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of the United States, availing itself of the
privilege sccured by the Perry treaty, ap-
pointed Townsend Harris as consul-gen-
eral to reside at Simoda. He was chosen
in the hope that by reason of his knowl-
edge of Eastern character and his general
intelligence and experience in business,
he might be able to induce the Japanese
to enter into a treaty of commerce. On
July 29, 1858, his efforts were crowned
with suceess. A provision for diplomatic
representation at Yedo was obtained;
rights of residence and of trade at certain
ports were secured ; duties were regulated;
the privilege of extraterritoriality was
granted to Americans in Japan; and re-
ligious freedom in that country was prom-
ised. Harris’s triumph was won by a firm,
tactful, honest diplomacy, and without
the aid of a fleet. Before the end of the
year, the fleets of the allies appeared in
Japanese waters, and treaties similar to
that of the United States were obtained
by France and Great Britain.

Harris’s treaty provided for the ex-
change of ratifications at Washington.
For this purpose the Japanese govern-
ment sent a special embassy to the United
States. Including servants, it comprised
seventy-one persons. They were conveyed
to America in a United States man-of-
war, and Congress provided for their ex-

penses, The ratifications of the treaty
were exchanged at Washington, on May
22, 1860, and the members of the embassy
were afterwards conducted to some of the
principal American cities. They were
sent back to Japan on the man-of-war
Niagara. To the shallow and sectarian
reasoner, the Japan of to-day, once more
possessed of full judicial and economic
autonomy, and in the potent exercise of
all the rights of sovereignty, presents an
astounding spectacle of sudden if not
miraculous development; but in reality
Japan is an ancient and polished nation,
the roots of whose civilization, though
its outward forms may have changed,
strike deep into the past.

Korea, the Land of the Morning Calm,
continued, long after the opening of
China and Japan, to preserve a rigorous
seclusion. Efforts to secure access had
invariably ended in disaster. On May
20, 1882, however, Commodore Shufeldt,
U.S.N., invested with diplomatic powers,
succeeded, with the friendly good offices
of Li Hung-Chang, in concluding with
the hermit kingdom the first treaty made
by it with a Western power. The last
great barrier of national non-intercourse
was broken down, and, no matter what
may be Korea’s ultimate fate, is mnot
likely to be restored.

The Caged Bird

BY ARTHUR SYMONS

T took it in my hands, it weighed as light
As any bird’s wing, it was poised for flight,
It was a wandering thing without a goal.
I caged it, and I tended it; it throve;
Wise ways T taught it; it forgot to fly;
Tt learnt to know its cage, its keeper; I,
Tts keeper, taught it that the cage was love.
And now I take my bird out of the cage,
It flutters not a feather, looks at me
Sadly, without desire, without surprise;
See, T have tamed it, it is still and sage,
It has not strength enough for liberty,
It does not even hate me with its eyes.

AY EAR ago I asked you for your soul;



First Aid to Kittie James

BY ELIZABETH JORDAN

PRING was approaching St. Cath-
S arine’s with flowery footsteps. The
overarching sky was blue, and
daisies sprinkled the surrounding mead-
ows,—or, anyhow, if they didn’t, we
knew they would soon, so T’ll just say
they did, because it sounds so well. Lit-
erary artists are allowed a great deal of
poetic license in writing descriptions—
even Sister Irmingarde admits that.
Therefore when I am writing about facts
I keep to them, but when I am writing
about Nature 1 improve on it all T can.
The great convent school hummed with
our glad young voices, and any one
who came there to visit would have
thought we were happy. But, alas! alas!
we were not! We had a care—we girls—
the carking kind of a care you read
about in real stories. Students of life
would have observed this, but not the
thoughtless visiting parent, who never
sees anything but her own child, anyhow,
and just comes to St. Catharine’s to hear
Sister Irmingarde or Reverend Mother tell
her how bright and studious her daughter
is. We have all too many such guests, and
Mabel Blossom and Maudie Joyce and
Mabel Muriel Murphy and I are tired
of them. We never allow our parents
to come. It is not good for them, and
it is not good for us, for they make us
forget all "we know, besides dropping
things about how difficult it is to manage
us at home. So they have to get along
with letters and monthly reports, which
are indeed all any reasonable parent
should demand. And if they want to
know how bright we are, we can tell them
about it ourselves. Of course we try to
be affectionate and dutiful and con-
siderate, and sometimes we write to each
other’s parents when one of us does any-
thing special. Maudie wrote a beautiful
letter to mamma the first time Sister
Irmingarde read one of my stories aloud
to the class, and Mabel Blossom wrote
to Mabel Muriel Murphy’s father once

after Mabel Muriel had improved so
much. Mr. Murphy wrote back. He said:

“Drar Mapay,—Yours of the 16th
inst. received and contents noted. My
wife and I hope our daughter ain’t im-
proved too much. We think she was
about right as she was.

Your obt. servant,
Joux J. MureHav.”

Mabel was quite discouraged, for Mabel
Muriel did not appreciate her noble act,
either, and said something about people
who rushed in where she had feared to
tread. T will now explain that all these
facts, interesting and vital though they
are, have nothing to do with this story.
I am not writing about parents who visit
their children at school, though I could
write some things that would surprise
them if Sister Irmingarde would let me,
for I have studied them all with keen,
observant eyes when they little knew
it. But I wished to utter a few thought-
ful words concerning what happens when
they come, and how the teachers have
to ask girls all the easiest questions when
their mothers are in the class-room, and
this seemed the best place to do it. One
of my literary mottoes is as follows:
Whenever you think of a good thing
put it right down, no matter where it
comes. I will now take up the thread of
this narrative.

We were unhappy. Under the smiles
that curved our young lips lay heavy
hearts. Spring was glad, but we were
not. I will tell why:

Hraminations were coming.

Tt is very queer about examinations. I
suppose after one has graduated, and gone
out into the big world, and listened to
the trumpet-calls of fame, and sat on its
pinnacle a while, one forgets about ex-
aminations. We know from our physi-
ology that the sensibilities are dulled in
age, anyhow. -But when you are only



