BUNNER SI STERS

BY EDI TH WHARTON

PART |

In the days when New York's traffic noved at the pace of the
droopi ng horse-car, when society applauded Christine Nilsson at the
Acadeny of Misic and basked in the sunsets of the Hudson R ver
School on the walls of the National Acadeny of Design, an

i nconspi cuous shop with a single showw ndow was intimtely and
favourably known to the fem nine popul ati on of the quarter

bordering on Stuyvesant Square.

It was a very snall shop, in a shabby basenent, in a side-

street already dooned to decline; and fromthe niscell aneous

di spl ay behi nd the wi ndow pane, and the brevity of the sign
surmounting it (merely "Bunner Sisters" in blotchy gold on a bl ack
ground) it would have been difficult for the uninitiated to guess
the precise nature of the business carried on within. But that was
of little consequence, since its fane was so purely local that the
customers on whomits existence depended were al nost congenitally

aware of the exact range of "goods" to be found at Bunner Sisters'

The house of which Bunner Sisters had annexed the basenent was
a private dwelling with a brick front, green shutters on weak
hi nges, and a dress-naker's sign in the w ndow above the shop. On

each side of its nodest three stories stood higher buildings, with



fronts of brown stone, cracked and blistered, cast-iron bal conies
and cat-haunted grass-patches behind twisted railings. These
houses too had once been private, but now a cheap lunchroomfilled
t he basement of one, while the other announced itself, above the
knotty wistaria that clasped its central bal cony, as the Mendoza
Famly Hotel. It was obvious fromthe chronic cluster of refuse-
barrels at its area-gate and the blurred surface of its curtainless
wi ndows, that the famlies frequenting the Mendoza Hotel were not
exacting in their tastes; though they doubtless indulged in as nuch
fastidiousness as they could afford to pay for, and rather nore

than their | andl ord thought they had a right to express.

These three houses fairly exenplified the general character of
the street, which, as it stretched eastward, rapidly fell from
shabbi ness to squal or, with an increasing frequency of projecting
si gn-boards, and of sw nging doors that softly shut or opened at
the touch of red-nosed nen and pale little girls with broken jugs.
The middle of the street was full of irregular depressions, well
adapted to retain the long swirls of dust and straw and tw sted
paper that the wind drove up and down its sad untended | ength; and
toward the end of the day, when traffic had been active, the
fissured pavenent forned a nosaic of coloured hand-bills, |ids of
tomat o- cans, ol d shoes, cigar-stunps and banana skins, cenented
together by a layer of nmud, or veiled in a powdering of dust, as

the state of the weather determ ned.

The sole refuge offered fromthe contenplation of this

depressing waste was the sight of the Bunner Sisters' window |Its
panes were always wel | -washed, and though their display of
artificial flowers, bands of scalloped flannel, wre hat-franes,
and jars of hone-nade preserves, had the undefinable greyish tinge
of objects long preserved in the show case of a nuseum the w ndow

reveal ed a background of orderly counters and white-washed walls in



pl easant contrast to the adjoi ning dinginess.

The Bunner sisters were proud of the neatness of their shop

and content with its hunmble prosperity. It was not what they had
once imagined it would be, but though it presented but a shrunken
i mge of their earlier anbitions it enabled themto pay their rent
and keep thensel ves alive and out of debt; and it was |ong

since their hopes had soared higher

Now and t hen, however, anobng their greyer hours there cane one

not bright enough to be called sunny, but rather of the silvery
twilight hue which sonetinmes ends a day of storm It was such an
hour that Ann Eliza, the elder of the firm was soberly enjoying as
she sat one January evening in the back room which served as
bedroom kitchen and parlour to herself and her sister Evelina. 1In
the shop the blinds had been drawn down, the counters cleared and
the wares in the window lightly covered with an old sheet; but the
shop-door remai ned unl ocked till Evelina, who had taken a parcel to

the dyer's, should cone back.

In the back rooma kettle bubbled on the stove, and Ann Eliza

had laid a cloth over one end of the centre table, and placed near
the green-shaded sewing | anp two tea-cups, two plates, a sugar-bow
and a piece of pie. The rest of the roomrenmined in a greenish
shadow whi ch discreetly veiled the outline of an ol d-fashi oned
mahogany bedst ead surmounted by a chronp of a young lady in a

ni ght -gown who clung with eloquently-rolling eyes to a crag
described in illuminated letters as the Rock of Ages; and agai nst

t he unshaded wi ndows two rocking-chairs and a sew ng- machi ne were

si | houetted on the dusk

Ann Eliza, her small and habitually anxi ous face snoothed to

unusual serenity, and the streaks of pale hair on her veined



tenpl es shining glossily beneath the | anp, had seated herself at
the table, and was tying up, with her usual funbling deliberation
a knobby object wapped in paper. Now and then, as she struggled
with the string, which was too short, she fancied she heard the
click of the shop-door, and paused to listen for her sister; then
as no one cane, she straightened her spectacles and entered into
renewed conflict with the parcel. [In honour of sone event of

obvi ous inmportance, she had put on her doubl e-dyed and triple-
turned bl ack silk. Age, while bestowing on this garnment a

pati ne worthy of a Renai ssance bronze, had deprived it of

what ever curves the wearer's pre-Raphaelite figure had once been
able to inpress on it; but this stiffness of outline gave it an air
of sacerdotal state which seened to enphasize the inportance of the

occasi on.

Seen thus, in her sacranental black silk, a wisp of |ace

turned over the collar and fastened by a nosaic brooch, and her
face snoothed into harnony with her apparel, Ann Eliza | ooked ten
years younger than behind the counter, in the heat and burden of
the day. It would have been as difficult to guess her approxinmate
age as that of the black silk, for she had the sane worn and gl ossy
aspect as her dress; but a faint tinge of pink still lingered on
her cheek-bones, like the reflection of sunset which sonetines

colours the west long after the day is over

When she had tied the parcel to her satisfaction, and laid it

with furtive accuracy just opposite her sister's plate, she sat
down, with an air of obviously-assuned indifference, in one of the
rocki ng-chairs near the wi ndow, and a nonent |ater the shop-door

opened and Evel i na entered.

The younger Bunner sister, who was a little taller than her

el der, had a nore pronounced nose, but a weaker slope of nmouth and



chin. She still pernmtted herself the frivolity of waving her pale
hair, and its tight little ridges, stiff as the tresses of an
Assyrian statue, were flattened under a dotted veil which ended at
the tip of her col d-reddened nose. |n her scant jacket and skirt
of black cashnere she | ooked singularly nipped and faded; but it
seenmed possi bl e that under happier conditions she mght still warm

into relative youth

"Way, Ann Eliza," she exclainmed, in a thin voice pitched to
chronic fretful ness, "what in the world you got your best silk on

for?"

Ann Eliza had risen with a blush that nade her steel-browed

spect acl es i ncongruous.

"Why, Evelina, why shouldn't I, I sh'ld like to know? Ain't
it your birthday, dear?" She put out her arnms with the awkwardness

of habitually repressed enotion

Evelina, w thout seeming to notice the gesture, threw back the

j acket from her narrow shoul ders

"Ch, pshaw," she said, |ess peevishly. "I guess we'd better

give up birthdays. Mich as we can do to keep Chri stnmas nowadays."

"You hadn't oughter say that, Evelina. W ain't so badly off
as all that. | guess you're cold and tired. Set down while | take

the kettle off: it's right on the boil."

She pushed Evelina toward the table, keeping a sideward eye on
her sister's listless novenents, while her own hands were busy with
the kettle. A noment |ater came the exclamation for which she

wai t ed.



"Way, Ann Eliza!" Evelina stood transfixed by the sight of

the parcel beside her plate.

Ann Eliza, trenmulously engaged in filling the teapot, lifted

a | ook of hypocritical surprise.

"Sakes, Evelina! Wlat's the natter?"

The younger sister had rapidly untied the string, and drawn
fromits wappings a round nickel clock of the kind to be bought

for a dollar-seventy-five.

"Ch, Ann Eliza, how could you?" She set the clock down, and

the sisters exchanged agitated gl ances across the table.

"Well," the elder retorted, "AINT it your birthday?"
"Yes, but--"
"Well, and ain't you had to run round the corner to the Square

every norning, rain or shine, to see what tinme it was, ever since

we had to sell nother's watch last July? Ain't you, Evelina?"

"Yes, but--"

"There ain't any buts. W' ve always wanted a cl ock and now

we've got one: that's all there is about it. Ain't she a beauty,
Evelina?" Ann Eliza, putting back the kettle on the stove, |eaned
over her sister's shoulder to pass an approving hand over the
circular rimof the clock. "Hear how | oud she ticks. | was afraid

you' d hear her soon as you cone in."

"No. | wasn't thinking," nurmured Evelina.



"Well, ain't you glad now?" Ann Eliza gently reproached her.
The rebuke had no acerbity, for she knew that Evelina' s seening

i ndi fference was alive with unexpressed scrupl es.

"I"'mreal glad, sister; but you hadn't oughter. W could have

got on well enough wi thout."

"Evel i na Bunner, just you sit down to your tea. | guess
know what 1'd oughter and what |1'd hadn't oughter just as well as

you do--1'"mold enough!"

"You're real good, Ann Eliza; but | know you've given up

somet hi ng you needed to get nme this clock."

"What do | need, I'd like to know? Ain't | got a best black

silk?" the elder sister said with a laugh full of nervous pl easure.

She poured out Evelina's tea, adding some condensed mlk from
the jug, and cutting for her the |largest slice of pie; then she

drew up her own chair to the table.

The two worren ate in silence for a few nonments before Evelina
began to speak again. "The clock is perfectly lovely and | don't
say it ain't a confort to have it; but | hate to think what it nust

have cost you."

"No, it didn't, neither,"” Ann Eliza retorted. "I got it dirt
cheap, if you want to know. And | paid for it out of alittle

extra work | did the other night on the nachine for Ms. Hawkins."

"The baby-wai st s?"

"Yes."



"There, | knewit! You swore to nme you'd buy a new pair of

shoes with that noney."

"Well, and s'posin' | didn't want 'em-what then? |[|'ve

pat ched up the old ones as good as new-and | do declare, Evelina

Bunner, if you ask me anot her question you'll go and spoil all ny
pl easure.”
"Very well, | won't," said the younger sister

They continued to eat without farther words. Evelina yielded

to her sister's entreaty that she should finish the pie, and poured
out a second cup of tea, into which she put the last |unmp of sugar
and between them on the table, the clock kept up its sociable

tick.

"Where'd you get it, Ann Eliza?" asked Evelina, fascinated.

"Where'd you s' pose? Wiy, right round here, over acrost the
Square, in the queerest little store you ever laid eyes on. | saw
it in the window as | was passing, and | stepped right in and asked

how nuch it was, and the store-keeper he was real pleasant about

it. He was just the nicest man. | guess he's a Gernan. | told
himl couldn't give nuch, and he said, well, he knew what hard
times was too. Hi s nane's Rany--Hernman Rany: | saw it

witten up over the store. And he told nme he used to work at
Tiff'ny's, oh, for years, in the clock-departnent, and three years
ago he took sick with sone kinder fever, and lost his place, and
when he got well they'd engaged sonebody el se and didn't want him
and so he started this little store by hinmself. | guess he's rea

smart, and he spoke quite like an educated nan--but he | ooks sick."

Evelina was listening with absorbed attention. |n the narrow



lives of the two sisters such an epi sode was not to be under-rated.

"What you say his nane was?" she asked as Ann Eliza paused.

"Herman Rany."

"How old is he?"

"Well, | couldn't exactly tell you, he | ooked so sick--but |

don't b'lieve he's nmuch over forty."

By this tine the plates had been cleared and the teapot

enptied, and the two sisters rose fromthe table. Ann Eliza, tying
an apron over her black silk, carefully renoved all traces of the
meal ; then, after washing the cups and plates, and putting them
away in a cupboard, she drew her rocking-chair to the [anp and sat
down to a heap of nending. Evelina, nmeanwhile, had been roaning
about the roomin search of an abiding-place for the clock. A
rosewood what-not with ornamental fret-work hung on the wall beside
the devout young lady in dishabille, and after nuch wei ghi ng of
alternatives the sisters decided to dethrone a broken china vase
filled with dried grasses which had | ong stood on the top shelf,
and to put the clock in its place; the vase, after farther

consi deration, being relegated to a small table covered with bl ue
and white beadwork, which held a Bible and prayer-book, and an
illustrated copy of Longfellow s poens given as a school -prize to

their father.

Thi s change having been made, and the effect studied from

every angle of the room Evelina languidly put her pinking-nmachine
on the table, and sat down to the nonotonous work of pinking a heap
of black silk flounces. The strips of stuff slid slowy to the
floor at her side, and the clock, fromits conmandi ng al titude,

kept tine with the dispiriting click of the instrunent under her



fingers.

The purchase of Evelina's clock had been a nore inportant

event in the life of Ann Eliza Bunner than her younger sister could
divine. In the first place, there had been the denorali zing
satisfaction of finding herself in possession of a sum of noney

whi ch she need not put into the comon fund, but could spend as she
chose, without consulting Evelina, and then the excitenment of her
stealthy trips abroad, undertaken on the rare occasions when she
could trunp up a pretext for leaving the shop; since, as arule, it
was Evelina who took the bundles to the dyer's, and delivered the
purchases of those anobng their custonmers who were too genteel to be
seen carrying honme a bonnet or a bundle of pinking--so that, had it
not been for the excuse of having to see Ms. Hawkins's teething
baby, Ann Eliza would hardly have known what notive to allege for

deserting her usual seat behind the counter

The infrequency of her wal ks nade themthe chief events of her
life. The nmere act of going out fromthe nonastic quiet of the
shop into the tumult of the streets filled her with a subdued
excitenent which grew too intense for pleasure as she was swal | owed
by the engul fing roar of Broadway or Third Avenue, and began to do
timd battle with their incessant cross-currents of humanity.

After a glance or two into the great show wi ndows she usually

all oned herself to be swept back into the shelter of a side-street,
and finally regained her owm roof in a state of breathless
bewi | dernment and fatigue; but gradually, as her nerves were soot hed
by the familiar quiet of the little shop, and the click of

Evel i na' s pi nki ng-machi ne, certain sights and sounds woul d detach



thenselves fromthe torrent along which she had been swept, and she
woul d devote the rest of the day to a nmental reconstruction of the
di fferent episodes of her walk, till finally it took shape in her

t hought as a consecutive and hi ghl y-col oured experience, from

whi ch, for weeks afterwards, she would detach some fragnentary

recollection in the course of her |ong dial ogues with her sister

But when, to the unwonted excitement of going out, was added

the intenser interest of |ooking for a present for Evelina,

Ann Eliza's agitation, sharpened by conceal ment, actually preyed
upon her rest; and it was not till the present had been given, and
she had unbosoned herself of the experiences connected with its
purchase, that she could | ook back with anything |ike conmposure to
that stirring nonent of her life. Fromthat day forward, however,
she began to take a certain tranquil pleasure in thinking of M.
Rany's small shop, not unlike her owmn in its countrified obscurity,
though the | ayer of dust which covered its counter and shel ves nade
the conparison only superficially acceptable. Still, she did not
judge the state of the shop severely, for M. Rany had told her
that he was alone in the world, and | one nen, she was aware, did
not know how to deal with dust. It gave her a good deal of
occupation to wonder why he had never nmarried, or if, on the other
hand, he were a wi dower, and had lost all his dear little children;
and she scarcely knew which alternative seened to nmake himthe nore
interesting. In either case, his life was assuredly a sad one; and
she passed many hours in specul ating on the manner in which he
probably spent his evenings. She knew he lived at the back of his
shop, for she had caught, on entering, a glinpse of a dingy room
with a tunbl ed bed; and the pervading snell of cold fry suggested
that he probably did his own cooking. She wondered if he did not
often nake his tea with water that had not boiled, and asked
hersel f, al nost jeal ously, who | ooked after the shop while he went

to market. Then it occurred to her as likely that he bought his



provisions at the sane narket as Evelina; and she was fascinated by
the thought that he and her sister might constantly be neeting in
total unconsciousness of the |ink between them \Wenever she
reached this stage in her reflexions she lifted a furtive glance to
the clock, whose |oud staccato tick was beconming a part of her

i nnost bei ng.

