.

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Ooh! Ooh! Ooh!” puffed he, mocking a tugboat
steaming by. ’

San Francisco’s waterfront was lined with ships and steamers, while
other craft, large and small, including a couple of white transports
from the Philippines, lay at anchor here and there off shore. It was
some time before the Eastern Queen could get docked, and even after
that was accomplished, a lone Chinaman who had been waiting on the
wh:rlf %rsal(lj hour t}\i\ras detainl::d that much longer by men with the
nitials U.S.C. on their caps, before he
weleome b their < 31) e he could board the steamer and

“This is thy son,” announced the happy Lae Choo.

. Hom Hing lifted the child, felt of his lictle body and limbs, gazed
into his face with proud and joyous eyes; then turned inquiringly to a
customs officer at his elbow.

X “'I;hat’s a fine boy you have there,” said the man. “Where was he
orn?”

“In China,” answered Hom Hing, swinging the Li i

. , , g the Little One on his

right shoulder, preparatory to leading his wife off the steamer.

“Ever beeﬁ to America before?”

“No, not he,” answered the father with a happy laugh.

The.cu_storns officer beckoned to another. PPy %8

“This little fellow,” said he, “is visiting America for the first time.”

The other customs officer stroked his chin reflectively.

“Good day,” said Hom Hing.

&
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“Whait!” commanded one of the officers. “You cannot go just yet.”

“What more now?” asked Hom Hin

“I'm afraid,” said the first customs officer, “that we cannot allow the
boy to go ashore. There is nothing in the papers that you have shown
us—your wife’s papers and your own—having any bearing upon the
child.”

“There was no child when the papers were made out,” returned
Hom Hing. He spoke calmly; but there was apprehension in his eyes
and in his tightening grip on his son.

“What is it? What is it?” quavered Lae Choo, who understood a
little English.

The second customs officer regarded her pityingly.

“I don’t like this part of the business,” he muttered.

The first officer turned to Hom Hing and in an official tone of
voice, said:

“Seeing that the boy has no certificate entitling him to admission to
this country you will have to leave him with us.”

“Leave my boy!” exclaimed Hom Hing,.

“Yes; he will be well taken care of, and just as soon as we can hear
from Washington he will be handed over to you.”

“But,” protested Hom Hing, “he is my son.”

“We have no proof,” answered the man with a shrug of his shoulders;
“and even if so we cannot let him pass without orders from the
Government.”

“He is my son,” reiterated Hom Hing, slowly and solemnly. “I ama
Chinese merchant and have been in business in San Francisco for many
years. When my wife told to me one morning that she dreamed of a
green tree with spreading branches and one beautiful red flower
growing thereon, I answered her that I wished my son to be born in
our country, and for her to prepare to go to China. My wife complied
with my wish. After my son was born my mother fell sick and my wife

nursed and cared for her; then my father, too, fell sick, and my wife
also nursed and cared for him. For twenty moons my wife care for and
nurse the old people, and when they die they bless her and my son, and
I send for her to return to me. I had no fear of trouble. I was a Chinese
merchant and my son was my son.”

“Very good, Hom Hing,” replied the first officer. “Nevertheless, we
take your son.”

“No, you not take him; he my son too.”

U
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It was Lae Choo. Snatching the child from his father’
and covered him with her van. om his father’s arms she held

The officers conferred together for a few moments; then one drew
Hom Hing aside and spoke in his ear.

‘ Resignedly Hom Hing bowed his head, then approached his wife.
f’Tis the law,” said he, speaking in Chinese, “and ’twill be but for a
little while—until tomorrow’s sun arises.”

“You, too,” reproached Lae Choo in a voice eloquent with pain.
But accustomed to obedience she yielded the boy to her husband, who
in turn delivered him to the first officer. The Little One protested
lustily against the transfer; but his mother covered her face with her

sleeve and his father silently led her away. Thus was the law of the land
complied with.

Day was breaking. Lae Choo, who had b k .
dressed herself, then awoke her husband. ad been awake all night,

“Tis the morn,” she cried. “Go, bring our son.”

The man rubbed his eyes and arose upon his elbow so that he could
see out of the window. A pale star was visible in the sky. The petals of
a lily in a bowl on the windowsill were unfurled.

*Tis not yet time,” said he, laying his head down again.

“Not yet time. Ah, all the time that I lived before yesterday is not so
much as the time that has been since my little one was taken from me.”
. The mother threw herself down beside the bed and covered her

ce.

_Hom Hing turned on the light, and touching his wife’s bowed head
with a sympathetic hand inquired if she had slept.

“Slept!” she echoed, weepingly. “Ah, how could I close my eyes
with my arms empty of the little body that has filled them every night
for more than twenty moons! You do not know—man—vwhat it js to
miss the feel of the little fingers and the little toes and the soft round
limbs of your little one. Even in the darkness his darling eyes used to
shine up to mine, and often have I fallen into slumber with his pretty
babble at my ear. And now, I see him not; I touch him not; I hear him
not. My baby, my little fat one!”

“Now! Now! Now!” consoled Hom Hing, patting his wife’s shoul-

4
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der reassuringly; “there is no need to grieve so; he will soon gladden
you again. There cannot be any law that would keep a child from its
mother!” '

Lae Choo dried her tears. .

“You are right, my husband,” she meekly murmured. She arose and
stepped about the apartment, setting things to rights. The box of
presents she had brought for her California friends had been opened
the evening before; and silks, embroideries, carved ivories, ornamental
lacquer-ware, brasses, camphorwood boxes, fans, and chinaware were
scattered around in confused heaps. In the midst of unpacking the
thought of her child in the hands of strangers had overpowered her,
and she had left everything to crawl into bed and weep.

Having arranged her gifts in order she stepped out on to the deep
balcony.

The star had faded from view and there were bright streaks in the
western sky. Lae Choo looked down the street and around. Beneath
the flat occupied by her and her husband were quarters for a number
of bachelor Chinamen, and she could hear them from where she stood,
taking their early morning breakfast. Below their dining-room was
her husband’s grocery store. Across the way was a large restaurant.
Last night it had been resplendent with gay colored lanterns and the
sound of music. The rejoicings over “the completion of the moon,” by
Quong Sum’s firstborn, had been long and loud, and had caused her to
tie a handkerchief over her ears. She, a bereaved mother, had it not in
her heart to rejoice with other parents. This morning the place was
more in accord with her mood. It was still and quiet. The revellers had
dispersed or were asleep.

A roly-poly woman in black sateen, with long pendant earrings in
her ears, looked up from the street below and waved her a smiling
greeting. It was her old neighbor, Kuie Hoe, the wife of the gold
embosser, Mark Sing. With her was a little boy in yellow jacket and
lavender pantaloons. Lae Choo remembered him as a baby. She used to
like to play with him in those days when she had no child of her own.
What a long time ago that seemed! She caught her breath in a sigh, and
laughed instead.

“Why are you so merry?” called her husband from within.

“Because my Little One is coming home,” answered Lae Choo. “I
am a happy mother—a happy mother.”

She pattered into the room with a smile on her face.
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The noon hour had arrived. The rice was steaming j '
. . . ming in the bowls and

a fragrant dish of chicken and bamboo shoots w%s awaitin‘g” Is-lznm
Hing. Not for one moment had Lae Choo paused to rest during the
Elormng hours; her activity had been ceaseless. Every now and again,

owever, she had raised her eyes to the gilded clock on the curiously
caw‘?lhmantellplece. Once, she had exclaimed:
) “Why so long, oh! why so long?” Then apostrophizing herself:
“Lae CI:’?%’, be happy. The Litle One is coming! The Littl One i
]aurrglﬁ%. S ::;t:ra times she burst into tears and several times she

Hom Hing entered the room; his arms hung down by his si

“The Little One!” shrieked Lae Choo. g cown by bisside.

“They bid me call tomorrow.”

With 2 moan the mother sank to the floor.

The noon hour passed. The dinner remained on the table.

i

The winter rains were over: the spri iforni
: Iains : pring had come to California,
flushing the hills with green and causing an ever-changing pagz:lr?t

of flowers ing i
to pass over them. But there was no spring in Lae Choo’s

heart, for the Little One remained away from her arms. He was being

pt in a mission. White women were caring for him, and though
for one full moon he had pined for his mother and refused tou%e

comforted he was now apparently ha d
or five months had gone by Sinze t}fPY and contented. Five moons

e day he had passed with L
Choo through the Golden Gate; but the great Govef')nment‘::,tl Was?:

ington still delayed sending the answer which would return him to
parents.

Hom Hing was disconsolately rollin in hi
g up and down the balls in hi
ab::x‘cus box when a keen-faced young man stepped into his store.ln i
'What news?” asked the Chinese merchant.

“This!” The young man brought forth i
Hing read the wo:.-ds;g ught torth a typewritten letter. Hom
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Re Chinese child, alleged to be the son of Hom Hing, Chinese
merchant, doing business at 425 Clay street, San Francisco.
Same will have attention as soon as possible.

Hom Hing returned the letter, and without a word continued his
manipulation of the counting machine.

“Have you anything to say?” asked the young man.

“Nothing. They have sent the same letter fifteen times before. Have
you not yourself showed it to me?”

“True!” The young man eyed the Chinese merchant furtively. He
had a proposition to make and he was pondering whether or not the
time was opportune.

“How is your wife?” he inquired solicitously —and diplomatically.

Hom Hing shook his head mournfully. .

She seems less every day,” he replied. “Her food she takes only when
I bid her and her tears fall continually. She finds no pleasure in dress or
flowers and cares not to see her friends. Her eyes stare all night. I think
before another moon she will pass into the land of spirits.”

“No!” exclaimed the young man, genuinely startled.

“If the boy not come home I lose my wife sure,” continued Hom
Hing with bitter sadness.

“It’s not right,” cried the young man indignantly. Then he made his
proposition.

The Chinese father’s eyes brightened exceedingly.

“Will I like you to go to Washington and make them give you the
paper to restore my son?” cried he. “How can you ask when you know
my heart’s desire?”

“Then,” said the young fellow, “I will start next week. I am anxious
to see this thing through if only for the sake of your wife’s peace of
mind.”

“I will call her. To hear what you think to do will make her glad,”
said Hom Hing.

He called a message to Lae Choo upstairs through a tube in the wall.

In a few moments she appeared, listless, wan, and hollow-eyed; but old to light a cigarette

when her husband told her the young lawyer’s suggestion she became

as one electrified; her form straightened, her eyes glistened; the color §

flushed to her cheeks.

good!”
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The young man felt somewhat embarrassed; his eyes shifted a little
under the intense gaze of the Chinese mother.

“Well, we must get your boy for you,” he responded. “Of course”—
turning to Hom Hing—*it will cost a little money. You can’t get
fellows to hurry the Government for you without gold in your pocket.”

Hom Hing stared blankly for a moment. Then: “How much do you
want, Mr. Clancy?” he asked quietly.

“Well, I will need at least five hundred to start with.”

Hom Hing cleared his throat.

“I think I'told to you the time I last paid you for writing letters
for rr'le and seeing the Custom boss here that nearly all I had was
gonel” '

“Oh, well then we won't talk about it, old fellow. It won’t harm the
boy to stay where he is, and your wife may get over it all right.”

“What that you say?” quavered Lae Choo.

James Clancy looked out of the window.

“He says,” explained Hom Hing in English, “that to get our boy we
have to have much money.”

“Money! Oh, yes.”

Lae Choo nodded her head.

“T have not got the money to give him.”

For a moment Lae Choo gazed wonderingly from one face to the
otl}ers then, comprehension dawning upon her, with swift anger,
pointing to the lawyer, she cried: “You not one hundred man good;
you just common white man.”

“Yes, ma’am,” returned James Clancy, bowing and smiling ironically.

Hom Hing pushed his wife behind him and addressed the lawyer
again: “I might try,” said he, “to raise something; but five hundred—it

- isnot possible.”

“What about four?”

“I tell you I have next to nothing left and my friends are not rich.”
“Very well!”

The lawyer moved leisurely toward the door, pausing on its thresh-

“Stop, white man; white man, stop!”
Lae Choo, panting and terrified, had started forward and now

“Oh,” she cried, turning to James Clancy, “You are a hundred man 000 beside him, clutching his sleeve excitedly.

“You say you can go to get paper to bring my Little One to me if

Hom Hing give you five hundred dollars?”
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The lawyer nodded carelessly; his eyes were intent upon the ciga-
rette which would not take the fire from the match.

“Then you go get paper. If Hom Hing not can give you five
hundred dollars—I give you perhaps what more that much.”

She slipped a heavy gold bracelet from her wrist and held it out to
the man. Mechanically he took it.

“I go get more!”

She scurried away, disappearing behind the door through which she
had come.

“Oh, look here, I can’t accept this,” said James Clancy, walking back
to Hom Hing and laying down the bracelet before him.

“It’s all right,” said Hom Hing, seriously, “pure China gold. My
wife’s parent give it to her when we married.”

“But I can't take it anyway,” protested the young man.