The seed sown by these long hours of neditation germni nated at

last in the secret wish to go to narket sone norning in Evelina's
stead. As this purpose rose to the surface of Ann Eliza's thoughts
she shrank back shyly fromits contenplation. A plan so steeped in
duplicity had never before taken shape in her crystalline soul

How was it possible for her to consider such a step? And, besides,
(she did not possess sufficient logic to mark the downward trend of
this "besides"), what excuse could she nake that would not excite
her sister's curiosity? Fromthis second query it was an easy

descent to the third: how soon could she manage to go?

It was Evelina herself, who furnished the necessary pretext by
awaki ng with a sore throat on the day when she usually went to
market. It was a Saturday, and as they always had their bit of
steak on Sunday the expedition could not be postponed, and it
seenmed natural that Ann Eliza, as she tied an old stocking around
Evelina's throat, should announce her intention of stepping round

to the butcher's.

"Ch, Ann Eliza, they'll cheat you so," her sister wailed.

Ann Eliza brushed aside the inputation with a smle, and a few
m nutes |later, having set the roomto rights, and cast a | ast
gl ance at the shop, she was tying on her bonnet with funbling

hast e.

The norning was danp and cold, with a sky full of sulky clouds



that would not make room for the sun, but as yet dropped only an
occasional snowflake. In the early light the street |ooked its
meanest and nost negl ected; but to Ann Eliza, never greatly

troubl ed by any untidiness for which she was not responsible, it

seenmed to wear a singularly friendly aspect.

A few m nutes' wal k brought her to the market where Evelina
made her purchases, and where, if he had any sense of topographica

fitness, M. Rany nust al so deal

Ann Eliza, meking her way through the outskirts of potato-
barrels and fl abby fish, found no one in the shop but the gory-

aproned but cher who stood in the background cutting chops.

As she approached himacross the tesselation of fish-scales,
bl ood and saw dust, he laid aside his cleaver and not

unsynpat hetically asked: "Sister sick?"

"Ch, not very--jest a cold,” she answered, as guiltily as if
Evelina's illness had been feigned. "W want a steak as usual
pl ease--and ny sister said you was to be sure to give ne jest as

good a cut as if it was her," she added with child-Iike candour

"Ch, that's all right.” The butcher picked up his weapon with
a grin. "Your sister knows a cut as well as any of us," he
remar ked

In another nmoment, Ann Eliza reflected, the steak woul d be cut

and wrapped up, and no choice left her but to turn her disappointed
steps toward honme. She was too shy to try to delay the butcher by
such conversational arts as she possessed, but the approach of a
deaf old lady in an antiquated bonnet and mantle gave her her

opportunity.



"Wait on her first, please,” Ann Eliza whispered. "l ain't in

any hurry."

The butcher advanced to his new custoner, and Ann Eliza,

pal pitating in the back of the shop, saw that the old |lady's
hesitati ons between |iver and pork chops were likely to be
indefinitely prolonged. They were still unresol ved when she was
interrupted by the entrance of a blowsy Irish girl with a basket on
her arm The newconer caused a nonmentary diversion, and when she
had departed the old | ady, who was evidently as intol erant of
interruption as a professional story-teller, insisted on returning
to the beginning of her conplicated order, and wei ghing anew, wth
an anxi ous appeal to the butcher's arbitration, the relative
advant ages of pork and liver. But even her hesitations, and the
intrusion on themof two or three other custoners, were of no
avail, for M. Rany was not anong those who entered the shop; and
at last Ann Eliza, ashamed of staying |onger, reluctantly clained

her steak, and wal ked home through the thickening snow.

Even to her sinple judgnent the vanity of her hopes was plain,
and in the clear |ight that disappointnent turns upon our actions
she wondered how she coul d have been foolish enough to suppose
that, even if M. Rany DID go to that particular market, he

woul d hit on the sane day and hour as herself.

There foll owed a col ourl ess week unmarked by farther incident.

The ol d stocking cured Evelina's throat, and Ms. Hawki ns dropped
in once or twice to talk of her baby's teeth; some new orders for
pi nki ng were received, and Evelina sold a bonnet to the lady with
puf fed sl eeves. The lady with puffed sl eeves--a resident of "the

Square," whose nane they had never |earned, because she al ways

carried her own parcels home--was the nost distinguished and



interesting figure on their horizon. She was youngi sh, she was

el egant (as the title they had given her inplied), and she had a
sweet sad snmile about which they had woven nany histories; but even
the news of her return to town--it was her first apparition that
year--failed to arouse Ann Eliza's interest. Al the small daily
happeni ngs whi ch had once sufficed to fill the hours now appeared
to her in their deadly insignificance; and for the first tinme in
her | ong years of drudgery she rebelled at the dull ness of her

life. Wth Evelina such fits of discontent were habitual and
openly proclained, and Ann Eliza still excused them as one of the
prerogatives of youth. Besides, Evelina had not been intended by
Providence to pine in such a narrow life: in the original plan of
thi ngs, she had been neant to marry and have a baby, to wear silk
on Sundays, and take a leading part in a Church circle. Hitherto
opportunity had played her false; and for all her superior
aspirations and carefully crinped hair she had remai ned as obscure
and unsought as Ann Eliza. But the elder sister, who had | ong
since accepted her own fate, had never accepted Evelina's. Once a
pl easant young nan who taught in Sunday-school had paid the younger
M ss Bunner a few shy visits. That was years since, and he had
speedi |y vanished fromtheir view Wether he had carried with him
any of Evelina's illusions, Ann Eliza had never discovered; but his
attentions had clad her sister in a halo of exquisite

possibilities.

Ann Eliza, in those days, had never dreaned of allow ng

herself the luxury of self-pity: it seemed as nuch a personal right
of Evelina's as her elaborately crinkled hair. But now she began
to transfer to herself a portion of the synpathy she had so | ong
bestowed on Evelina. She had at |ast recogni zed her right to set
up sone | ost opportunities of her own; and once that dangerous

precedent established, they began to crowd upon her nenory.



It was at this stage of Ann Eliza's transformation that
Evel i na, |ooking up one evening fromher work, said suddenly: "M!

She' s stopped.”

Ann Eliza, raising her eyes froma brown nerino seam followed
her sister's glance across the room It was a Monday, and they

al ways wound the cl ock on Sundays.

"Are you sure you wound her yesterday, Evelina?"

"Jest as sure as | live. She nust be broke. 1'll go and

see.

Evelina laid down the hat she was trinming, and took the clock

fromits shelf.

"There--1 knew it! She's wound jest as TIGHT--what you

suppose' s happened to her, Ann Eliza?"

"I dunno, I'msure,” said the elder sister, w ping her

spect acl es before proceeding to a cl ose exam nation of the clock

Wth anxiously bent heads the two wonen shook and turned it,
as though they were trying to revive a living thing; but it
remai ned unresponsive to their touch, and at length Evelina laid it

down with a sigh.

"Seens |ike sonethin' DEAD, don't it, Ann Eliza? How

still the roomis!'

"Yes, ain't it?"

"Well, 1'lIl put her back where she belongs," Evelina

continued, in the tone of one about to performthe |ast offices for



the departed. "And | guess," she added, "you'll have to step round

to M. Rany's to-nmorrow, and see if he can fix her."

Ann Eliza's face burned. "l--yes, | guess I'll have to," she
stamered, stooping to pick up a spool of cotton which had rolled
to the floor. A sudden heart-throb stretched the seans of her flat

al paca bosom and a pulse leapt to life in each of her tenples.

That night, long after Evelina slept, Ann Eliza lay awake in

the unfam liar silence, nore acutely conscious of the nearness of
the crippled clock than when it had volubly told out the minutes.
The next norning she woke froma troubl ed dream of having carried
it to M. Rany's, and found that he and his shop had vani shed; and
all through the day's occupations the nenory of this dream

oppr essed her.

It had been agreed that Ann Eliza should take the clock to be
repaired as soon as they had dined; but while they were still at
table a weak-eyed little girl in a black apron stabbed with

i nnunerabl e pins burst in on themwth the cry: "Ch, Mss Bunner

for mercy's sake! Mss Mellins has been took again."

Mss Mellins was the dress-nmaker upstairs, and the weak-eyed

child one of her youthful apprentices.

Ann Eliza started fromher seat. "I'Il cone at once. Quick

Evelina, the cordial!"

By this euphemi stic nanme the sisters designated a bottle of

cherry brandy, the last of a dozen inherited fromtheir

grandnot her, which they kept |ocked in their cupboard agai nst such
energencies. A nonent later, cordial in hand, Ann Eliza was

hurryi ng upstairs behind the weak-eyed child.



Mss Mellins' "turn" was sufficiently serious to detain Ann

Eliza for nearly two hours, and dusk had fallen when she took up
the depleted bottle of cordial and descended again to the shop. It
was enpty, as usual, and Evelina sat at her pinking-machine in the
back room Ann Eliza was still agitated by her efforts to restore
the dress-maker, but in spite of her preoccupation she was struck
as soon as she entered, by the loud tick of the clock, which stil

stood on the shelf where she had left it.

"Wiy, she's going!" she gasped, before Evelina could question

her about Mss Mellins. "Did she start up again by hersel f?"

"Ch, no; but | couldn't stand not knowi ng what tinme it was,

I've got so accustomed to having her round; and just after you went
upstairs Ms. Hawkins dropped in, so | asked her to tend the store
for a minute, and | clapped on ny things and ran right round to M.
Rany's. It turned out there wasn't anything the matter with her--
nothin' on'y a speck of dust in the works--and he fixed her for ne
in a mnute and | brought her right back. Ain't it lovely to hear

her going again? But tell nme about Mss Mellins, quick!"

For a monent Ann Eliza found no words. Not till she |earned
that she had mi ssed her chance did she understand how nmany hopes
had hung upon it. Even now she did not know why she had wanted so

much to see the cl ock-maker agai n.

"I s'pose it's because nothing' s ever happened to ne," she
thought, with a twinge of envy for the fate which gave

Evelina every opportunity that came their way. "She had the
Sunday- school teacher too," Ann Eliza murnured to herself; but she
was well-trained in the arts of renunciation, and after a scarcely
percepti bl e pause she plunged into a detail ed description of the

dress-maker's "turn."



Evel ina, when her curiosity was roused, was an insatiable

questioner, and it was supper-tinme before she had conme to the end
of her enquiries about Mss Mellins; but when the two sisters had
seated thensel ves at their evening neal Ann Eliza at |ast found a

chance to say: "So she on'y had a speck of dust in her."

Evel i na understood at once that the reference was not to M ss
Mellins. "Yes--at |east he thinks so," she answered, hel ping

herself as a matter of course to the first cup of tea.

"On'y to think!" nurnmured Ann Eliza.

"But he isn't SURE," Evelina continued, absently
pushi ng the teapot toward her sister. "It may be something wong
with the--1 forget what he called it. Anyhow, he said he'd cal

round and see, day after to-norrow, after supper."

"Who sai d?" gasped Ann Eli za.

"Wy, M. Rany, of course. | think he's real nice, Ann Eliza.

And | don't believe he's forty; but he DOES | ook sick. |

guess he's pretty lonesone, all by hinself in that store. He as
much as told nme so, and sonehow'--Evelina paused and bridl ed--"1
ki nder thought that maybe his saying he'd call round about the
clock was on'y just an excuse. He said it just as | was going out

of the store. What you think, Ann Eliza?"

"Ch, | don't har'ly know." To save herself, Ann Eliza could

produce not hi ng war ner.

"Wll, | don't pretend to be snarter than other folks," said

Evelina, putting a conscious hand to her hair, "but | guess M.



Her man Rany woul dn't be sorry to pass an evening here, 'stead of

spending it all alone in that poky little place of his."

Her sel f-consciousness irritated Ann Eli za.

"I guess he's got plenty of friends of his own," she said,

al most harshly.

"No, he ain't, either. He's got hardly any."

"Did he tell you that too?" Even to her own ears there was a

faint sneer in the interrogation

"Yes, he did," said Evelina, dropping her lids with a snmile.
"He seenmed to be just crazy to talk to sonebody--sonebody

agreeable, | nmean. | think the man's unhappy, Ann Eliza."

"So do |I," broke fromthe elder sister

"He seens such an educated man, too. He was reading the paper
when | went in. An't it sad to think of his being reduced to that
little store, after being years at Tiff'ny's, and one of the head

men in their clock-departnent?”

"He told you all that?"

"Why, yes. | think he'd a' told ne everything ever happened
to himif I'd had the tine to stay and listen. | tell you he's

dead lonely, Ann Eliza."

"Yes," said Ann Eliza.



Two days afterward, Ann Eliza noticed that Evelina, before

they sat down to supper, pinned a crinson bow under her collar; and
when the nmeal was finished the younger sister, who sel dom concerned
herself with the clearing of the table, set about wth nervous

haste to help Ann Eliza in the renoval of the dishes

"I hate to see food nussing about,” she grunbled. "Ain't it

hat eful having to do everything in one roon®"

"Ch, Evelina, |'ve always thought we was so confortable," Ann

El i za protested.

"Wll, so we are, confortable enough; but | don't suppose
there's any harmin ny saying I wisht we had a parlour, is there?

Anyway, we m ght nmanage to buy a screen to hide the bed."

Ann Eliza col oured. There was sonething vaguely enbarrassing

in Evelina's suggestion

"I always think if we ask for nore what we have may be taken

fromus," she ventured

"Wl |, whoever took it wouldn't get much," Evelina retorted

with a laugh as she swept up the table-cloth.

A few nonments | ater the back roomwas in its usual flaw ess

order and the two sisters had seated thensel ves near the lamp. Ann
Eli za had taken up her sewi ng, and Evelina was preparing to nake
artificial flowers. The sisters usually relegated this

nmore delicate business to the long | eisure of the sunmer nonths;

but to-night Evelina had brought out the box which lay all wnter

under the bed, and spread before her a bright array of nuslin



petal s, yellow stanmens and green corollas, and a tray of little
i npl ements curiously suggestive of the dental art. Ann Eliza nade
no remark on this unusual proceeding; perhaps she guessed why, for

that evening her sister had chosen a graceful task

Presently a knock on the outer door nade them | ook up; but
Evelina, the first on her feet, said promptly: "Sit still. 1"1I

see who it is.

Ann Eliza was glad to sit still: the baby's petticoat that she

was stitching shook in her fingers.