“Itis all same as money. And you want money to go to Washington,”
replied Hom Hing in a matter of fact manner.

“See, my jade earrings—my gold buttons—my hairpins—my comb

of pearl and my rings—one, two, three, four, five rings; very good—
very good—all same much money. I give them all to you. You take
and bring me paper for my Little One.”

Lae Choo piled up her jewels before the lawyer.

Hom Hing laid a restraining hand upon her shoulder. “Not all, my
wife,” he said in Chinese. He selected a ring—his gift to Lae Choo
when she dreamed of the tree with the red flower. The rest of the
jewels he pushed toward the white man. =

“Take them and sell them,” said he. “They will pay your fare to
Washington and bring you back with the paper.”

For one moment James Clancy hesitated. He was not a sentimental
man; but something within him arose against accepting. such payment
for his services. : '

“They are good, good,” pleadingly asserted Lae Choo, seeing his
hesitation.

Whereupon he seized the jewels, thrust them into his coat pocket,
and walked rapidly away from the store.

IV

Lae Choo followed after the missionary woman through the mis-
sion nursery school. Her heart was beating so high with happiness that
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she could scarcely breathe. The paper had come at last—the precious
paper which gave Hom Hing and his wife the right to the possession of
their own child. It was ten months now since he had been taken from
them—ten months since the sun had ceased to shine for Lae Choo.

The room was filled with children—most of them wee tots, but
none so wee as her own. The mission woman talked as she walked. She
told Lae Choo that little Kim, as he had been named by the school,
was the pet of the place, and that his little tricks and ways amused and
delighted every one. He had been rather difficult to manage at first and
had cried much for his mother; “but children so soon forget, and after
a month he seemed quite at home and played around as bright and
happy as a bird.”

“Yes,” responded Lae Choo. “Oh, yes, yes!”

But she did not hear what was said to her. She was walking in a
maze of anticipatory joy.

“Wait here, please,” said the mission woman, placing Lae Choo in a
chair. “The very youngest ones are having their breakfast.”

She withdrew for a moment—it seemed like an hour to the mother—
then she reappeared leading by the hand a little boy dressed in blue
cotton overalls and white-soled shoes. The little boy’s face was round
and dimpled and his eyes were very bright.

“Little One, ah, my Little One!” cried Lae Choo.

She fell on her knees and stretched her hungry arms toward her son.
- But the Little One shrunk from her and tried to hide himself in the

. folds of the white woman’s skirt.

“Go’way, go’'way!” he bade his mother.

T —

&



Lin John

It was New Year’s Eve. Lin John mused over the brightly burning
| fire. Through the beams of the roof the stars shone, far away in the
£ deep night sky they shone down upon him, and he felt their beauty,
- though he had no words for it. The long braid which was wound
| around his head lazily uncoiled and fell down his back; his smooth
f young face was placid and content. Lin John was at peace with the
j world. Within one of his blouse sleeves lay a small bag of gold, the
¢ accumulated earnings of three years, and that gold was to release his
g only sister from a humiliating and secret bondage. A sense of duty
k done led him to dream of the To-Come. What a fortunate fellow he
k' was to have been able to obtain profitable work, and within three
f: years to have saved four hundred dollars! In the next three years, he
¢ might be able to establish a little business and send his sister to their
E parents in China to live like an honest woman. The sharp edges of his
: life were forgotten in the drowsy warmth and the world faded into
£ dreamland.
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The latch was softly lifted; with stealthy step a woman approached
the boy and knelt beside him. By the flickering gleam of the dying fire
she found that for which she searched, and hiding it in her breast
swiftly and noiselessly withdrew.

Lin John arose. His spirits were light—and so were his sleeves. He
reached for his bowl of rice, then set it down, and suddenly his
chopsticks clattered on the floor. With hands thrust into his blouse he
felt for what was not there. Thus, with bewildered eyes for a few
moments. Then he uttered a low cry and his face became old and gray.

A large apartment, richly carpeted; furniture of dark and valuable
wood artistically carved,; ceiling decorated with beautiful Chinese
ornaments and gold incense burners; walls hung from top to bottom
with long bamboo panels covered with silk, on which were printed
Chinese characters; tropical plants, on stands; heavy curtains draped
over windows. This, in the heart of Chinatown. And in the midst of
these surroundings a girl dressed in a robe of dark blue silk worn over
a full skirt richly embroidered. The sleeves fell over hands glittering
with rings, and shoes of light silk were on her feet. Her hair was
ornamented with flowers made of jewels; she wore three or four pairs
of bracelets; her jewel earrings were over an inch long.

The girl was fair to see in that her face was smooth and oval, eyes
long and dark, mouth small and round, hair of jetty hue, and figure
petite and graceful.

Hanging over a chair by her side was a sealskin sacque, such as is
worn by fashionable American women. The girl eyed it admiringly
and every few moments stroked the soft fur with caressing fingers.

“Pau Sang,” she called.

A curtain was pushed aside and a heavy, broad-faced Chinese woman
in blouse and trousers of black sateen stood revealed.

“Look,” said the beauty. “I have a cloak like the American ladies. Is
it not fine?”

Pau Sang nodded. “I wonder at Moy Loy,” said she. “He is not in
favor with the Gambling Cash Tiger and is losing money.”

“Moy Loy gave it not to me. I bought it myself.”

“But from whom did you obtain the money?”
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“If I let out a secret, will you lock it up?”

Pau Sang smiled grimly, and her companion, sidling closer to her,
said: “I took the money from my brother—it was my moneys; for years
he had been working to make it for me, and last week he told me that
he had saved four hundred dollars to pay to Moy Loy, so that I might
be free. Now, what do I want to be free for? To be poor? To have no
one to buy me good dinners and pretty things—to be gay no more?
Lin John meant well, but he knows little. As to me, I wanted a sealskin
sacque like the fine American ladies. So two moons gone by I stole
away to the country and found him asleep. I did not awaken him—and
for the first day of the New Year I had this cloak. See?”

“Heaven frowns on me,” said Lin John sadly, speaking to Moy Loy. -

“I'made the money with which to redeem my sister and I have lost it. [
grieve, and [ would have you say to her that for her sake, I will engage
myself laboriously and conform to virtue till three more New Years
have grown old, and that though I merit blame for my carelessness, yet
I am faithful unto her.”

And with his spade over his shoulder he shuffled away from a house,

from an upper window of which a woman looked down and under

her breath called “Fool!”