"Sister, here's M. Rany cone to |look at the clock," said
Evelina, a nonent later, in the high drawl she cultivated before
strangers; and a shortish man with a pal e bearded face and upturned

coat-collar cane stiffly into the room

Ann Eliza let her work fall as she stood up. "You're very
wel come, |'msure, M. Ramy. It's real kind of you to call.”
"Nod ad all, ma'am" A tendency to illustrate Gimids lawin

the interchange of his consonants betrayed the clockmaker's
nationality, but he was evidently used to speaking English, or at

| east the particular branch of the vernacular with which the Bunner
sisters were famliar. "I don't like to led any clock go out of ny

store without being sure it gives satisfaction," he added.

"Ch--but we were satisfied," Ann Eliza assured him

"But | wasn't, you see, ma'am" said M. Rany |looking slowy

about the room "nor I won't be, not till | see that clock's going

all right."



"May | assist you off with your coat, M. Rany?" Evelina
i nterposed. She could never trust Ann Eliza to remenber these

openi ng cer enoni es.

"Thank you, ma'am" he replied, and taking his thread-bare
over-coat and shabby hat she laid themon a chair with the gesture
she imagined the lady with the puffed sleeves nmi ght nmake use of on
simlar occasions. Ann Eliza's social sense was roused, and she
felt that the next act of hospitality nust be hers. "Wn't you
suit yourself to a seat?" she suggested. "M sister will reach
down the clock; but I'msure she's all right again. She's went

beautiful ever since you fixed her."

"Dat's good," said M. Rany. His lips parted in a snmile which
showed a row of yellow sh teeth with one or two gaps in it; but in
spite of this disclosure Ann Eliza thought his smle extrenely

pl easant: there was sonething wistful and conciliating in it which
agreed with the pathos of his sunken cheeks and proninent eyes. As
he took the lanp, the light fell on his bul ging forehead and w de
skull thinly covered with grayish hair. H's hands were pale and
broad, with knotty joints and square finger-tips rimred with grine;

but his touch was as light as a woman's.

"Well, ladies, dat clock's all right,"” he pronounced.

"I"'msure we're very nmuch obliged to you," said Evelina,

throwi ng a glance at her sister

"Ch," Ann Eliza murnured, involuntarily answering the

adnoni tion. She selected a key fromthe bunch that hung at her
wai st with her cutting-out scissors, and fitting it into the |ock
of the cupboard, brought out the cherry brandy and three ol d-

fashi oned gl asses engraved w th vi ne-w eat hs.



"It's a very cold night," she said, "and maybe you'd like a
sip of this cordial. It was made a great while ago by our

gr andnot her . "

"I't looks fine," said M. Rany bowing, and Ann Eliza filled
the glasses. 1In her own and Evelina's she poured only a few drops,
but she filled their guest's to the brim "M sister and | sel dom

take wine," she expl ai ned.

Wth anot her bow, which included both his hostesses, M. Rany

drank off the cherry brandy and pronounced it excellent.

Evelina neanwhile, with an assunption of industry intended to
put their guest at ease, had taken up her instrunments and was

twisting a rose-petal into shape.

"You neke artificial flowers, | see, ma'am" said M. Rany
with interest. "It's very pretty work. | had a lady-vriend in
Shermany dat used to make flowers.” He put out a square finger-tip

to touch the petal

Evelina blushed a little. "You left Germany |ong ago, |
suppose?”
"Dear ne yes, a goot while ago. | was only ni nedeen when

cone to the States.”

After this the conversation dragged on intermttently till M.
Rany, peering about the roomw th the short-sighted gl ance of his
race, said with an air of interest: "You' re pleasantly fixed here;
it looks real cosy." The note of wistfulness in his voice was

obscurely noving to Ann Eliza.



"Ch, we live very plainly," said Evelina, with an affectation
of grandeur deeply inpressive to her sister. "W have very sinple

tastes.”

"You | ook real confortable, anyhow, " said M. Rany. His
bul gi ng eyes seened to nuster the details of the scene with a
gentle envy. "I wisht | had as good a store; but | guess no bl ace

seenms hone-1like when you' re always alone in it."

For some minutes |onger the conversation noved on at this
desultory pace, and then M. Ranmy, who had been obviously nerving
hinself for the difficult act of departure, took his leave with an
abr upt ness whi ch woul d have startled anyone used to the subtler
gradations of intercourse. But to Ann Eliza and her sister there
was not hing surprising in his abrupt retreat. The | ong-drawn
agoni es of preparing to | eave, and the subsequent dumb pl unge
through the door, were so usual in their circle that they would
have been as much enbarrassed as M. Rany if he had tried to put

any fluency into his adieux.

After he had left both sisters remained silent for a while;
then Evelina, laying aside her unfinished flower, said: "I'll go

and | ock up."

I ntol erably nonotonous seenmed now to the Bunner sisters the
treadm Il routine of the shop, colourless and | ong their evenings
about the |lanp, aimnless their habitual interchange of words to the

weary acconpani nent of the sewi ng and pinki ng machi nes.



It was perhaps with the idea of relieving the tension of their

mood that Evelina, the foll owi ng Sunday, suggested inviting M ss
Mellins to supper. The Bunner sisters were not in a position to be
| avi sh of the humblest hospitality, but two or three tinmes in the
year they shared their evening neal with a friend; and M ss
Mellins, still flushed with the inportance of her "turn," seened

the nmost interesting guest they could invite.

As the three wonen seated thensel ves at the supper-table,
enbel li shed by the unwonted addition of pound cake and sweet

pi ckl es, the dress-neker's sharp swarthy person stood out vividly
between the neutral-tinted sisters. Mss Mllins was a small woman
with a glossy yellow face and a frizz of black hair bristling with
imtation tortoise-shell pins. Her sleeves had a fashionable cut,
and half a dozen netal bangles rattled on her wists. Her voice
rattled |ike her bangles as she poured forth a stream of anecdote
and ej acul ation; and her round bl ack eyes junped with acrobatic
velocity fromone face to another. Mss Mllins was always having
or hearing of amazing adventures. She had surprised a burglar in
her room at m dni ght (though how he got there, what he robbed her
of , and by what means he escaped had never been quite clear to her
auditors); she had been warned by anonynous letters that her grocer
(a rejected suitor) was putting poison in her tea; she had a
customer who was shadowed by detectives, and another (a very
weal t hy | ady) who had been arrested in a departnent store for

kl ept omani a; she had been present at a spiritualist seance where an
old gentleman had died in a fit on seeing a materialization of his
mot her-in-law, she had escaped fromtwo fires in her night-gown,
and at the funeral of her first cousin the horses attached to the
hearse had run away and smashed the coffin, precipitating her
relative into an open man-hol e before the eyes of his distracted

famly.



A sceptical observer m ght have explained Mss Mellins's

proneness to adventure by the fact that she derived her chief
nmental nourishnent fromthe Police Gazette and the

Fi resi de Weekly; but her lot was cast in a circle where such

i nsinuations were not likely to be heard, and where the title-role

in blood-curdling drama had | ong been her recognized right.

"Yes," she was now sayi ng, her enphatic eyes on Ann Eli za,

"you may not believe it, Mss Bunner, and | don't know s

shoul d nyself if anybody else was to tell nme, but over a year
before ever | was born, ny nother she went to see a gypsy fortune-
teller that was exhibited in a tent on the Battery with the green-
headed | ady, though her father warned her not to--and what you

s' pose she told her? Wy, she told her these very words--says she:
"Your next child' Il be a girl with jet-black curls, and she'l

suffer from spasns.

"Mercy!"™ murnmured Ann Eliza, a ripple of synpathy running down

her spi ne.

"D you ever have spasnms before, Mss Mellins?" Evelina asked.

"Yes, ma'am" the dress-maker declared. "And where'd you

suppose | had 'en? Wy, at my cousin Emma Mclntyre's weddi ng, her
that married the apothecary over in Jersey City, though her nother
appeared to her in a dreamand told her she'd rue the day she done
it, but as Emma said, she got nore advice than she wanted fromthe
living, and if she was to listen to spectres too she'd never be
sure what she'd ought to do and what she'd oughtn't; but | will say
her husband took to drink, and she never was the sane wonman after
her fust baby--well, they had an el egant church weddi ng, and what
you s'pose | saw as | was walkin' up the aisle with the wedding

per cessi on?"



"Wl [ ?" Ann Eliza whispered, forgetting to thread her needl e.

"Why, a coffin, to be sure, right on the top step of the

chancel --Enmma' s fol ks is 'piscopalians and she woul d have a church
weddi ng, though H S nother raised a terrible runpus over it-

-well, there it set, right in front of where the mnister stood
that was going to marry 'em a coffin covered with a black vel vet

pall with a gold fringe, and a 'Gates Ajar' in white canellias atop

of it."
"Goodness, " said Evelina, starting, "there's a knock!"
"Who can it be?" shuddered Ann Eliza, still under the spell of

M ss Mellins's hallucination

Evelina rose and lit a candle to guide her through the shop.

They heard her turn the key of the outer door, and a gust of night
air stirred the close atnosphere of the back room then there was
a sound of vivacious exclamations, and Evelina returned with M.

Rany.

Ann Eliza's heart rocked like a boat in a heavy sea, and the
dress-nmaker's eyes, distended with curiosity, sprang eagerly from

face to face.

"I just thought I'd call in again," said M. Rany, evidently
somewhat di sconcerted by the presence of Mss Mellins. "Just to

see how the cl ock's behaving,” he added with his hol | ow cheeked

smle.

"Ch, she's behaving beautiful," said Ann Eliza; "but we're
real glad to see you all the sane. Mss Mellins, let ne nake you

acquainted with M. Rany."



The dress-nmaker tossed back her head and dropped her lids in
condescendi ng recognition of the stranger's presence; and M. Rany
responded by an awkward bow. After the first nonment of constraint
a renewed sense of satisfaction filled the consciousness of the
three women. The Bunner sisters were not sorry to let Mss Mellins
see that they received an occasional evening visit, and Mss
Mellins was clearly enchanted at the opportunity of pouring her
|atest tale into a newear. As for M. Rany, he adjusted hinself
to the situation with greater ease than m ght have been expected
and Evelina, who had been sorry that he should enter the roomwhile
the remai ns of supper still lingered on the table, blushed with

pl easure at his good-hunored offer to help her "glear away."

The table cleared, Ann Eliza suggested a game of cards; and it
was after eleven o' clock when M. Rany rose to take leave. His
adi eux were so much | ess abrupt than on the occasion of his first
visit that Evelina was able to satisfy her sense of etiquette by
escorting him candle in hand, to the outer door; and as the two
di sappeared into the shop Mss Mellins playfully turned to Ann

Eliza.

"Well, well, Mss Bunner," she murnured, jerking her chin in
the direction of the retreating figures, "I'd no idea your sister

was keeping conpany. On'y to think!"

Ann Eliza, roused froma state of dreamy beatitude, turned her

timd eyes on the dress-naker.

"Ch, you're nistaken, Mss Mellins. W don't har'ly know M.

Rany.

Mss Mellins smled incredulously. "You go 'long, Mss



Bunner. | guess there'll be a weddi ng somewheres round

here before spring, and I'lIl be real offended if | ain't asked to
make the dress. |'ve always seen her in a gored satin with
r ooshi ngs. "

Ann Eliza made no answer. She had grown very pale, and her

eyes lingered searchingly on Evelina as the younger sister re-
entered the room Evelina' s cheeks were pink, and her blue eyes
glittered; but it seened to Ann Eliza that the coquettish tilt of
her head regrettably enphasized the weakness of her receding chin.
It was the first time that Ann Eliza had ever seen a flaw in her
sister's beauty, and her involuntary criticismstartled her like a

secret disloyalty.

That night, after the Iight had been put out, the el der sister
knelt |onger than usual at her prayers. |In the silence of the

dar kened room she was offering up certain dreans and aspirations
whose brief blossoning had lent a transient freshness to her days.
She wondered now how she coul d ever have supposed that M. Rany's
visits had anot her cause than the one Mss Ml lins suggested. Had
not the sight of Evelina first inspired himw th a sudden
solicitude for the welfare of the clock? And what charns but
Evelina's could have induced himto repeat his visit? Gief held
up its torch to the frail fabric of Ann Eliza's illusions, and with
a firmheart she watched them shrivel into ashes; then, rising from
her knees full of the chill joy of renunciation, she laid a kiss on
the crinping pins of the sleeping Evelina and crept under the

bedspread at her side.

During the nonths that followed, M. Rany visited the sisters



with increasing frequency. |t becane his habit to call on them
every Sunday evening, and occasionally during the week he woul d
find an excuse for dropping in unannounced as they were settling
down to their work beside the lanp. Ann Eliza noticed that Evelina
now took the precaution of putting on her crinmson bow every evening
bef ore supper, and that she had refurbished with a bit of carefully
washed | ace the black silk which they still called new because it

had been bought a year after Ann Eliza's.

M. Ramy, as he grew nore intinmate, became |ess

conversational, and after the sisters had blushingly accorded him
the privilege of a pipe he began to pernit hinself |ong stretches
of meditative silence that were not without charmto his hostesses.
There was sonething at once fortifying and pacific in the sense of
that tranquil male presence in an atnosphere which had so | ong
quivered with little fem nine doubts and di stresses; and the
sisters fell into the habit of saying to each other, in nonents of
uncertainty: "W'Ill ask M. Rany when he cones," and of accepting
his verdict, whatever it mght be, with a fatalistic readiness that

relieved themof all responsibility.

When M. Rany drew the pipe fromhis nouth and becane, in his

turn, confidential, the acuteness of their synpathy grew al nost
painful to the sisters. Wth passionate participation they
listened to the story of his early struggles in Gernmany, and of the
long illness which had been the cause of his recent nisfortunes.
The nane of the Ms. Hochmuller (an old conrade's w dow) who had
nursed himthrough his fever was greeted with reverential sighs and
an i nward pang of envy whenever it recurred in his biographica
nmonol ogues, and once when the sisters were alone Evelina called a
responsive flush to Ann Eliza's brow by saying suddenly, wi thout

the mention of any nane: "I wonder what she's |ike?"



One day toward spring M. Ramy, who had by this time beconme as
much a part of their lives as the letter-carrier or the mlkman,
ventured the suggestion that the |adies should acconpany himto an
exhi bition of stereopticon views which was to take place at

Chi ckering Hall on the foll owi ng eveni ng.

After their first breathless "Oh!" of pleasure there was a
silence of nutual consultation, which Ann Eliza at |ast broke by
saying: "You better go with M. Rany, Evelina. | guess we don't

both want to | eave the store at night.

Evelina, with such protests as politeness demanded, acqui esced

in this opinion, and spent the next day in trimrnng a white chip
bonnet with forget-nme-nots of her own making. Ann Eliza brought
out her nosaic brooch, a cashnere scarf of their nother's was taken
fromits linen cerenents, and thus adorned Evelina

bl ushingly departed with M. Rany, while the elder sister sat down

in her place at the pinking-nmachine.

It seenmed to Ann Eliza that she was alone for hours, and she
was surprised, when she heard Evelina tap on the door, to find that

the clock marked only hal f-past ten

"I't nust have gone wong again," she reflected as she rose to

|l et her sister in.

The evening had been brilliantly interesting, and severa
striking stereopticon views of Berlin had afforded M. Rany the

opportunity of enlarging on the marvels of his native city.

"He said he'd love to showit all to ne!" Evelina declared as
Ann Eliza conned her glowing face. "D d you ever hear anything so

silly? | didn't know which way to | ook."