The Story of One White Woman
Who Married a Chinese

i i i i in the first place,
Why did I marry Liu Kanghi, a Chinese? Well, in t :
becZuse I loved Kim; in the second place, because I was weary of
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working, strugpling and fighting with the world; in the third place,
because my child needed a home. _

My first husband was an American fifteen years older than myself.
For a few months I was very happy with him. I had been a working
girl—a stenographer. A home of my own filled my heart with joy. It
was a pleasure to me to wait upon James, cook him nice little dinners
and suppers, read to him little pieces from the papers and magazines,
and sing and play to him my little songs and melodies. And for a few
months he seemed to be perfectly contented. I suppose I was a novelty
to him, he having lived a bachelor existence until he was thirty-four.
But it was not long before he left off smiling at my little jokes, grew
restive and cross when I teased him, and when I tried to get him to
listen to a story in which I was interested and longed to communicate,
he would bid me not bother him. I was quick to see the change and
realize that there was a gulf of differences between us. Nevertheless, I
loved and was proud of him. He was considered a very bright and
well-informed man, and although his parents had been uneducated

~ working people he had himself been through the public schools. He

+ Was also an omnivorous reader of socialistic and new-thought literature.
. Woman suffrage was one of his particular hobbies. Whenever I had a
. magazine around he would pick it up and read aloud to me the
| columns of advice to women who were ambitious to become com-
| rades to men and walk shoulder to shoulder with their brothers. Once
i ventured to remark that much as I admired a column of men keeping
step together, yet men and women thus ranked would, to my mind,
make a very unbeautiful and disorderly spectacle. He frowned and
answered that I did not understand him, and was too frivolous, He
would often draw my attention to newspaper reports concernin
women of marked business ability and enterprise. Once I told him that
I did not admire clever business women, as [ had usually found them,
and so had other girls of my acquaintance, not nearly so kind-hearted,
generous, and helpful as the humble drudges of the world—the ordinary
working women. His answer to this was that I was jealous and childish.
But, in spite of his unkind remarks and evident contempt for me, I
wished to please him. He was my husband and I loved him. Many an
afternoon, when' through with my domestic duties, did I spend in
trying to acquire a knowledge of labor politics, socialism, woman
suffrage, and baseball, the things in which he was most interested.
It was hard work, but I persevered until one day. It was about six
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months after our marriage. My husband came home a little earlger than
usual, and found me engaged in trying to wc:‘rk. out pro ?ms.cu,l,
subtraction and addition. He laughed.sneermgly.. Give it uf[_)i(Mmm.ds Ge;|
said he. “You weren’t built for anything but taking care o hl - Gee!
But there’s a woman at our place who has a head for figures tulallt lrln
her worth over a hundred dollars a month. Her husband wo ave a
himself.” - _
Ch?;‘lﬁ; tsc;);l:c:ile lw:[c’)urllded me. I knew it was James’ ambition to write a
ial reform. .
bo%‘l;: l:lcs;;?:layf unknown to my husband, I called upon the wxfg c:lf
the man who had employed me as stenographer before I waskmaxrneki
and inquired of her whether she thought I could get back my o
Pof‘llt?:z:l .my dear,” she exclaimed, “your husband is receiving a good
'y hould you work?” N
sal:;rtyc;lYllllt):rsthat mg husband had in minfl th(; writing ofa book-on
social reform, and I wished to help him in his ambition by earning
ds its publication. . .
SOI‘I‘xSeoTi:il?;f:)Or:vn:;i she fchoed. “What sort of social reformer is he
who would allow his wife to work when he is well able to support
b i fh ition. I was
o home and think no more of an office position.
disill:;cl:i;tf ; sgid: “Oh! 1 wish I could earn sohn::k money fi)r]?crln:s. If
i , perhaps he would not think me so stupid.
I “‘,“:Sr:u;fim;gyrgzze?g’iﬁ! YOE are one of the brightest little women I
” kindly comforted Mrs. Rogers. o
kngv:; I l:lne\z differently and went on to tell her of my Lpabllllty tc;_
figure with my husband how much he had made on certag :;ees; I;)d
: . . “u ’
lack of interest in politics, labor questions, woman
rwn?),rl:cllcrcform:;\tion. “Oh!Icried, “Iama narrov.v-mmded v&froml?fn.tAlll)i
care for is for my husband to love me and be kmd.to me, for ed o’ck
pleasant and easy, and to be able to help a wee bit the poor and si
aml\‘/llrn:l rlr;:)'gers looked very serious as she told me that Ph:;:ln werf:,
differences of opinion as to what was m.ealilt b)ér“narti:lczrv-;n;‘r:es intf,s::n
and that the majority of men had no wish to drag th ves into all
i iness perplexities, and found more comfort in a w >
::::;t:)n‘iisll:::atfl,lerpthan like themselves. Only that morning her 11::151(
band had said to her: “I hate a woman who tries to get into every
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of a man’s mind, and who must be forever at his elbow meddling with

all his affairs.”

I went home comforted. Perhaps after a while James would feel and:

see as did Mr. Rogers. Vain hope!

My child was'six weeks old when I entered business life again as
stenographer for Rutherford & Rutherford. My salary was fifty dollars
a month—more than I had ever earned before, and James was well
pleased, for he had feared that it would be difficult for me to obtain a
paying place after having been out of practise for so long. This fifty
dollars paid for all our living expenses, with the exception of rent, so
that James would be able to put by his balance against the time when
his book would be ready for publication.

He began writing his book, and Miss Moran the young woman
bookkeeper at his place collaborated with him. They gave three eve-
nings a week to the work, sometimes four. She came one evenin
when the baby was sick and James had gone for the doctor. She looked
at the child with the curious eyes of one who neither loved nor
understood children. “There is no necessity for its being sick,” said she.
“There must be an error somewhere.” I made no answer, so she went
on: “Sin, sorrow, and sickness all mean the same thing. We have no
disease that we do not deserve, no trouble which we do not bring
upon ourselves.”

1 did not argue with her. I knew that I could not; but as I looked at
her standing there in the prime of her life and strength, broad-shouldered,
masculine-featured, and, as it seemed to me, heartless, I disliked her
more than I had ever disliked anyone before. My own father had died
after suffering for many years from a terrible malady, contracted while
doing his duty as a physician and surgeon. And my little innocent
child! What had sin to do with its measles?

When James came in she discussed with him the baseball game
which had been played that afternoon, and also a woman suffrage
meeting which she had attended the evening before.

After she had gone he seemed to be quite exhilarated. “That’s a
great woman!” he remarked.

“I do not think so!” I answered him. “One who would take from the
sorrowful and suffering their hope of a happier existence hereafter, and
add to their trials on earth by branding them as objects of aversion and

contempt, is not only not a great woman but, to my mind, no woman
at al]l.”
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He picked up a paper and walked into another room.