Ann Eliza received this confidence with a synpathetic mnurnur.

"My bonnet IS becoming, isn't it?" Evelina went on
irrelevantly, smling at her reflection in the cracked gl ass above

t he chest of drawers.

"You're jest lovely," said Ann Eliza.

Spring was nmeking itself unm stakably known to the distrustfu
New Yor ker by an increased harshness of wi nd and preval ence of
dust, when one day Evelina entered the back room at supper-tine

with a cluster of jonquils in her hand.

"I was just that foolish," she answered Ann Eliza's wondering

glance, "I couldn't help buyin® "em | felt as if | nust have

somet hing pretty to |l ook at right away."

"Ch, sister," said Ann Eliza, in trenbling synpathy. She felt
that special indul gence nust be conceded to those in Evelina's
state since she had had her own fleeting vision of such nysterious

| ongi ngs as the words betrayed.

Evel i na, meanwhile, had taken the bundle of dried grasses out
of the broken china vase, and was putting the jonquils in their
pl ace with touches that Iingered down their snooth stems and bl ade-

l'i ke | eaves.

"Ain't they pretty?" she kept repeating as she gathered the
flowers into a starry circle. "Seens as if spring was really here

don't it?"

Ann Eliza renmenbered that it was M. Rany's evening.



When he cane, the Teutonic eye for anything that bl oons nmade

himturn at once to the jonquils.

"Ain't dey pretty?" he said. "Seens like as if de spring was

really here."

"Don't it?" Evelina exclained, thrilled by the coincidence of

their thought. "It's just what | was saying to ny sister."

Ann Eliza got up suddenly and noved away; she renenbered that
she had not wound the clock the day before. Evelina was sitting at

the table; the jonquils rose slenderly between herself and M.

Rany.

"Ch," she murnmured with vague eyes, "how I'd | ove to get away
somewheres into the country this very ninute--sonewheres where it
was green and quiet. Seems as if | couldn't stand the city another

day. But Ann Eliza noticed that she was |ooking at M. Rany, and

not at the flowers.

"I guess we might go to Cendral Park sone Sunday," their

visitor suggested. "Do you ever go there, Mss Evelina?"

"No, we don't very often; |eastways we ain't been for a good
while." She sparkled at the prospect. "It would be |ovely,

wouldn't it, Ann Eliza?"

"Wiy, vyes," said the elder sister, coming back to her seat.

"Wl |, why don't we go next Sunday?" M. Rany continued. "And

we'll invite Mss Mellins too--that' Il nake a gosy little party.”

That ni ght when Evelina undressed she took a jonquil fromthe



vase and pressed it with a certain ostentation between the | eaves
of her prayer-book. Ann Eliza, covertly observing her, felt that
Evelina was not sorry to be observed, and that her own acute
consci ousness of the act was sonehow regarded as magnifying its

significance

The foll owi ng Sunday broke blue and warm The Bunner sisters
wer e habitual church-goers, but for once they left their prayer-
books on the what-not, and ten o'clock found them gloved and
bonneted, awaiting Mss Mellins's knock. Mss Mellins presently
appeared in a glitter of jet sequins and spangles, with a tale of
havi ng seen a strange man prow i ng under her wi ndows till he was
called off at dawn by a confederate's whistle; and shortly
afterward canme M. Rany, his hair brushed with nore than

usual care, his broad hands encased in gloves of olive-green kid.

The little party set out for the nearest street-car, and a

flutter of mingled gratification and enbarrassnment stirred Ann
Eliza's bosomwhen it was found that M. Rany intended to pay their
fares. Nor did he fail to live up to this opening liberality; for
after guiding themthrough the Mall and the Ranble he | ed the way
to a rustic restaurant where, also at his expense, they fared

idyllically on nmlk and | enon-pie.

After this they resuned their walk, strolling on with the

sl owness of unaccustomed hol i day- makers from one path to another--
t hrough buddi ng shrubberies, past grass-banks sprinkled with lilac
crocuses, and under rocks on which the forsythia lay |ike sudden
sunshi ne. Everything about her seenmed new and niracul ously |ovely
to Ann Eliza; but she kept her feelings to herself, leaving it to
Evelina to exclaimat the hepaticas under the shady | edges, and to
Mss Mellins, less interested in the vegetable than in the human

world, to remark significantly on the probable history of the



persons they met. Al the alleys were thronged with pronenaders
and obstructed by peranbul ators; and Mss Mellins's running
comrentary threw a glare of lurid possibilities over the placid

fam |y groups and their ronping progeny.

Ann Eliza was in no nood for such interpretations of |ife;

but, knowing that Mss Mellins had been invited for the sole

pur pose of keeping her conpany she continued to cling to the dress-
maker's side, letting M. Rany lead the way with Evelina. M ss
Mellins, stimulated by the excitenment of the occasion, grew nore
and nore discursive, and her ceasel ess talk, and the kal ei doscopic
whirl of the crowd, were unspeakably bew ldering to Ann Eliza. Her
feet, accustoned to the slippered ease of the shop, ached with the
unfam liar effort of wal king, and her ears with the din of the
dress-naker's anecdotes; but every nerve in her was aware of
Evelina's enjoyment, and she was determi ned that no weariness of
hers should curtail it. Yet even her heroismshrank fromthe
significant glances which Mss Mellins presently began to cast at
the couple in front of them Ann Eliza could bear to connive at

Evelina's bliss, but not to acknow edge it to others.

At length Evelina's feet also failed her, and she turned to
suggest that they ought to be going hone. Her flushed face had

grown pale with fatigue, but her eyes were radiant.

The return lived in Ann Eliza's nenory with the persistence of

an evil dream The horse-cars were packed with the returning
throng, and they had to | et a dozen go by before they could push
their way into one that was already crowded. Ann Eliza had never
before felt so tired. Even Mss Mellins's flow of narrative ran
dry, and they sat silent, wedged between a negro wonan and a pock-
mar ked man with a bandaged head, while the car runbled slowy down

a squalid avenue to their corner. Evelina and M. Rany sat



together in the forward part of the car, and Ann Eliza could catch
only an occasional glinpse of the forget-nme-not bonnet and the

cl ock-maker's shiny coat-collar; but when the little party got out
at their corner the cromd swept themtogether again, and they

wal ked back in the effortless silence of tired children to the
Bunner sisters' basenment. As Mss Mellins and M. Rany turned to
go their various ways Evelina nustered a | ast display of smiles;
but Ann Eliza crossed the threshold in silence, feeling the

stillness of the little shop reach out to her |ike consoling arns.

That night she could not sleep; but as she lay cold and rigid
at her sister's side, she suddenly felt the pressure of Evelina's

arns, and heard her whisper: "Ch, Ann Eliza, warn't it heavenly?"

\l

For four days after their Sunday in the Park the Bunner

sisters had no news of M. Rany. At first neither one betrayed her
di sappoi ntment and anxiety to the other; but on the fifth norning
Evelina, always the first to yield to her feelings, said, as she
turned fromher untasted tea: "I thought you'd oughter take that

money out by now, Ann Eliza."

Ann Eliza understood and reddened. The winter had been a

fairly prosperous one for the sisters, and their slowy accumnul at ed
savi ngs had now reached the handsone sum of two hundred

dollars; but the satisfaction they might have felt in this unwonted
opul ence had been cl ouded by a suggestion of Mss Mellins's that
there were dark runmours concerning the savings bank in which their
funds were deposited. They knew Mss Mellins was given to vain

al arnms; but her words, by the sheer force of repetition, had so

shaken Ann Eliza's peace that after |ong hours of m dnight counse



the sisters had decided to advise with M. Rany; and on Ann Eliza
as the head of the house, this duty had devolved. M. Ramy, when
consul ted, had not only confirned the dress-naeker's report, but had
offered to find sonme safe investnent which should give the sisters
a higher rate of interest than the suspected savings bank; and Ann

Eliza knew that Evelina alluded to the suggested transfer

"Wy, yes, to be sure," she agreed. "M. Rany said if he was
us he wouldn't want to | eave his noney there any longer'n he could

hel p. "

"It was over a week ago he said it," Evelina rem nded her

"l know, but he told ne to wait till he'd found out for sure

about that other investnent; and we ain't seen himsince then."

Ann Eliza's words released their secret fear. "I wonder
what's happened to him" Evelina said. "You don't suppose he could
be sick?"

"I was wondering too," Ann Eliza rejoined; and the sisters

| ooked down at their plates.

"I should think you'd oughter do sonething about that noney

pretty soon," Evelina began again.

"Well, | know I'd oughter. Wat would you do if you was nme?"

“I'f 1 was YOU," said her sister, with perceptible
enphasis and a rising blush, "I'd go right round and see if M.

Rany was sick. YQU could."

The words pierced Ann Eliza like a blade. "Yes, that's so,"

she sai d.



"It would only seemfriendly, if he really IS sick. |If
I was you I'd go to-day," Evelina continued; and after dinner Ann

Eliza went.

On the way she had to | eave a parcel at the dyer's, and having
performed that errand she turned toward M. Rany's shop. Never
before had she felt so old, so hopel ess and hunble. She knew she
was bound on a love-errand of Evelina's, and the know edge seened
to dry the last drop of young blood in her veins. It took from
her, too, all her faded virginal shyness; and with a brisk

composure she turned the handl e of the cl ock-naker's door

But as she entered her heart began to trenble, for she saw M.
Rany, his face hidden in his hands, sitting behind the counter in
an attitude of strange dejection. At the click of the latch he

| ooked up slowy, fixing a lustreless stare on Ann Eliza. For a

monent she thought he did not know her.

"Ch, you're sick!" she exclainmed; and the sound of her voice

seened to recall his wandering senses

"Way, if it ain't Mss Bunner!" he said, in a |lowthick tone;
but he nade no attenpt to nmove, and she noticed that his face was

the col our of yell ow ashes.

"You ARE sick," she persisted, enbol dened by his
evi dent need of help. "M. Rany, it was real unfriendly of you not

to let us know "

He continued to ook at her with dull eyes. "I ain't been
sick," he said. "Leastways not very: only one of ny old turns.”

He spoke in a slow | aboured way, as if he had difficulty in getting



hi s words together.

"Rheumati sn?”" she ventured, seeing how unwillingly he seened

to nove.

"Wl |l --sonethin' like, maybe. | couldn't hardly put a nanme to

it."

"If it WAS anything |ike rheumati sm ny grandnot her
used to make a tea--" Ann Eliza began: she had forgotten, in the
warnth of the nonent, that she had only cone as Evelina's

nessenger.

At the nmention of tea an expression of uncontrollable
repugnance passed over M. Ramy's face. "Oh, | guess |I'mgetting

on all right. 1've just got a headache to-day."

Ann Eliza's courage dropped at the note of refusal in his

voi ce.

"I"'msorry," she said gently. "M sister and ne'd have been

glad to do anything we could for you."

"Thank you kindly," said M. Rany wearily; then, as she turned

to the door, he added with an effort: "Maybe 1'll step round to-
nor r ow. "
"We'll be real glad,” Ann Eliza repeated. Her eyes were fixed

on a dusty bronze clock in the window. She was unaware of | ooking
at it at the time, but long afterward she renmenbered that it

represented a Newfoundl and dog with his paw on an open book

When she reached hone there was a purchaser in the shop

turni ng over hooks and eyes under Evelina's absent-ni nded



supervision. Ann Eliza passed hastily into the back room but in

an instant she heard her sister at her side.

"Quick! I told her I was goin' to |ook for some smaller

hooks--how i s he?" Evelina gasped.

"He ain't been very well," said Ann Eliza slowy, her eyes on
Evelina's eager face; "but he says he'll be sure to be round to-

nmor r ow ni ght . "

"He will? Are you telling ne the truth?”

"Why, Evelina Bunner!"”

"Ch, | don't care!" cried the younger recklessly, rushing back

into the shop.

Ann Eliza stood burning with the shame of Evelina's self-
exposure. She was shocked that, even to her, Evelina should |ay
bare the nakedness of her enotion; and she tried to turn her
thoughts fromit as though its recollection made her a sharer in

her sister's debasenent.

The next evening, M. Rany reappeared, still sonewhat sall ow

and red-1idded, but otherw se his usual self. Ann Eliza consulted
hi m about the investnent he had reconmended, and after it had been
settled that he should attend to the matter for her he took up the
illustrated volume of Longfellow-for, as the sisters had | earned,
his culture soared beyond the newspapers--and read aloud, with a
fine confusion of consonants, the poem on "M denhood." Evelina

| owered her lids while he read. It was a very beautiful evening,
and Ann Eliza thought afterward how different |ife m ght have been

with a conpanion who read poetry like M. Rany.



VI |

During the ensuing weeks M. Rany, though his visits were as
frequent as ever, did not seemto regain his usual spirits. He
compl ai ned frequently of headache, but rejected Ann Eliza's
tentatively proffered renedies, and seened to shrink from any

prol onged investigation of his synptons. July had conme, with a
sudden ardour of heat, and one evening, as the three sat together
by the open wi ndow in the back room Evelina said: "I dunno what |
woul dn't give, a night like this, for a breath of real country
air."

"So would 1," said M. Rany, knocking the ashes from his pipe.

"I"'d like to be setting in an arbour dis very ninute."

"Ch, wouldn't it be lovely?"

"I always think it's real cool here--we'd be heaps hotter up

where Mss Mellins is," said Ann Eli za.

"Ch, | daresay--but we'd be heaps cool er sonewhere el se," her
si ster snapped: she was not infrequently exasperated by Ann Eliza's

furtive attenpts to nollify Providence.

A few days later M. Rany appeared with a suggestion which
enchanted Evelina. He had gone the day before to see his friend,
Ms. Hochmuller, who lived in the outskirts of Hoboken, and Ms.
Hochrul | er had proposed that on the followi ng Sunday he shoul d
bring the Bunner sisters to spend the day with her.

"She's got a real garden, you know," M. Rany explained, "wd



trees and a real sumer-house to set in; and hens and chi ckens too.

And it's an elegant sail over on de ferry-boat."

The proposal drew no response from Ann Eliza. She was stil
oppressed by the recollection of her interm nable Sunday in the
Park; but, obedient to Evelina's inperious glance, she finally

faltered out an acceptance.

The Sunday was a very hot one, and once on the ferry-boat Ann
Eliza revived at the touch of the salt breeze, and the spectacle of
the crowded wat ers; but when they reached the other shore, and
stepped out on the dirty wharf, she began to ache with antici pated
weariness. They got into a street-car, and were jolted from one
mean street to another, till at length M. Rany pulled the
conductor's sleeve and they got out again; then they stood in the
bl azi ng sun, near the door of a crowded beer-sal oon, waiting for
another car to cone; and that carried themout to a thinly settled
district, past vacant lots and narrow brick houses standi ng

in unsupported solitude, till they finally reached an al nost rura
regi on of scattered cottages and | ow wooden buil di ngs that | ooked
like village "stores." Here the car finally stopped of its own
accord, and they wal ked along a rutty road, past a stone-cutter's
yard with a high fence tapestried with theatrical advertisenents,
toalittle red house with green blinds and a garden paling.
Really, M. Ramy had not deceived them Cunps of dielytra and
day-lilies bloomed behind the paling, and a crooked el m hung

romantically over the gable of the house.

At the gate Ms. Hochnuller, a broad woman in brick-brown

merino, met themw th nods and smiles, while her daughter Linda, a
flaxen-haired girl with nottled red cheeks and a sidelong stare,
hovered inquisitively behind her. Ms. Hochnuller, |eading the way

into the house, conducted the Bunner sisters the way to her



bedroom Here they were invited to spread out on a nountai nous
white featherbed the cashmere mantl es under which the solemity of
the occasion had conpelled themto swelter, and when they had given
their black silks the necessary twitch of readjustnent, and Evelina
had fluffed out her hair before a | ooking-glass franed in pink-
shell work, their hostess led themto a stuffy parlour snelling of
gi ngerbread. After another cerenonial pause, broken by polite
enqui ries and shy ejacul ations, they were shown into the kitchen
where the table was already spread with strange-| ooki ng spi ce-cakes
and stewed fruits, and where they presently found thensel ves seat ed
between M's. Hochnuller and M. Rany, while the staring Linda

bunped back and forth fromthe stove with steam ng dishes

To Ann Eliza the dinner seened endless, and the rich fare

strangel y unappeti zing. She was abashed by the easy intinmacy of
her hostess's voice and eye. Wth M. Rany Ms. Hochmuller was

al most flippantly famliar, and it was only when Ann Eliza pictured
her generous form bent above his sick-bed that she could forgive
her for tersely addressing himas "Rany." During one of the pauses
of the meal Ms. Hochrmuller laid her knife and fork against the
edges of her plate, and, fixing her eyes on the cl ock-nmaker's face,

said accusingly: "You hat one of demturns again, Ramy."

"I dunno as | had," he returned evasively.

Evelina glanced fromone to the other. "M. Rany HAS
been sick," she said at length, as though to show that she al so was
in a position to speak with authority. "He's conplained very

frequently of headaches."

"Ho!--1 know him" said Ms. Hochnuller with a laugh, her eyes

still on the clock-maker. "Ain't you ashanmed of yourself, Rany?"

M. Ramy, who was |ooking at his plate, said suddenly one word



whi ch the sisters could not understand; it sounded to Ann Eiza

i ke "Shwi ke."

M's. Hochmull er |aughed again. "My, ny," she said, "wouldn't
you think he'd be ashamed to go and be sick and never dell ne, ne

that nursed himtroo dat awful fever?"

"Yes, | SHOULD," said Evelina, with a spirited gl ance
at Rany; but he was | ooking at the sausages that Linda had just put

on the table.

When di nner was over M's. Hochmuller invited her guests to

step out of the kitchen-door, and they found thenselves in a green
encl osure, half garden, half orchard. Gey hens followed by gol den
broods clucked under the tw sted appl e-boughs, a cat dozed on the
edge of an old well, and fromtree to tree ran the network of
clothes-line that denoted Ms. Hochnuller's calling. Beyond the
appl e trees stood a yell ow sumer-house festooned with scarl et
runners; and below it, on the farther side of a rough fence, the

| and di pped down, holding a bit of woodland in its hollow It was
all strangely sweet and still on that hot Sunday afternoon, and as
she noved across the grass under the appl e-boughs Ann Eliza thought
of quiet afternoons in church, and of the hymms her nother had sung

to her when she was a baby.

Evelina was nore restless. She wandered fromthe well to the
sunmer - house and back, she tossed crunbs to the chickens and
di sturbed the cat with arch caresses; and at |ast she expressed a

desire to go down into the wood

"l guess you got to go round by the road, then," said Ms.
Hochnuller. "M Linda she goes troo a hole in de fence,

but | guess you'd tear your dress if you was to dry."



"Il help you," said M. Rany; and guided by Linda the pair
wal ked al ong the fence till they reached a narrow gap in its
boards. Through this they disappeared, watched curiously in their
descent by the grinning Linda, while Ms. Hochmuller and Ann Eliza

were | eft alone in the sumrer-house.

M's. Hochnuller | ooked at her guest with a confidential smile.

"I guess dey'll be gone quite a while," she remarked, jerking her
doubl e chin toward the gap in the fence. "Folks |ike dat don't
never renmenber about de dinme." And she drew out her knitting.

Ann Eliza could think of nothing to say.

"Your sister she thinks a great lot of him don't she?" her

host ess conti nued.

Ann Eliza's cheeks grew hot. "Ain't you a teeny bit |onesone
away out here sonetimes?" she asked. "I should think you' d be

scared nights, all alone with your daughter."”

"Ch, no, | aint," said Ms. Hochnuller. "You see | take in

washi ng--dat's ny business--and it's a | ot cheaper doing it out
here dan in de city: where'd | get a drying-ground like dis in
Hobucken? And den it's safer for Linda too; it geeps her outer de

streets. "

"Ch," said Ann Eliza, shrinking. She began to feel a distinct
aversion for her hostess, and her eyes turned with involuntary
annoyance to the square-backed formof Linda, still inquisitively
suspended on the fence. 1t seenmed to Ann Eliza that Evelina and
her conpani on woul d never return fromthe wood; but they cane at

Il ength, M. Rany's brow pearled with perspiration, Evelina pink and

consci ous, a drooping bunch of ferns in her hand; and it was cl ear



that, to her at |least, the nonents had been wi nged.

"D you suppose they' Il revive?" she asked, holding up the
ferns; but Ann Eliza, rising at her approach, said stiffly: "W'd

better be getting hone, Evelina."

"Mercy me! Ain't you going to take your coffee first?" Ms.
Hochnul | er protested; and Ann Eliza found to her dismay that

anot her | ong gastronom c cerenony nust intervene before politeness
permitted themto | eave. At length, however, they found thensel ves
again on the ferry-boat. Water and sky were grey, with a dividing
gl eam of sunset that sent sleek opal waves in the boat's wake. The
wi nd had a cool tarry breath, as though it had travelled over miles
of shipping, and the hiss of the water about the paddl es was as

delicious as though it had been splashed into their tired faces.

Ann Eliza sat apart, |ooking away fromthe others. She had
made up her mnd that M. Rany had proposed to Evelina in the wood,
and she was silently preparing herself to receive her sister's

confidence that evening.

But Evelina was apparently in no nood for confidences. Wen

they reached hone she put her faded ferns in water, and after
supper, when she had laid aside her silk dress and the forget-ne-
not bonnet, she remained silently seated in her rocking-chair near
the open window. It was long since Ann Eliza had seen her in so

unconmuni cati ve a nood.

The followi ng Saturday Ann Eliza was sitting alone in the shop
when the door opened and M. Rany entered. He had never before
called at that hour, and she wondered a little anxiously what had

brought him



"Has anyt hi ng happened?” she asked, pushing aside the

basketful of buttons she had been sorting.

"Not's | know of," said M. Rany tranquilly. "But | always
close up the store at two o' clock Saturdays at this season, so

thought | mght as well call round and see you."

"I"'mreal glad, I'msure,” said Ann Eliza; "but Evelina's

out .

"I know dat," M. Rany answered. "I nmet her round de corner
She told me she got to go to dat new dyer's up in Forty-eighth

Street. She won't be back for a couple of hours, har'ly, wll

she?"
Ann Eliza |l ooked at himwith rising bewilderment. "No, |
guess not," she answered; her instinctive hospitality pronpting her

to add: "wn't you set down jest the sane?”

M. Ramy sat down on the stool beside the counter, and Ann

Eliza returned to her place behind it.

"I can't |eave the store," she expl ai ned.

"Well, | guess we're very well here." Ann Eliza had becone
suddenly aware that M. Rany was |ooking at her with

unusual intentness. Involuntarily her hand strayed to the thin
streaks of hair on her tenples, and thence descended to straighten

t he brooch beneath her coll ar.

"You' re | ooking very well to-day, Mss Bunner," said M. Rany,

followi ng her gesture with a smle.



"Ch," said Ann Eliza nervously. "lI'malways well in health,"

she added.

"l guess you're healthier than your sister, even if you are

| ess sizeable."

"Ch, | don't know. Evelina's a nmte nervous sonetinmes, but

she ain't a bit sickly."

"She eats heartier than you do; but that don't nean nothing,"

said M. Rany.

Ann Eliza was silent. She could not follow the trend of his
t hought, and she did not care to conmit herself farther about
Evel i na before she had ascertained if M. Rany considered

nervousness interesting or the reverse.

But M. Rany spared her all farther indecision

"Well, Mss Bunner," he said, drawing his stool closer to the
counter, "l guess | mght as well tell you fust as last what | come
here for to-day. | want to get married."

Ann Eliza, in many a prayerful mdnight hour, had sought to
strengthen herself for the hearing of this avowal, but now that it
had conme she felt pitifully frightened and unprepared. M. Rany
was | eaning with both el bows on the counter, and she noticed that
his nails were clean and that he had brushed his hat; yet even

these signs had not prepared her

At | ast she heard herself say, with a dry throat in which her

heart was hamrering: "Mercy ne, M. Rany!"

"I want to get married," he repeated. "I'mtoo |onesone. It



ain't good for a man to live all alone, and eat nodi ng but cold

meat every day."

"No," said Ann Eliza softly.

"And the dust fairly beats ne."

"Ch, the dust--1 know"

M. Ramy stretched one of his blunt-fingered hands toward her

"I wisht you'd take ne."

Still Ann Eliza did not understand. She rose hesitatingly
fromher seat, pushing aside the basket of buttons which |ay

bet ween them then she perceived that M. Rany was trying to take
her hand, and as their fingers nmet a flood of joy swept over her
Never afterward, though every other word of their interview was
stanped on her menory beyond all possible forgetting, could she
recall what he said while their hands touched; she only knew t hat
she seened to be floating on a sunmer sea, and that all its waves

were in her ears.

"Me--nme?" she gasped.

"I guess so," said her suitor placidly. "You suit ne right

down to the ground, Mss Bunner. Dat's the truth."

A woman passing along the street paused to | ook at the shop-
wi ndow, and Ann Eliza half hoped she would cone in; but after a

desultory inspection she went on.

"Maybe you don't fancy me?" M. Rany suggested,

di scount enanced by Ann Eliza's silence.



A word of assent was on her tongue, but her lips refused it.

She nust find some other way of telling him

"I don't say that."

"Well, | always kinder thought we was suited to one another,"”
M. Ramy continued, eased of his nmonentary doubt. "I always liked
de quiet style--no fuss and airs, and not afraid of work." He

spoke as though dispassionately catal oguing her charns.

Ann Eliza felt that she nust nake an end. "But, M. Rany, you

don't understand. |'ve never thought of marrying."

M. Rany | ooked at her in surprise. "Wy not?"

"Well, | don't know, har'ly." She noistened her twitching
lips. "The fact is, | ain't as active as | look. Mybe | couldn't
stand the care. | ain't as spry as Evelina--nor as young," she

added, with a last great effort.

"But you do nost of de work here, anyways," said her suitor

doubtful ly.

"Ch, well, that's because Evelina's busy outside; and where

there's only two wonen the work don't amount to nuch. Besides, |I'm
the oldest; | have to | ook after things," she hastened on, half

pai ned that her sinple ruse should so readily deceive him

"Well, | guess you're active enough for ne," he persisted.
Hi s cal mdeterm nati on began to frighten her; she trenbled | est her

own shoul d be | ess staunch

"No, no," she repeated, feeling the tears on her lashes. "I

couldn't, M. Rany, | couldn't marry. |'mso surprised



| always thought it was Evelina--always. And so did everybody

el se. She's so bright and pretty--it seemed so natural ."

"Well, you was all nistaken," said M. Rany obstinately.

"I"'mso sorry."

He rose, pushing back his chair.

"You'd better think it over," he said, in the large tone of a

man who feels he may safely wait

"Ch, no, no. It ain't any sorter use, M. Rany. | don't
never nean to marry. | get tired so easily--1'd be afraid of the
work. And | have such awful headaches." She paused, racking her

brain for nore convincing infirmties.

"Headaches, do you?" said M. Rany, turning back

"My, yes, awful ones, that | have to give right up to.
Evelina has to do everything when | have one of them headaches

She has to bring ne ny tea in the nornings."

"Wll, I"'msorry to hear it," said M. Rany.

"Thank you kindly all the same," Ann Eliza nmurnured. "And

pl ease don't--don't--" She stopped suddenly, |ooking at him

t hrough her tears.

"Ch, that's all right," he answered. "Don't you fret, Mss
Gunner. Fol ks have got to suit thenselves." She thought his tone

had grown nore resigned since she had spoken of her headaches.

For some noments he stood | ooking at her with a hesitating



eye, as though uncertain how to end their conversation; and at
| ength she found courage to say (in the words of a novel she had
once read): "I don't want this should nake any difference between

us.

"Ch, ny, no," said M. Rany, absently picking up his hat.

"You'll cone in just the same?" she continued, nerving herself
to the effort. "We'd mss you awfully if you didn't. Evelina,
she--" She paused, torn between her desire to turn his thoughts to

Evelina, and the dread of prematurely disclosing her sister's

secret.

"Don't Mss Evelina have no headaches?" M. Rany suddenly

asked.

"My, no, never--well, not to speak of, anyway. She ain't had
one for ages, and when Evelina IS sick she won't never give

intoit,"” Ann Eliza declared, making sonme hurried adjustnments with

her consci ence.

"I wouldn't have thought that," said M. Rany.

"l guess you don't know us as well as you thought you did."

"Well, no, that's so; nmaybe | don't. 1'll w sh you good day,

M ss Bunner"; and M. Rany noved toward the door

"Good day, M. Rany," Ann Eliza answered

She felt unutterably thankful to be alone. She knew the
crucial noment of her |ife had passed, and she was glad that she
had not fallen below her own ideals. It had been a wonderfu

experience; and in spite of the tears on her cheeks she was not



sorry to have known it. Two facts, however, took the edge fromits
perfection: that it had happened in the shop, and that she had not

had on her bl ack sil k.

She passed the next hour in a state of dreany ecstasy.

Sonet hing had entered into her Iife of which no subsequent

enpoveri shrment could rob it: she glowed with the sanme rich sense of
possessorship that once, as a little girl, she had felt when her
not her had given her a gold | ocket and she had sat up in bed in the

dark to draw it fromits hiding-place beneath her night-gown.

At length a dread of Evelina's return began to ningle with

these nusings. How could she neet her younger sister's eye without
betrayi ng what had happened? She felt as though a visible glory
lay on her, and she was gl ad that dusk had fallen when Evelina
entered. But her fears were superfluous. Evelina, always self-
absorbed, had of late lost all interest in the sinple happenings of
the shop, and Ann Eliza, with mingled nortification and relief,
perceived that she was in no danger of being cross-questioned as to
the events of the afternoon. She was glad of this; yet there was

a touch of humiliation in finding that the portentous secret in her
bosomdid not visibly shine forth. 1t struck her as dull, and even
slightly absurd, of Evelina not to know at last that they were

equal s.

PART I'1

VI

M. Rany, after a decent interval, returned to the shop; and Ann



Eli za, when they net, was unable to detect whether the enotions

whi ch seet hed under her black al paca found an echo in his bosom
Qutwardly he nmade no sign. He lit his pipe as placidly as ever and
seened to relapse without effort into the unruffled intinacy of

old. Yet to Ann Eliza's initiated eye a change becane gradual ly
perceptible. She saw that he was beginning to | ook at her sister
as he had | ooked at her on that nmonentous afternoon: she even

di scerned a secret significance in the turn of his talk with
Evelina. Once he asked her abruptly if she should like to travel
and Ann Eliza saw that the flush on Evelina's cheek was reflected

fromthe sane fire which had scorched her own.