“What do you think now?” I cried after him.

“What would be the use of my explaining to you?” he returned.
“You wouldn’t understand.”

How my heart yearned over my child those days! I would sit before
the typewriter and in fancy hear her crying for her mother. Poor, sick
little one, watched over by a strange woman, deprived of her proper
nourishment. While I took dictation from my employer I thought
only of her. The result, of course, was, that I lost my place. My
husband showed his displeasure at this in various ways, and as the
weeks went by and I was unsuccessful in obtaining another position,
he became colder and more indifferent. He was neither a drinking nor
an abusive man; but he could say such cruel and cutting things that I
would a hundred times rather have been beaten and ill-used than
compelled, as I was, to hear them. He even made me feel it a disgrace
to be a woman and a mother. Once he said to me: “If you had had
ambition of the right sort you would have perfected yourself in your
stenography so that you could have taken cases in court. There’s a little
fortune in that business.”

I was acquainted with a woman stenographer who reported divorce
cases and who had described to me the work, so I answered: “I would
rather die of hunger, my baby in my arms, then report divorce
proceedings under the eyes of men in a court house.”

“Other women, as good as you, have done and are doing it,” he
retorted. 4

“Other women, perhaps better than I, have done and are doing it,” I
replied, “but all women are not alike. I am not that kind.”

“That’s so,” said he. “Well, they are the kind who are up to date.
You are behind the times.”

One evening I left James and Miss Moran engaged with their work
and went across the street to see a sick friend. When I returned I let
myself into the house very softly for fear of awakening the baby whom
I had left sleeping. AsIstood in the hall I heard my husband’s voice in
the sitting-room. This is what he was saying:

“I am a lonely man. There is no companionship between me and my
wife.”

“Nonsense!” answered Miss Moran, as I thought a little impatiently.
“Look over this paragraph, please, and tell me if you do not think it
would be well to have it follow after the one ending with the words

Part 1: Short Fiction from Mrs, Spring Fragrance

‘ultimate concord,’ j
principles.’ ”

“I cannot settle my
sort of thick, tired voice
your love.”

I heard a chair pushed back. I kn ; )
“Good night!” T heard her say, ew Miss Moran had arisen.

we‘xil; accom;élisgcd, I'shall come no more!”

ut, my God! You cannot throw i i ’

;‘I can and I will. Let me pass, sir.” the ting up atchis late dae.

‘ If there were no millstone around m

Let me pass, sir, in that tone of voice.’ ”
The next I heard wa

husband down.

I pushed open the door. Miss Moran,

pu}‘].mg on her gloves. James was struggling to his feet.

Oh, Mrs. Carson!” exclaimed the former.
the stool. Wasn't it stupid of him!”

James, of course, got his divorce six mo

did not ask for the chi] 4, 20d Lo ap nths after I deserted him. He

wed to keep it.

I
I'was on my way to the waterfront, the baby i
. . : , aby in my arms, I -
Ilg;gr gzczlk:z, fog my sﬁ\te og rlnmd was such that I coulﬂ haI\I/l: bovr‘:: vt:;l(l:cc
and not have felt it. Just as I turned d i i
to ‘t‘l;e c:iocks, sorln::loml:J touched my arm and Iehea;-)c‘iv : :olilég sv:)}'u chled
ardon me, lady; but you have dr ’ ”
Ohe answere‘)ir’ ve dropped your baby’s shoe!

oustretched hand, and pus hi;aklng the shoe mechanically from an

Icould hear th 25 On.
fell upon m;a:atr. © waves lapping against the pier when the voice again

“If you go any further, lady, you will &l j
2 a 11 »
Y answer was a step fomz'ar)é. 1 the water
A strong hand was laid u

sgainst my il pon my arm and I was swung around

in place of that beginning with ‘These great
mind upon the work tonight,” said James in a

- “I'want to talk to you—to win your sympathy —

“Much as I would like to see this

y neck, you would not say,

s a heavy fall. Miss Moran had knocked my big

cool and collected, was

“Your husband fell over

3
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“Poor little baby,” went on the voice, which was unusually soft for a
man’s. “Let me hold him!” e v

I surrendered my child to the voice. i

“Better come over where it is light a'mli1 you can see where to walk!

lowed myself to be led into the light.

!I‘ﬁu(:v;cm:yls.iu Kanghi, the Chinese who afterwards bccamefmy
husband. I followed him, obeyed him, trusted him from the very first.
It never occurred to me to ask myself what manner of mar;) was
succoring me. I only knew that he was a man, and that T was ;mg
cared for as no one had ever cared for me since my father died. And my
grim determination to leave a world which had been cruel to mczi
passed away—and in its place I experienced a strange calmness an

tent. . o )
cc’I‘l‘leam going to take you to the house of a friend of mine,” he said as
he preceded me up the hill, the baby in his arms. )

e‘?You will not mind living with Chinese peop'le? he added. .

An electric light under which we were passing flashed across his
faC;f 'did not recoil—not even at first. It may have been because he
was wearing American clothes, wore l}iS hair cut, and, even to my
American eyes, appeared a good-looking young fnan—and it mag
have been because of my troubles; but what<?ver it was I answere
him, and I meant it: “I would much rather live with Chinese than
Anll-(ltlfl?gsr;ot ask me why, and I did not tell him until long afterward;
the story of my unhappy marriage, my descrt.ion of the man Whofhﬁ
made it impossible for me to remain under his roof; the sha'me o. the
divorce, the averted faces of those who had been my fnend;i_ t ;

cruelty of the world; the awful struggle for an existence for myself an

hild; sickness followed by despair. o

) ThelChinese family with which he placed me were kind, simple
folk. The father had been living in America for more than twenz
years. The family consisted of his wife, a grown daughter,' and sever

small sons and daughters, all of whom had been bor1.1 in Amenclil.
They made me very welcome and adored the baby. Liu Jusong, the
father, was a working jeweler; but, because of an acc1c!ent by which ke
had lost the use of one hand, was partially incapacitated for wcl)lr'.

Therefore, their family depended for maintenance chiefly upon their

kinsman, Liu Kanghi, the Chinese who had brought me to them.
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“We love much our cousin,” said one of the little girls to me one
day. “He teaches us so many games and brings us toys and sweets.”

As soon as I recovered from the attack of nervous prostration which
laid me low for over a month after being received into the Liu home,
my mind began to form plans for my own and my child’s maintenance.
One morning I put on my hat and jacket and told Mrs. Liu I would go
down town and make an application for work as a stenographer at the
different typewriting offices. She pleaded with me to wait a week
longer—until, as she said, “your limbs are more fortified with strength”;
but I assured her that I felt myself well able to begin to do for myself,
and that I was anxious to repay some little part of the expense I had
been to them.