So they drifted on through the sultry weeks of July. At that
season the business of the little shop al nbst ceased, and one

Sat urday nmorning M. Rany proposed that the sisters should | ock up
early and go with himfor a sail down the bay in one of the Coney

I sl and boats.

Ann Eliza sawthe light in Evelina' s eye and her resol ve was

instantly taken.

"I guess | won't go, thank you kindly; but |I'msure ny sister

will be happy to."

She was pai ned by the perfunctory phrase with which Evelina

urged her to acconpany them and still nmore by M. Rany's silence.
"No, | guess | won't go," she repeated, rather in answer to
herself than to them "It's dreadfully hot and |'ve got a ki nder
headache. "

"Ch, well, | wouldn't then," said her sister hurriedly.

"You'd better jest set here quietly and rest.”



*** A summary of Part | of "Bunner Sisters" appears on page 4

of the advertising pages.

"Yes, |I'll rest,” Ann Eliza assented.

At two o'clock M. Rany returned, and a nonent |ater he and

Evelina left the shop. Evelina had nade herself another new bonnet
for the occasion, a bonnet, Ann Eliza thought, alnost too youthfu
in shape and colour. It was the first tine it had ever occurred to
her to criticize Evelina's taste, and she was frightened at the

i nsidious change in her attitude toward her sister

When Ann Eliza, in |ater days, |ooked back on that afternoon

she felt that there had been sonething prophetic in the quality of
its solitude; it seened to distill the triple essence of |oneliness
in which all her after-life was to be lived. No purchasers cane;
not a hand fell on the door-latch; and the tick of the clock in the

back roomironically enphasized the passing of the enpty hours.

Evelina returned late and alone. Ann Eliza felt the coming

crisis in the sound of her footstep, which wavered along as if not
knowi ng on what it trod. The elder sister's affection had so
passionately projected itself into her junior's fate that at such
monent s she seened to be living two |ives, her own and Evelina's;
and her private longings shrank into silence at the sight of the
other's hungry bliss. But it was evident that Evelina, never
acutely alive to the enotional atnosphere about her, had no idea
that her secret was suspected; and with an assunption of unconcern
that would have nade Ann Eliza snile if the pang had been | ess

pi ercing, the younger sister prepared to confess herself.



"What are you so busy about?" she said inpatiently, as Ann
Eli za, beneath the gas-jet, funbled for the natches. "Ain't you

even got tinme to ask ne if I'd had a pl easant day?"

Ann Eliza turned with a quiet smle. "I guess | don't have

to. Seens to ne it's pretty plain you have."

"Well, | don't know. | don't know HOWI feel--

it's all so queer. | alnost think I'd like to scream™

"l guess you're tired."

"No, | ain'"t. It's not that. But it all happened so
suddenly, and the boat was so crowded | thought everybody'd hear
what he was saying.--Ann Eliza," she broke out, "why on earth don't

you ask me what |'mtal ki ng about ?"

Ann Eliza, with a last effort of heroism feigned a fond

i nconpr ehensi on.

"What ARE you?"

"Why, |'mengaged to be married--so there! Nowit's out! And

it happened right on the boat; only to think of it! O course
wasn't exactly surprised--1've known right along he was going to
sooner or later--on'y sonehow | didn't think of its happening to-
day. | thought he'd never get up his courage. He said he was so
"fraid I'd say no--that's what kep' himso long from asking ne.
Well, | ain't said yes YET--leastways | told himl'd have to

think it over; but | guess he knows. Ch, Ann Eliza, |I'mso happy!"

She hid the blinding brightness of her face.

Ann Eliza, just then, would only let herself feel that she was

glad. She drew down Evelina's hands and ki ssed her, and they held



each other. When Evelina regained her voice she had a tale to tel
which carried their vigil far into the night. Not a syllable, not
a glance or gesture of Rany's, was the elder sister spared; and
wi th unconsci ous irony she found herself conparing the details of
his proposal to her with those which Evelina was inmparting with

merciless prolixity.

The next few days were taken up with the enbarrassed

adj ustnent of their newrelation to M. Rany and to each other

Ann Eliza's ardour carried her to new heights of self-effacenent,
and she invented late duties in the shop in order to | eave Evelina
and her suitor longer alone in the back room Later on, when she
tried to renenber the details of those first days, few canme back to
her: she knew only that she got up each norning with the sense of

having to push the | eaden hours up the sanme |ong steep of pain.

M. Rany canme daily now. Every evening he and his betrothed
went out for a stroll around the Square, and when Evelina cane in
her cheeks were always pink. "He's kissed her under that tree at

the corner, away fromthe | anp-post," Ann Eliza said to herself,
wi th sudden insight into unconjectured things. On Sundays they
usual ly went for the whole afternoon to the Central Park, and Ann
Eliza, fromher seat in the nortal hush of the back room followed

step by step their long slow beatific walk.

There had been, as yet, no allusion to their nmarriage, except

that Evelina had once told her sister that M. Rany wi shed themto
invite Ms. Hochmuller and Linda to the wedding. The nention of
the laundress raised a half-forgotten fear in Ann Eliza, and she
said in a tone of tentative appeal: "I guess if | was you I

woul dn't want to be very great friends with Ms. Hochnuller."

Evel i na gl anced at her conpassionately. "I guess if you was



me you'd want to do everything you could to please the man you
loved. It's lucky," she added with glacial irony, "that |I'm not

too grand for Herman's friends.”

"Ch," Ann Eliza protested, "that ain't what | nean--and you
know it ain't. Only sonehow the day we saw her | didn't think she

seened |ike the kinder person you' d want for a friend."

"I guess a married woman's the best judge of such matters,”
Evelina replied, as though she already wal ked in the Iight of her

future state.

Ann Eliza, after that, kept her own counsel. She saw that

Evelina wanted her synpathy as little as her adnonitions, and that
al ready she counted for nothing in her sister's scheme of life. To
Ann Eliza's idolatrous acceptance of the cruelties of fate this
excl usi on seenmed both natural and just; but it caused her the nobst
lively pain. She could not divest her love for Evelina of its
passi onate notherliness; no breath of reason could lower it to the

cool tenmperature of sisterly affection

She was then passing, as she thought, through the novitiate of

her pain; preparing, in a hundred experinental ways, for the
solitude awaiting her when Evelina left. It was true that it would
be a tenpered loneliness. They would not be far apart. Evelina
would "run in" daily fromthe cl ock-maker's; they would doubtless
take supper with her on Sundays. But already Ann Eliza guessed

wi th what growi ng perfunctoriness her sister would fulfill

these obligations; she even foresaw the day when, to get news of
Evel ina, she should have to |lock the shop at nightfall and go
herself to M. Rany's door. But on that contingency she woul d not
dwell. "They can conme to ne when they want to--they' |l always find

me here," she sinply said to herself.



One evening Evelina cane in flushed and agitated from her
stroll around the Square. Ann Eliza saw at once that sonething had

happened; but the new habit of reticence checked her question

She had not long to wait. "Ch, Ann Eliza, on'y to think what

he says--" (the pronoun stood exclusively for M. Rany). "I
declare I'mso upset | thought the people in the Square woul d
notice ne. Don't | |look queer? He wants to get narried right

off--this very next week."

"Next week?"

"Yes. So's we can nove out to St. Louis right away."

"Hi m and you--nove out to St. Louis?"

"Well, | don't know as it would be natural for himto want to

go out there without nme," Evelina sinpered. "But it's all so
sudden | don't know what to think. He only got the letter this
nmorning. DO | |ook queer, Ann Eliza?" Her eye was roving

for the mrror.

"No, you don't," said Ann Eliza al nost harshly.

"Well, it's a nercy,"” Evelina pursued with a tinge of

di sappointnment. "It's a regular niracle | didn't faint right out
there in the Square. Herman's so thoughtless--he just put the
letter into ny hand without a word. It's froma big firmout
there--the Tiff'ny of St. Louis, he says it is--offering hima
place in their clock-departnent. Seens they heart of himthrough
a German friend of his that's settled out there. It's a splendid
opening, and if he gives satisfaction they'll raise himat the end

of the year."



She paused, flushed with the inportance of the situation
whi ch seened to |ift her once for all above the dull |evel of her

former life.

"Then you'll have to go?" came at |last from Ann Eliza

Evelina stared. "You wouldn't have ne interfere with his

prospects, would you?"

"No--no. | on'y neant--has it got to be so soon?"

"Right away, | tell you--next week. An't it awful?" blushed

the bride.

Well, this was what happened to nothers. They bore it, Ann

El i za nused; so why not she? Ah, but they had their own chance
first; she had had no chance at all. And nowthis |life which she
had nade her own was going fromher forever; had gone, already, in
the inner and deeper sense, and was soon to vanish in even its
outward nearness, its surface-comuni on of voice and eye. At that
nmonent even the thought of Evelina's happiness refused her its
consol atory ray; or its light, if she sawit, was too renote to
warm her. The thirst for a personal and inalienable tie, for pangs
and problens of her own, was parching Ann Eliza's soul: it seened
to her that she could never again gather strength to | ook her

loneliness in the face.

The trivial obligations of the nonment came to her aid. Nursed
in idleness her grief would have nastered her; but the needs of the
shop and the back room and the preparations for Evelina's

marri age, kept the tyrant under

Mss Mellins, true to her anticipations, had been called on to



aid in the maki ng of the weddi ng dress, and she and Ann Eliza were
bendi ng one evening over the breadths of pearl-grey cashnere which
in spite of the dress-nmaker's prophetic vision of gored satin, had

been judged nost suitable, when Evelina canme into the room al one.

Ann Eliza had already had occasion to notice that it was a bad
sign when M. Rany left his affianced at the door. It generally
meant that Evelina had sonething disturbing to conmuni cate, and Ann

Eliza's first glance told her that this time the news was grave

Mss Mellins, who sat with her back to the door and her head
bent over her sewing, started as Evelina canme around to the

opposite side of the table.

"Mercy, Mss Evelina! | declare | thought you was a ghost,

the way you crep' in. | had a customer once up in Forty-ninth
Street--a lovely young woman with a thirty-six bust and a wai st you
could ha' put into her wedding ring--and her husband, he crep' up
behind her that way jest for a joke, and frightened her

into a fit, and when she cone to she was a raving mani ac, and had
to be taken to Blooningdale with two doctors and a nurse to hold
her in the carriage, and a |lovely baby on'y six weeks ol d--and

there she is to this day, poor creature."

"I didn't mean to startle you," said Evelina.

She sat down on the nearest chair, and as the |anp-light fel

on her face Ann Eliza saw that she had been crying.

"You do | ook dead-beat,"” Mss Mellins resuned, after a pause
of soul -probing scrutiny. "I guess M. Rany |lugs you round that
Square too often. You'll walk your legs off if you ain't careful

Men don't never consider--they're all alike. Wy, | had a cousin



once that was engaged to a book-agent--"

"Maybe we'd better put away the work for to-night, Mss
Mellins," Ann Eliza interposed. "l guess what Evelina wants is a

good night's rest.”

"That's so," assented the dress-nmaker. "Have you got the back
breadths run together, Mss Bunner? Here's the sleeves. [|'Il pin
"emtogether." She drew a cluster of pins fromher nmouth, in which
she seenmed to secrete themas squirrels stow away nuts. "There,"
she said, rolling up her work, "you go right away to bed, M ss
Evelina, and we'll set up a little later to-norrow night. | guess
you're a mte nervous, ain't you? | know when ny turn cones 1’|

be scared to death."

Wth this arch forecast she withdrew, and Ann Eliza, returning
to the back room found Evelina still listlessly seated by the
table. True to her new policy of silence, the elder sister set
about folding up the bridal dress; but suddenly Evelina said in a

harsh unnatural voice: "There ain't any use in going on with that."

The folds slipped fromAnn Eliza's hands.

"Evel i na Bunner--what you nean?"

"Jest what | say. It's put off."

"Put off--what's put off?"

"Qur getting married. He can't take nme to St. Louis. He
ain't got nmoney enough.” She brought the words out in the

nmonot onous tone of a child reciting a | esson

Ann Eliza picked up another breadth of cashnmere and began to



smooth it out. "I don't understand,"” she said at |ength.

"Well, it's plain enough. The journey's fearfully expensive,
and we've got to have sonething left to start with when we get out
there. W've counted up, and he ain't got the noney to do it--

that's all."

"But | thought he was going right into a splendid place."

"So he is; but the salary's pretty lowthe first year, and
board's very high in St. Louis. He's jest got another letter from
his German friend, and he's been figuring it out, and he's afraid

to chance it. He'll have to go al one.™

"But there's your noney--have you forgotten that? The hundred

dollars in the bank."

Evelina nmade an inpatient novenent. "O course | ain't

forgotten it. On'y it ain't enough. It would all have to go into
buying furniture, and if he was took sick and |l ost his place again
we woul dn't have a cent left. He says he's got to |lay by another

hundred dollars before he'll be willing to take ne out there."

For a while Ann Eliza pondered this surprising statenent; then

she ventured: "Seens to ne he m ght have thought of it before.™

In an instant Evelina was aflanme. "I guess he knows what's
right as well as you or ne. 1'd sooner die than be a burden to
him™"

Ann Eliza made no answer. The clutch of an unfornul at ed doubt
had checked the words on her lips. She had neant, on the day of

her sister's marriage, to give Evelina the other half of their



common savi ngs; but sonething warned her not to say so now.

The sisters undressed without farther words. After they had

gone to bed, and the light had been put out, the sound of Evelina's
weepi ng cane to Ann Eliza in the darkness, but she lay notionless
on her own side of the bed, out of contact with her sister's shaken

body. Never had she felt so coldly renote from Eveli na.

The hours of the night noved slowy, ticked off with wearisone

i nsistence by the clock which had played so prom nent a part in
their lives. Evelina's sobs still stirred the bed at gradually

| engthening intervals, till at length Ann Eliza thought she slept.
But with the dawn the eyes of the sisters net, and Ann Eliza's

courage failed her as she |l ooked in Evelina's face.

She sat up in bed and put out a pleadi ng hand.

"Don't cry so, dearie. Don't."

"Ch, | can't bear it, | can't bear it," Evelina noaned
Ann Eliza stroked her quivering shoulder. "Don't, don't," she
repeated. "If you take the other hundred, won't that be enough?

| always neant to give it to you. On'y | didn't want to tell you

till your wedding day."

Evelina's marriage took place on the appointed day. It was
cel ebrated in the evening, in the chantry of the church which the
sisters attended, and after it was over the few guests who had been

present repaired to the Bunner Sisters' basenent, where a weddi ng



supper awaited them Ann Eliza, aided by Mss Mellins and Ms.
Hawki ns, and consciously supported by the sentinental interest of
the whol e street, had expended her utnost energy on the decoration
of the shop and the back room On the table a vase of white
chrysant henuns stood between a di sh of oranges and bananas and an

i ced weddi ng-cake wreathed with orange-bl ossons of the bride's own
maki ng. Autumm | eaves studded with paper roses festooned the what-
not and the chronmo of the Rock of Ages, and a weath of yellow
imortell es was tw ned about the clock which Evelina revered as the

myst eri ous agent of her happi ness.