“For all we have done for you,” she answered, “our cousin has paid
us doublefold.”

“No money can recompense your kindness to myself and child,” I
replied; “but if it is your cousin to whom I am indebted for board and
lodging, all the greater is my anxiety to repay what I owe.”

When I returned to the house that evening, tired out with my quest for
work, I found Liu Kanghi tossing ball with little Fong in the front porch.

Mrs. Liu bustled out to meet me and began scolding in motherly
fashion.

“Oh, why you go down town before you strong enough? See! You
look all sick again!” said she.

She turned to Liu Kanghi and said something in Chinese. He threw
the ball back to the boy and came toward me, his face grave and
concerned.

“Please be so good as to take my cousin’s advice,” he urged.

“I am well enough to work now,” I replied, “and I cannot sink
deeper into your debt.”

“You need not,” said he. “I know a way by which you can quickly
pay me off and earn a good living without wearing yourself out and
leaving the baby all day. My cousin tells me that you can create most
beautiful flowers on silk, velvet, and linen, Why not then you do some
of that work for my store? I will buy all you can make.”

“Oh!” I exclaimed, “I should be only too glad to do such work! But
do you really think I can earn a living in that way?”

“You certainly can,” was his reply. “I am requiring an embroiderer,

and if you will do the work for me I will try to pay you what it is
worth.”

s
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I gladly gave up my quest for office work. I lived in the Liu
]usi(:mg ﬁousz f:d wgrke)c,l %or Liu Kanghi.. The days, weeks, and
months passed peacefully and happily. Artistic needlework had alt\lrzay:_
been my favorite occupation, and when it beca.me a source bc:v h o
remuneration and pleasure, I began to feel that. life was worth living,
after all. I watched with complacency my child grow amongst the
little Chinese children. My life’s experience had. taught me that the
virtues do not all belong to the whites. I was m!:erested in all that
concerned the Liu household, became acquainted _w1th all their i:"nexllld.«‘::i
and lost altogether the prejudice against the foreigner in which I ha

d.
be(;nhl:?l:ccn living thus more than a year when, one afternoon as i
was walking home from Liu Kanghi’s store on .Kearncy.Street, a parce
of silks and floss under my arm, and my little girl trudging by my side,
ce to face with James Carson.
Ic;““\l):leelflz,l now,” said he-! planting hirlr:self in front of me, “you are
ing pretty well. How are you making out?”

lo%kégfg}l)lt ugrny child and pl)l;hed past him without a word. When I
reached the Liu house I was trembling in every limb, so great was my
dislike and fear of the man who had been my husband.

About a week later a letter came to the house addressed to me. It

read:
204 BUCHANAN STREET

DEAR MINNIE,—If you are willing to forget the past .and make up, I
am, too. I was surprised to see you the other day, prettier than e\g:r—
and much more of a woman. Let me know your mind at an early date.

Your affectionate husband,

JaMEs

I ignored this letter, but a heavy fear oRpressed me. Liu Kanghi,
who called the evening of the day I received it, remarkeC! as he arose to
greet me that I was looking troubled, and hoped that it was not the

broidery flowers. '
em“li is threyshadow from my big hat,” I answered lightly. I was dressed

for going down town with Mrs. Liu who was preparing her eldest
daughter’s trousseau.
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“Some day,” said Liu Kanghi earnestly, “I hope that you will tell to
me all that is in your heart and mind.”

I found comfort in his kind face.

“If you will wait until I return, I will tell you all tonight,” I answered.

Strange as it may seem, although I had known Liu Kanghi now for
more than a year, I had had little talk alone with him, and all he knew
about me was what he had learned from Mrs. Liu; namely, that I was a
divorced woman who, when saved from self-destruction, was home-
less and starving.

That night, however, after hearing my story, he asked me to be his
wife. He said: “I love you and would protect you from all trouble.
Your child shall be as my own.”

I replied: “I appreciate your love and kindness, but I cannot answer
you just yet. Be my friend for a little while longer.”

“Do you have for me the love feeling?” he asked.

“I do not know,” I answered truthfully.

Another letter came. It was written in a different spirit from the first
and contained a threat about the child.

There seemed but one course open to me. That was to leave my
Chinese friends. I did. With much sorrow and regret I bade them
goodbye, and took lodgings in a part of the city far removed from the
outskirts of Chinatown where my home had been with the Lius, My
little girl pined for her Chinese playmates, and I myself felt strange and
lonely; but I knew that if I wished to keep my child I could no longer
remain with my friends. :

I still continued working for Liu Kanghi, and carried my embroi-
dery to his store in the evening after the little one had been put to
sleep. He usually escorted me back; but never asked to be allowed, and
I never invited him, to visit me, or even enter the house. I was a youn
woman, and alone, and what I had suffered from scandal since I had
left James Carson had made me wise.

It was a cold, wet evening in November when he accosted me once
again. I had run over to a delicatessen store at the corner of the block
where I lived. As I stepped out, his burly figure loomed up in the
gloom before me. I started back with a little cry, but he grasped my
arm and held it.

“Walk beside me quietly if you do not wish to attract attention,”
said he, “and by God, if you do, I will take the kid tonight!”

A
-
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“You dare not!” I answered. “You have no right to her whatever.
She is my child and I have supported her for the last two years alone.”

“Alone! What will the judges say when I tell them about the
Chinaman?”

“What will the judges say!” I echoed. “What can they say? Is there
any disgrace in working for a Chinese merchant and receiving pay for
my labor?”

“And walking in the evening with him, and living for over a year in
a house for which he paid the rent. Ha! ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha!”

His laugh was low and sneering. He had evidently been making
enquiries concerning the Liu family, and also watching mie for some
time. How a woman can loathe and hate the man she has once loved!

We were nearing my lodgings. Perhaps the child had awakened and
was crying for me. I would not, however, have entered the house, had
he not stopped at the door and pushed it open.

“Lead the way upstairs!” said he. “I want to see the kid.”

“You shall not,” I cried. In my desperation I wrenched myself from
his grasp and faced him, blocking the stairs.

“If you use violence,” I declared, “the lodgers will come to my
assistance. They know me!”

He released my arm.

“Bah!” said he. “I've no use for the kid. It is you I'm after getting
reconciled to. Don’t you know, Minnie, that once your husband,
always your husband? Since I saw you the other day on the street, I
have been more in love with you than ever before. Suppose we forget
all and begin over again!”

Though the tone of his voice had softened, my fear of him grew
greater. I would have fled up the stairs had he not again laid his hand
on my arm.

“Answer me, girl,” said he.

And in spite of my fear, I shook off his hand and answered him: “No
husband of mine are you, either legally or morally. And I have no
feeling whatever for you other than contempt.”

“Ah! So you have sunk!”—his expression was evil—“The oily little
Chink has won you!”

I was no longer afraid of him.

“Won me!” I cried, unheeding who heard me. “Yes, honorably and
like 2 man. And what are you that dare sneer at one like him. For all
your six feet of grossness, your small soul cannot measure up to his
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great one. You were unwilling to protect and care for the woman who
was your wife or the little child you caused to come into this world;
but he succored and saved the stranger woman, treated her as a
woman, with reverence and respect; gave her child a home, and made
therr} both independent, not only of others but of himself, Now,
hearing you insult him behind his back, I know, what I did not know
before—that I love him, and all I have to say to you is, Go!”

And James Carson went. I heard of him again but once. That was
when the papers reported his death of apoplexy while exercising at a
public gymnasium.

Loving Liu Kanghi, I became his wife, and though it is true that
there are many Americans who look down upon me for so becoming,
I have never regretted it. No, not even when men cast upon me the
glances they cast upon sporting women. I accept the lot of the Ameri-

- can wife of an humble Chinaman in America. The happiness of the

man who loves me is more to me than the approval or disapproval of
those who in my dark days left me to die like a dog. My Chinese
hus.band has his faults. He is hot-tempered and, at times, arbitrary; but
he. is always a man, and has never sought to take away from me the
p}'lvﬂegg of being but 2 woman. I can lean upon and trust in him. I feel
him behind me, protecting and caring for me, and that, to an ordinary
woman like myself, means more than anything else.

Only when the son of Liu Kanghi lays his little head upon my
bosom do I question whether I have done wisely. For my boy, the son
of the Chinese man, is possessed of a childish wisdom which brings the
tears to my eyes; and as he stands between his father and myself, like
yet ur.llike us both, so will he stand in after years between his father’s
and his mother’s people. And if there is no kindliness nor understand-
ing between them, what will my boy’s fate be?

Gs
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Her Chinese Husband

Sequel to the Story of the White Woman
Who Married a Chinese

Now that Liu Kanghi is no longer with me, I feel that it will ease my
heart to record some memories of him—if I can. The task, though call-
ing to me, is not an easy one, so throng to my mind the invincible proofs
of his love for me, the things he has said and done. My memories of
him are so vivid and pertinacious, my thoughts of him so tender.

To my Chinese husband I could go with all my little troubles and
perplexities; to him I could talk as women love to do at times of the
past and the future, the mysteries of religion, of life and death. He was
not above discussing such things with me. With him I was never
strange or embarrassed. My Chinese husband was simple in his tastes.
He liked to hear a good story, and though unlearned in a sense, could
discriminate between the good and bad in literature. This came of his
Chinese education. He told me one day that he thought the stories in
the Bible were more like Chinese than American stories, and added: “If
you had not told me what you have about it, I should say that it was
composed by the Chinese.” Music had a soothing though not a deep
influence over him. It could not sway his mind, but he enjoyed it just
as he did a beautiful picture. Because I was interested in fancy work, so
also was he. I can see his face, looking so grave and concerned, because
one day by accident I spilt some ink on a piece of embroidery I was
working. If he came home in the evenings and found me tired and out
of sorts, he would cook the dinner himself, and go about it in such a
way that I felt that he rather enjoyed showing off his skill as a cook.
The next evening, if he found everything ready, he would humorously
declare himself much disappointed that I was so exceedingly well.

At such times a gray memory of James Carson would arise. How his
cold anger and contempt, as exhibited on like occasions, had shrivelled
me up in the long ago. And then—I would fall to musing on the
difference between the two men as lovers and husbands.

James Carson had been much more of an ardent lover than ever had
been Liu Kanghi. Indeed it was his passion, real or feigned, which had
carried me off my feet. When wooing he had constantly reproached
me with being cold, unfeeling, a marble statue, and so forth; and I,
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poor, ignorant little girl, would wonder how it was I appeared so
when I felt so differently. For I had given James Carson my first love.
Upon him my life had been concentrated as it has never been concen-
trated upon any other. Yet—!

There was nothing feigned about my Chinese husband. Simple and
sincere as he was before marriage, so was he afterwards. As my union
with James Carson had meant misery, bitterness, and narrowness, so
my union with Liu Kanghi meant, on the whole, happiness, health,
and development. Yet the former, according to American ideas, had
been an educated broad-minded man; the other, just an ordinary
Chinaman.

But the ordinary Chinaman that I would show to you was the sort
of man that children, birds, animals, and some women love. Every
morning he would go to the window and call to his pigeons, and they
would flock around him, hearing and responding to his whistling and
cooing. The rooms we lived in had been his rooms ever since he had
come to America. They were above his store, and large and cool. The
furniture had been brought from China, but there was nothing of
tinsel about it. Dark wood, almost black, carved and antique, some of
the pieces set with mother-of-pearl. On one side of the inner room
stood a case of books and an ancestral tablet. I have seen Liu Kanghi
touch the tablet with reverence, but the faith of his fathers was not
strong enough to cause him to bow before it. The elegant simplicity of
these rooms had surprised me much when I was first taken to them. [
looked at him then, standing for a moment by the window, a solitary
pigeon peeking in at him, perhaps wondering who had come to divert
from her her friend’s attention. So had he lived since he had come to
this country —quietly and undisturbed—from twenty years of age to
twenty-five. I felt myself an intruder. A feeling of pity for the boy—
for such he seemed in his enthusiasm—arose in my breast. Why had I
come to confuse his calm? Was it ordained, as he declared?

My little girl loved him better than she loved me. He took great
pleasure in playing with her, curling her hair over his fingers, tying her
sash, and all the simple tasks from which so many men turn aside.

Once the baby got hold of a set rat trap, and was holding it in such a
way that the slightest move would have released the spring and plunged
the cruel steel into her tender arms. Kanghi’s eyes and mine beheld her
thus at the same moment. I stood transfixed with horror. Kanghi
quietly went up to the child and took from her the trap. Then he asked

o
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me to release his hand. I almost fainted when I saw it. “It was the only
way,” said he. We had to send for the doctor, and even as it was, came
very near having a case of blood poisoning. o

‘I have heard people say that he was a keen business man, this Liu
Kanghi, and I imagine that he was. I did not, however, discuss his
business with him. All I was interested in were the pretty things and
the women who would come in and jest with him. He coyld jest too.
Of course, the women did not know that I was his wife. Once a
woman in rich clothes gave him her card and asked him to call upon
her. After she had left he passed the card to me. I tore it up. He took
those things as a matter of course, and was not affected by them. “They
are a part of Chinatown life,” he explained. '

He was a member of the Reform Club, a Chinese social club, and
the Chinese Board of Trade. He liked to discuss business affairs and
Chinese and American politics with his countrymen, and occasionally
enjoyed an evening away from me. But I never needed to worry over
him. .