At the table sat Mss Mellins, profusely spangled and bangl ed,
her head sewing-girl, a pale young thing who had hel ped with
Evelina's outfit, M. and Ms. Hawkins, with Johnny, their el dest

boy, and Ms. Hochmull er and her daughter

Ms. Hochmuller's |arge bl onde personality seened to pervade

the roomto the effacenment of the | ess anply-proportioned guests.
It was rendered nore inpressive by a dress of crinson poplin that
stood out fromher in organ-like folds; and Linda, whom Ann Eliza
had renmenbered as an uncouth child with a sly | ook about the eyes,
surprised her by a sudden bl ossomi ng into fem nine grace such as
sonmetines follows on a gawky girlhood. The Hochnullers, in fact,
struck the dominant note in the entertai nnent. Beside them
Evelina, unusually pale in her grey cashmere and white bonnet,

| ooked |ike a faintly washed sketch beside a brilliant chronp; and
M. Rany, doonmed to the traditional insignificance of the

bri degroom s part, nmade no attenpt to rise above his situation
Even Mss Mellins sparkled and jingled in vain in the shadow of
Ms. Hochmuller's crimson bulk; and Ann Eliza, with a sense of
vague forebodi ng, saw that the weddi ng feast centred about the two
guests she had nost wi shed to exclude fromit. Wat was said or

done while they all sat about the table she never afterward



recalled: the long hours remained in her nenory as a whirl of high
colours and | oud voices, fromwhich the pale presence of Evelina

now and then energed |ike a drowned face on a sunset-dabbl ed sea.

The next nmorning M. Rany and his wife started for St. Louis

and Ann Eliza was left alone. Qutwardly the first strain of
parting was tenpered by the arrival of Mss Mellins, Ms. Hawkins
and Johnny, who dropped in to help in the ungarlanding and tidying
up of the back room Ann Eliza was duly grateful for their

ki ndness, but the "tal king over" on which they had evidently
counted was Dead Sea fruit on her lips; and just beyond the

fam liar warnth of their presences she saw the form of Solitude at

her door.

Ann Eliza was but a small person to harbour so great a guest,

and a trenbling sense of insufficiency possessed her. She had no
hi gh nmusings to offer to the new conpani on of her hearth. Every
one of her thoughts had hitherto turned to Evelina and shaped
itself in honely easy words; of the mighty speech of silence she

knew not the earliest syllable.

Everything in the back roomand the shop, on the second day

after Evelina's going, seened to have grown coldly unfamliar. The
whol e aspect of the place had changed with the changed conditions
of Ann Eliza's life. The first custoner who opened the shop-door
startled her like a ghost; and all night she lay tossing on her
side of the bed, sinking now and then into an uncertain doze from
whi ch she woul d suddenly wake to reach out her hand for Evelina.
In the new silence surrounding her the walls and furniture found
voi ce, frightening her at dusk and m dnight with strange sighs
and steal thy whispers. GChostly hands shook the wi ndow shutters or
rattled at the outer latch, and once she grew cold at the sound of

a step like Evelina's stealing through the dark shop to die out on



the threshold. |In tine, of course, she found an explanation for
these noises, telling herself that the bedstead was warpi ng, that
Mss Mellins trod heavily overhead, or that the thunder of passing
beer - waggons shook the door-latch; but the hours leading up to

t hese conclusions were full of the floating terrors that harden
into fixed foreboding. W rst of all were the solitary nmeals, when
she absently continued to set aside the |argest slice of pie for
Evelina, and to let the tea grow cold while she waited for her
sister to help herself to the first cup. Mss Mllins, coming in
on one of these sad repasts, suggested the acquisition of a cat;
but Ann Eliza shook her head. She had never been used to aninals,
and she felt the vague shrinking of the pious fromcreatures

di vided from her by the abyss of soull essness.

At length, after ten enpty days, Evelina's first letter cane.

"My dear Sister," she wrote, in her pinched Spencerian hand,

"it seens strange to be in this great City so far from honme al one
with himl have chosen for life, but marriage has its solemm duties
whi ch those who are not can never hope to understand, and happier
perhaps for this reason, life for themhas only sinple tasks and
pl easures, but those who nust take thought for others nust be
prepared to do their duty in whatever station it has pleased the
Almighty to call them Not that | have cause to conplain, ny dear
Husband is all |ove and devotion, but being absent all day at his
busi ness how can | help but feel |onesone at tines, as the poet
says it is hard for they that love to live apart, and | often
wonder, ny dear Sister, how you are getting along alone in the
store, may you never experience the feelings of solitude |I have
underwent since | cane here. W are boardi ng now, but soon expect
to find roons and change our place of Residence, then |I shall have
all the care of a household to bear, but such is the fate of those

who join their Lot with others, they cannot hope to escape fromthe



burdens of Life, nor would | ask it, | would not |ive alway but
while | live would always pray for strength to do ny duty. This
city is not near as large or handsone as New York, but had ny | ot
been cast in a Wlderness | hope |I should not repine, such never
was my nature, and they who exchange their independence for the
sweet nane of Wfe nust be prepared to find all is not gold that
glitters, nor I would not expect like you to drift down the stream
of Life unfettered and serene as a Sumer cloud, such is not ny
fate, but come what may will always find in nme a resigned and
prayerful Spirit, and hoping this finds you as well as it |eaves

me, | remain, ny dear Sister,

"Yours truly,

"EVELI NA B. RAW."

Ann Eliza had al ways secretly adnired the oratorical and

i npersonal tone of Evelina's letters; but the few she had
previously read, having been addressed to school -mates or distant
relatives, had appeared in the light of literary conpositions

rat her than as records of personal experience. Now she could not
but wi sh that Evelina had | aid aside her swelling periods for a
style nore suited to the chronicling of honely incidents. She read
the letter again and again, seeking for a clue to what her sister
was really doing and thinking; but after each reading she emerged

i mpressed but unenlightened fromthe labyrinth of Evelina's

el oquence.

During the early winter she received two or three nore letters

of the sane kind, each enclosing in its |oose husk of rhetoric a
smal | er kernel of fact. By dint of patient interlinear study, Ann
El i za gathered fromthemthat Evelina and her husband, after

various costly experinents in boarding, had been reduced to a



tenenment - house flat; that living in St. Louis was nore expensive
than they had supposed, and that M. Rany was kept out |ate at
night (why, at a jeweller's, Ann Eliza wondered?) and found his
position |l ess satisfactory than he had been led to expect. Toward

February the letters fell off; and finally they ceased to cone.

At first Ann Eliza wote, shyly but persistently, entreating

for nore frequent news; then, as one appeal after another was
swal l owed up in the nystery of Evelina's protracted

sil ence, vague fears began to assail the elder sister. Perhaps
Evelina was ill, and with no one to nurse her but a nman who coul d
not even make hinself a cup of teal Ann Eliza recalled the |ayer
of dust in M. Rany's shop, and pictures of donestic disorder

m ngled with the nore poignant vision of her sister's illness. But
surely if Evelina were ill M. Rany would have witten. He wote

a small neat hand, and epistol ary communi cati on was not an

i nsuperabl e enbarrassnment to him The too probable alternative was
that both the unhappy pair had been prostrated by sone disease
which left them powerless to sumon her--for sumon her they surely
woul d, Ann Eliza with unconscious cynicismreflected, if she or her
smal | econonies could be of use to them The nore she strained her
eyes into the nystery, the darker it grew, and her |ack of
initiative, her inability to i magi ne what steps might be taken to

trace the lost in distant places, left her benunbed and hel pl ess.

At last there floated up from sone depth of troubled nenory

the nane of the firmof St. Louis jewellers by whom M. Rany was
enpl oyed. After nuch hesitation, and considerable effort, she
addressed to thema timd request for news of her brother-in-I|aw,

and sooner than she could have hoped the answer reached her.

" DEAR MADAM



"In reply to yours of the 29th ult. we beg to state the party
you refer to was di scharged fromour enploy a nonth ago. W are

sorry we are unable to furnish you wi sh his address.

"Yours Respectfully,

"LUDW G AND HAMMERBUSCH. "

Ann Eliza read and re-read the curt statement in a stupor of

di stress. She had lost her last trace of Evelina. Al that night
she | ay awake, revolving the stupendous project of going to St
Louis in search of her sister; but though she pieced together her
few financial possibilities with the ingenuity of a brain used to
fitting odd scraps into patch-work quilts, she woke to the cold
daylight fact that she could not raise the noney for her fare. Her
wedding gift to Evelina had left her w thout any resources beyond
her daily earnings, and these had steadily dwi ndled as the wi nter
passed. She had | ong since renounced her weekly visit to the

but cher, and had reduced her other expenses to the narrowest
measure; but the nost systematic frugality had not enabl ed her to
put by any noney. |n spite of her dogged efforts to nmaintain the
prosperity of the little shop, her sister's absence had al ready
told on its business. Now that Ann Eliza had to carry the bundles
to the dyer's herself, the custoners who called in her absence,
finding the shop | ocked, too often went el sewhere. Mbreover, after
several stern but unavailing efforts, she had had to give up the
trinmmng of bonnets, which in Evelina's hands had been the nost
lucrative as well as the nost interesting part of the business.
This change, to the passing fenmal e eye, robbed the shop w ndow of
its chief attraction; and when pai nful experience had convinced the
regul ar customers of the Bunner Sisters of Ann Eliza' s |ack of
mllinery skill they began to lose faith in her ability to curl a

feather or even "freshen up" a bunch of flowers. The time cane



when Ann Eliza had al nost nade up her nmind to speak to the |ady
with puffed sl eeves, who had al ways | ooked at her so kindly, and
had once ordered a hat of Evelina. Perhaps the lady with puffed
sl eeves would be able to get her a little plain sewing to do; or
she night recomrend the shop to friends. Ann Eliza, with this
possibility in view, runmmaged out of a drawer the fly-blown

remai nder of the business cards which the sisters had ordered in
the first flush of their commercial adventure; but when the |ady
with puffed sleeves finally appeared she was in deep nourning, and
wore so sad a |l ook that Ann Eliza dared not speak. She cane in to
buy sonme spools of black thread and silk, and in the doorway she
turned back to say: "I amgoing away to-norrow for a long tine.

hope you will have a pleasant winter." And the door shut on her

One day not long after this it occurred to Ann Eliza to go to
Hoboken in quest of Ms. Hochnuller. Mich as she shrank from
pouring her distress into that particular ear, her anxiety had
carried her beyond such reluctance; but when she began to

think the matter over she was faced by a newdifficulty. On the
occasion of her only visit to Ms. Hochmuller, she and Evelina had
suffered thenselves to be led there by M. Rany; and Ann Eliza now
perceived that she did not even know the nane of the |laundress's
suburb, nuch less that of the street in which she lived. But she
must have news of Evelina, and no obstacle was great enough to

thwart her.

Though she longed to turn to some one for advice she disliked

to expose her situation to Mss Mellins's searching eye, and at
first she could think of no other confidant. Then she renenbered
M's. Hawkins, or rather her husband, who, though Ann Eliza had

al ways t hought hima dull uneducated man, was probably gifted with
the mysterious nmasculine faculty of finding out people's addresses.

It went hard with Ann Eliza to trust her secret even to the mld



ear of Ms. Hawkins, but at |east she was spared the cross-

exam nation to which the dress-maker woul d have subjected her. The
accunul ating pressure of donestic cares had so crushed in Ms
Hawki ns any curiosity concerning the affairs of others that she
received her visitor's confidence with an al nost nascul i ne

i ndi fference, while she rocked her teething baby on one arm and
with the other tried to check the acrobatic inpulses of the next in

age.

"My, ny," she sinply said as Ann Eliza ended. "Keep stil

now, Arthur: Mss Bunner don't want you to junp up and down on her
foot to-day. And what are you gaping at, Johnny? Run right off
and play," she added, turning sternly to her eldest, who, because
he was the | east naughty, usually bore the brunt of her wath

agai nst the others.

"Wl |, perhaps M. Hawkins can help you," Ms. Hawkins

continued nmeditatively, while the children, after scattering at her
bidding, returned to their previous pursuits like flies settling
down on the spot from which an exasperated hand has swept them
"I"l'l send himright round the mnute he cones in, and you can tel
himthe whole story. | wouldn't wonder but what he can find that
Ms. Hochmuller's address in the d rectory. | know they've got one

where he works. "

"I'd be real thankful if he could,” Ann Eliza nmurmured, rising
fromher seat with the factitious sense of |ightness that cones

frominparting a | ong-hi dden dread.



M . Hawkins proved hinself worthy of his wife's faith in his

capacity. He learned fromAnn Eliza as nuch as she could tell him
about M's. Hochmuller and returned the next evening with a scrap of
paper bearing her address, beneath which Johnny (the family scribe)
had witten in a large round hand the names of the streets that |ed

there fromthe ferry

Ann Eliza |lay awake all that night, repeating over and over

again the directions M. Hawkins had given her. He was a kind nan,
and she knew he would willingly have gone with her to Hoboken

i ndeed she read in his timd eye the half-formed intention of

of fering to acconpany her--but on such an errand she preferred to

go al one.

The next Sunday, accordingly, she set out early, and wi thout

much trouble found her way to the ferry. Nearly a year had passed
since her previous visit to Ms. Hochmuller, and a chilly Apri
breeze snmote her face as she stepped on the boat. Mst of the
passengers were huddl ed together in the cabin, and Ann Eliza shrank
into its obscurest corner, shivering under the thin black mantle
whi ch had seened so hot in July. She began to feel a little
bewi | dered as she stepped ashore, but a paternal policeman put her
into the right car, and as in a dream she found herself retracing
the way to Ms. Hochmuller's door. She had told the conductor the
nane of the street at which she wished to get out, and presently
she stood in the biting wind at the corner near the beer-sal oon
where the sun had once beat down on her so fiercely. At length an
enpty car appeared, its yellow flank enbl azoned wi th the nane of
M's. Hochmuller's suburb, and Ann Eliza was presently jolting past
the narrow brick houses islanded between vacant lots |ike giant
piles in a desolate | agoon. Wen the car reached the end of its
journey she got out and stood for sone tine trying to renenber

which turn M. Ramy had taken. She had just nade up her mind to



ask the car-driver when he shook the reins on the backs of his | ean

horses, and the car, still enpty, jogged away toward Hoboken

Ann Eliza, left alone by the roadside, began to nove

cautiously forward, |ooking about for a small red house with a
gabl e overhung by an el mtree; but everything about her seened
unfam liar and forbidding. One or two surly | ooking nmen sl ouched
past with inquisitive glances, and she could not nake up her nind

to stop and speak to them

At length a tow headed boy cane out of a swi nging door

suggestive of illicit conviviality, and to himAnn Eliza ventured

to confide her difficulty. The offer of five cents fired himwth
an instant willingness to lead her to Ms. Hochnuller, and he was

soon trotting past the stone-cutter's yard with Ann Eliza in his wake.

Another turn in the road brought themto the little red house,

and havi ng rewarded her guide Ann Eliza unlatched the gate and

wal ked up to the door. Her heart was beating violently, and she
had to | ean agai nst the door-post to conpose her twitching lips:
she had not known till that nmonent how nuch it was going to hurt
her to speak of Evelina to Ms. Hochnuller. As her agitation

subsi ded she began to notice how nuch the appearance of the house
had changed. It was not only that winter had stripped the elm and
bl ackened the flower-borders: the house itself had a debased and
deserted air. The w ndow panes were cracked and dirty, and one or

two shutters swung dismally on | oosened hinges.

She rang several tinmes before the door was opened. At length

an Irish woman with a shawl over her head and a baby in her arns
appeared on the threshold, and gl anci ng past her into the narrow
passage Ann Eliza saw that Ms. Hochnuller's neat abode had

deteriorated as nmuch within as w thout.