He had his littlenesses as well as his bignesses, had Liu Kanghi. For
instance, he thought he knew better about what was good fo.r my
health and other things, purely personal, than I did myself, and if my
ideas opposed or did not tally with his, he would very v1gor.ously
denounce what he called “the foolishness of women.” If he admired a
certain dress, he would have me wear it on every occasion possible,
and did not seem to be able to understand that it was not always
suitable.

“Wear the dress with the silver lines,” he said to me one day
somewhat authoritatively. I was attired for going out, but not as he
wished to see me. I answered that the dress with the silver lines was
unsuitable for a long and dusty ride on an open car.

“Never mind,” said he, “whether it is unsuitable or not. I wish you
to wear it.”

“All right,” I said. “I will wear it, but I will stay at home.”

I stayed at home, and so did he.

At another time, he reproved me for certain opinions I had expressed
in the presence of some of his countrymen. “You should not talk like
that,” said he. “They will think you are a bad woman.” .

My white blood rose at that, and I answered him in a way which
grieves me to remember. For Kanghi had never meant to insult or hurt
me. Imperious by nature, he often spoke before he thought—and he
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was so boyishly anxious for me to appear in the best light possible
before his own people. '

There were other things too: a sort of childish Jjealousy and suspi-
cion which it was difficult to allay. But a woman can forgive much to a
man, the sincerity and strength of whose love makes her own, though
true, seem slight and mean.

Yes, life with Liu Kanghi was not without its trials and tribulations.
There was the continual uncertainty about his own life here in America,
the constant irritation caused by the assumption of the white men that
a white woman does not love her Chinese husband, and their actions
accordingly; also sneers and offensive remarks. There was also on Liu
Kanghi’s side an acute consciousness that, though belonging to him as
his wife, yet in a sense I was not his, but of the dominant race, which
claimed, even while it professed to despise me. This consciousness
betrayed itself in words and ways which filled me with a passion of
pain and humiliation. “Kanghi,” I would sharply say, for I had to cloak
my tenderness, “do not talk to me like that. You are my superior. .. . |
would not love you if you were not.”

But in spite of all I could do or say, it was there between us:
that strange, invisible—what? Was it the barrier of race—that con-
sciousness?

Sometimes he would talk about returning to China. The thought
filled me with horror. I had heard rumors of secondary wives. One
afternoon the cousin of Liu Kanghi, with whom I had lived, came to
sec me, and showed me a letter which she had received from a little
Chinese girl who had been born and brought up in America until the

= age of ten. The last paragraph in the letter read: “Emma and I are very

sad and wish we were back in America.” Kanghi’s cousin explained
that the father of the little girls, having no sons, had taken to himself
another wife, and the new wife lived with the little girls and their
mother.

That was before my little boy was born. That evening I told Kanghi
that he need never expect me to go to China with him.

“You see,” I began, “I look upon you as belonging to me.”

He would not let me say more. After a while he said: “It is true that
in China a man may and occasionally does take a secondary wife, but
that custom is custom, not only because sons are denied to the first
wife, but because the first wife is selected by parents and guardians
before a man is hardly a man. If a Chinese marries for love, his life is a

A
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filled-up cup, and he wants no secondary wife. No, not even for sake
of a son. Take, for example, me, your great husband.”

I sometimes commented upon his boyish ways and appearance, which
was the reason why, when he was in high spirits, he would call himself
my “great husband.” He was not boyish always. I have seen him, when
shouldering the troubles of kinfolk, the quarrels of his clan, and other
responsibilities, acting and looking like a man of twice his years.

But for all the strange marriage customs of my husband’s people I
considered them far more moral in their lives than the majority of
Americans. I expressed myself thus to Liu Kanghi, and he replied:
“The American people think higher. If only more of them lived up to
what they thought, the Chinese would not be so confused in trying to
follow their leadership.”

If ever a man rejoiced over the birth of his child, it was Liu Kanghi.
The boy was born with a veil over his face. “A prophet!” cried the old
mulatto Jewess who nursed me. “A prophet has come into the world.”

She told this to his father when he came to look upon him, and he
replied: “He is my son; that is all I care about.” But he was so glad, and
there was feasting and rejoicing with his Chinese friends for over two
weeks. He came in one evening and found me weeping over my poor
little boy. I shall never forget the expression on his face.

“Oh, shame!” he murmured, drawing my head down to his shoulder.
“What is there to weep about? The child is beautiful! The feeling heart,
the understanding mind is his. And we will bring him up to be proud
that he is of Chinese blood; he will fear none and, after him, the name
of half-breed will no longer be one of contempt.”

Kanghi as a youth had attended a school in Hong Kong, and while
there had made the acquaintance of several half Chinese half English
lads. “They were the brightest of all,” he told me, “but they lowered
themselves in the eyes of the Chinese by being ashamed of their
Chinese blood and ignoring it.”

His theory, therefore, was that if his own son was brought up to be

proud instead of ashamed of his Chinese half, the boy would become a

great man.

Perhaps he was right, but he could not see as could I, an American

woman, the conflict before our boy.

After the little Kanghi had passed his first month, and we had found
a reliable woman to look after him, his father began to take me around |
with him much more than formerly, and life became very enjoyable. ;
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We dined often at a Chinese restaurant kept by a friend of his, and
afterwards attended theatres, concerts, and other places of entertainment.
We frequently met Americans with whom he had become acquainted
through business, and he would introduce them with great pride in me
shining in his eyes. The little jealousies and suspicions of the first year
seemed no longer to irritate him, and though I had still cause to shrink

from the gaze of strangers, I know that my Chinese husband was for
several years a very happy man.

Now, I have come to the end. He left home one morning, followed
to the gate by the little girl and boy (we had moved to a cottage in the
suburbs).

“Bring me a red ball,” pleaded the little girl.

“And me too,” cried the boy.

“All right, chickens,” he responded, waving his hand to them.

He was brought home at night, shot through the head. There are
some Chinese, just as there are some Americans, who are opposed to
all progress, and who hate with a bitter hatred all who would enlighten
or be enlightened.

But that I have not the heart to dwell upon. I can only remember
that when they brought my Chinese husband home there were two
red balls in his pocket. Such was Liu Kanghi—a man.