At the nention of the nane the woman stared. "Ms. who, did

ye say?"

"Ms. Hochmuller. This is surely her house?"

"No, it ain't neither,"” said the woman turning away.

"Ch, but wait, please,” Ann Eliza entreated. "l can't be
m staken. | mean the Ms. Hochmull er who takes in washing. | canme

out to see her last June."”

"Ch, the Dutch washerwoman is it--her that used to Iive here?
She's been gone two nonths and nore. It's Mke MNulty lives here

now. Wisht!" to the baby, who had squared his nouth for a how.

Ann Eliza's knees grew weak. "Ms. Hochnull er gone? But
where has she gone? She nust be somewhere round here. Can't you

tell me?"

"Sure an' | can't," said the woman. "She wint away before

iver we cone."

"Dal i a Geoghegan, will ye bring the choild in out av the

cow d?" cried an irate voice fromwthin.

"Pl ease wait--oh, please wait," Ann Eliza insisted. "You see

I nmust find Ms. Hochnmuller."

"Why don't ye go and | ook for her thin?" the woman returned,

sl ammi ng the door in her face.

She stood notionless on the door-step, dazed by the i mMmensity
of her disappointment, till a burst of |oud voices inside the house

drove her down the path and out of the gate.



Even then she could not grasp what had happened, and pausing
in the road she | ooked back at the house, half hoping that Ms.
Hochrmul l er' s once detested face m ght appear at one of the griny

w ndows.

She was roused by an icy wind that seened to spring up

suddenly fromthe desol ate scene, piercing her thin dress I|ike
gauze; and turning away she began to retrace her steps. She

t hought of enquiring for Ms. Hochnuller at some of the

nei ghbouring houses, but their |ook was so unfriendly that she

wal ked on wi thout making up her mind at which door to ring. When
she reached the horse-car terminus a car was just noving off toward
Hoboken, and for nearly an hour she had to wait on the corner in

the bitter wind. Her hands and feet were stiff with cold when the
car at length |looned into sight again, and she thought of stopping
somewhere on the way to the ferry for a cup of tea; but before the
regi on of lunch-roons was reached she had grown so sick and dizzy
that the thought of food was repulsive. At length she found

herself on the ferry-boat, in the soothing stuffiness of the

crowded cabin; then cane another interval of shivering on a
street-corner, another long jolting journey in a "cross-town" car that
smelt of danmp straw and tobacco; and lastly, in the cold spring dusk
she unl ocked her door and groped her way through the shop to her

firel ess bedroom

The next norning Ms. Hawkins, dropping in to hear the result
of the trip, found Ann Eliza sitting behind the counter wapped in

an ol d shaw .

"Why, M ss Bunner, you're sick! You nust have fever--your

face is just as red!"



"I't's nothing. | guess | caught cold yesterday on the ferry-

boat," Ann Eliza acknow edged.

"And it's jest like a vault in here!"™ Ms. Hawkins rebuked
her. "Let me feel your hand--it's burning. Now, M ss Bunner

you've got to go right to bed this very ninute."

"Ch, but |I can't, Ms. Hawkins." Ann Eliza attenpted a wan

smle. "You forget there ain't nobody but ne to tend the store."

"I guess you won't tend it long neither, if you ain't

careful ," Ms. Hawkins grimy rejoined. Beneath her placid
exterior she cherished a norbid passion for disease and death, and
the sight of Ann Eliza's suffering had roused her from her habitua
indifference. "There ain't so many fol ks cones to the store
anyhow, " she went on with unconscious cruelty, "and I'Il go right

up and see if Mss Mellins can't spare one of her girls."

Ann Eliza, too weary to resist, allowed Ms. Hawkins to put

her to bed and nake a cup of tea over the stove, while M ss

Mel I'ins, always good-naturedly responsive to any appeal for help,
sent down the weak-eyed little girl to deal wth hypothetica

cust oners.

Ann Eliza, having so far abdi cated her independence, sank into
sudden apathy. As far as she could renenber, it was the first tine
in her life that she had been taken care of instead of taking care,
and there was a nmonmentary relief in the surrender. She swall owed
the tea li ke an obedient child, allowed a poultice to be applied to
her aching chest and uttered no protest when a fire was kindled in
the rarely used grate; but as Ms. Hawkins bent over to "settle"
her pillows she raised herself on her el bow to whisper: "Ch, Ms.
Hawki ns, M's. Hochnuller warn't there." The tears rolled down her

cheeks.



"She warn't there? Has she noved?"

"Over two nonths ago--and they don't know where she's gone.

Ch what'll | do, Ms. Hawkins?"

"There, there, Mss Bunner. You lay still and don't fret.

I'"l'l ask M. Hawkins soon as ever he cones hone."

Ann Eliza murnmured her gratitude, and Ms. Hawkins, bending
down, kissed her on the forehead. "Don't you fret," she repeated,

in the voice with which she soot hed her children.

For over a week Ann Eliza lay in bed, faithfully nursed by her

two nei ghbours, while the weak-eyed child, and the pale sewing girl
who had hel ped to finish Evelina' s wedding dress, took turns in

nm ndi ng the shop. Every norning, when her friends appeared, Ann
Eliza lifted her head to ask: "Is there a letter?" and at their
gentl e negative sank back in silence. Ms. Hawkins, for several
days, spoke no nore of her prom se to consult her husband as to the
best way of tracing Ms. Hochmuller; and dread of fresh

di sappoi ntment kept Ann Eliza frombringing up the subject.

But the foll owi ng Sunday evening, as she sat for the first
time bolstered up in her rocking-chair near the stove, while Mss
Mellins studied the Police Gazette beneath the | anp, there

came a knock on the shop-door and M. Hawki ns entered.

Ann Eliza's first glance at his plain friendly face showed her
he had news to give, but though she no Ionger attenpted to hide her
anxiety fromMss Mellins, her lips trenbled too much to let her

speak.



"Good evening, Mss Bunner," said M. Hawkins in his dragging
voice. "l've been over to Hoboken all day |ooking round for Ms.

Hochrul | er. "

"Ch, M. Hawkins--you HAVE?"

"I made a thorough search, but I'msorry to say it was no use.
She's | eft Hoboken--noved cl ear away, and nobody seens to know

where. "

"I't was real good of you, M. Hawkins." Ann Eliza's voice
struggled up in a faint whisper through the subnerging tide of her

di sappoi nt nent .

M. Hawkins, in his enbarrassed sense of being the bringer of
bad news, stood before her uncertainly; then he turned to go. "No

trouble at all,"” he paused to assure her fromthe doorway.

She wanted to speak again, to detain him to ask him
to advise her; but the words caught in her throat and she | ay back

sil ent.

The next day she got up early, and dressed and bonneted

herself with twitching fingers. She waited till the weak-eyed
child appeared, and having laid on her nminute instructions as to
the care of the shop, she slipped out into the street. It had
occurred to her in one of the weary watches of the previous night
that she mght go to Tiffany's and nake enquiries about Rany's
past. Possibly in that way she might obtain some information that
woul d suggest a new way of reaching Evelina. She was guiltily
aware that Ms. Hawkins and Mss Mellins would be angry with her
for venturing out of doors, but she knew she should never feel any

better till she had news of Eveli na.



The nmorning air was sharp, and as she turned to face the wi nd

she felt so weak and unsteady that she wondered if she should ever
get as far as Union Square; but by wal king very slowy, and
standing still now and then when she could do so without being
noti ced, she found herself at |last before the jeweller's great

gl ass doors.

It was still so early that there were no purchasers in the
shop, and she felt herself the centre of innunerable unenpl oyed
eyes as she noved forward between long |ines of show cases

glittering with dianonds and sil ver

She was gl ancing about in the hope of finding the clock-
departnent without having to approach one of the inpressive
gentl enen who paced the enpty aisles, when she attracted the

attention of one of the nost inpressive of the nunber.

The forni dabl e benevol ence with which he enquired what he
could do for her nade her al nost despair of explaining herself; but
she finally disentangled froma flurry of wong begi nnings the

request to be shown to the cl ock-departnent.

The gentl eman consi dered her thoughtfully. "My | ask what
style of clock you are looking for? Wuld it be for a weddi ng-

present, or--?"

The irony of the allusion filled Ann Eliza's veins with sudden
strength. "I don't want to buy a clock at all. | want to see the

head of the departnent.”

"M . Loomis?" Hs stare still weighed her--then he seened to
brush asi de the probl em she presented as beneath his notice. "Oh,

certainly. Take the elevator to the second floor. Next aisle to



the left." He waved her down the endl ess perspective of show

cases.

Ann Eliza followed the line of his lordly gesture, and a swift
ascent brought her to a great hall full of the buzzing and booni ng
of thousands of clocks. Wichever way she | ooked, clocks stretched
away fromher in glittering interninable vistas: clocks of all
sizes and voices, fromthe bell-throated giant of the hallway to
the chirping dressing-table toy; tall clocks of nahogany and brass
with cathedral chinmes; clocks of bronze, glass, porcelain, of every
possi bl e size, voice and configuration; and between their serried
ranks, along the polished floor of the aisles, noved the | anguid
forms of other gentlenmanly floor-walkers, waiting for their duties

to begin.

One of them soon approached, and Ann Eliza repeated her

request. He received it affably.

"M. Loomis? Go right down to the office at the other end."
He pointed to a kind of box of ground glass and highly polished

panel I i ng.

As she thanked himhe turned to one of his conpanions and said
somet hing in which she caught the nanme of M. Loonis, and which was
received with an appreciative chuckle. She suspected hersel f of
bei ng the object of the pleasantry, and straightened her thin

shoul ders under her nmantle.

The door of the office stood open, and within sat a gray-
bearded man at a desk. He |ooked up kindly, and agai n she asked

for M. Loonis.

"I"'mM. Loonmis. Wat can | do for you?”"



He was much | ess portentous than the others, though she
guessed himto be above themin authority; and encouraged by his

tone she seated herself on the edge of the chair he waved her to.

"I hope you'll excuse ny troubling you, sir. | canme to ask if
you could tell me anything about M. Hernman Ramy. He was enpl oyed

here in the cl ock-departnment two or three years ago."

M. Loom s showed no recognition of the name.

"Rany? When was he di scharged?”

"I don't har'ly know. He was very sick, and when he

got well his place had been filled. He married ny sister |ast
Cctober and they went to St. Louis, | ain't had any news of them
for over two nonths, and she's ny only sister, and |I'm nost crazy

worryi ng about her."

"I see." M. Loonis reflected. "In what capacity was Rany

enpl oyed here?" he asked after a nonent.

"He--he told us that he was one of the heads of the cl ock-

departnent,” Ann Eliza stamered, overswept by a sudden doubt.

"That was probably a slight exaggeration. But | can tell you

about himby referring to our books. The name agai n?"

"Rany- - Herman Rany."

There ensued a long silence, broken only by the flutter of
| eaves as M. Loonmis turned over his ledgers. Presently he | ooked

up, keeping his finger between the pages.

"Here it is--Herman Rany. He was one of our ordinary worknen,



and left us three years and a half ago | ast June.”

"On account of sickness?" Ann Eliza faltered.

M. Loomis appeared to hesitate; then he said: "I see no

mention of sickness.” Ann Eliza felt his conpassi onate eyes on her
again. "Perhaps I'd better tell you the truth. He was discharged
for drug-taking. A capable worknan, but we couldn't keep him
straight. I'msorry to have to tell you this, but it seems fairer

since you say you're anxi ous about your sister."

The polished sides of the office vanished from Ann Eliza's
sight, and the cackle of the innunerable clocks came to her like
the yell of waves in a storm She tried to speak but could not;

tried to get to her feet, but the fl oor was gone.

"I"'mvery sorry," M. Loonis repeated, closing the ledger. "I
remenber the man perfectly now. He used to disappear every now and

then, and turn up again in a state that nmade hi musel ess for days."

As she listened, Ann Eliza recalled the day when she had come

on M. Rany sitting in abject dejection behind his counter. She
saw agai n the blurred unrecogni zing eyes he had raised to her, the
| ayer of dust over everything in the shop, and the green bronze
clock in the wi ndow representing a Newfoundl and dog with his paw on

a book. She stood up slowy.

"Thank you. |'msorry to have troubled you."

"I't was no trouble. You say Ramy married your sister |ast

Cct ober ?"

"Yes, sir; and they went to St. Louis right afterward. |



don't know how to find her. | thought nmaybe sonebody here night

know about him"

"Wl |, possibly some of the worknen might. Leave ne your nane
and 1'll send you word if | get on his track."
He handed her a pencil, and she wote down her address; then

she wal ked away blindly between the cl ocks.

Xl

M. Loomis, true to his word, wote a few days later that he

had enquired in vain in the work-shop for any news of Rany; and as
she folded this letter and laid it between the | eaves of her Bible,
Ann Eliza felt that her |ast hope was gone. Mss Mellins, of
course, had long since suggested the nediation of the police, and
cited fromher favourite literature convincing instances of the
supernatural ability of the Pinkerton detective; but M. Hawkins,
when called in council, dashed this project by remarking that
detectives cost sonething like twenty dollars a day; and a vague
fear of the law, some half-formed vision of Evelina in the clutch
of a blue-coated "officer," kept Ann Eliza frominvoking the aid of

the police.

After the arrival of M. Loomis's note the weeks followed each

ot her uneventfully. Ann Eliza's cough clung to her till late in
the spring, the reflection in her |ooking-glass grew nore bent and
meagre, and her forehead sl oped back farther toward the tw st of
hair that was fastened above her parting by a conb of black India-

r ubber .

Toward spring a | ady who was expecting a baby took up her



abode at the Mendoza Family Hotel, and through the friendly
intervention of Mss Mellins the naking of sonme of the baby-cl ot hes
was entrusted to Ann Eliza. This eased her of anxiety for the

i mredi ate future; but she had to rouse herself to feel any sense of
relief. Her personal welfare was what | east concerned her

Soneti nmes she thought of giving up the shop altogether; and

only the fear that, if she changed her address, Evelina m ght not

be able to find her, kept her fromcarrying out this plan.

Since she had | ost her last hope of tracing her sister, all

the activities of her lonely inmagination had been concentrated on
the possibility of Evelina's coming back to her. The discovery of
Rany's secret filled her with dreadful fears. In the solitude of
the shop and the back room she was tortured by vague pictures of
Evelina's sufferings. What horrors might not be hidden beneath her
silence? Ann Eliza's great dread was that Mss Mellins should worm
out of her what she had | earned from M. Loomis. She was sure Mss
Mel i ns nust have aboni nable things to tell about drug-fiends--
things she did not have the strength to hear. "Drug-fiend"--the
very word was Satanic; she could hear Mss Mellins roll it on her
tongue. But Ann Eliza's own imagination, left to itself, had begun
to people the long hours with evil visions. Sonetinmes, in the

ni ght, she thought she heard herself called: the voice was her
sister's, but faint with a naneless terror. Her nost peacefu
monents were those in which she managed to convince herself that
Evel i na was dead. She thought of her then, nournfully but nore
calmMy, as thrust away under the negl ected nound of sonme unknown
cemetery, where no headstone marked her name, no nmourner wth
flowers for another grave paused in pity to lay a bl ossomon hers.
But this vision did not often give Ann Eliza its negative relief;
and al ways, beneath its hazy lines, lurked the dark conviction that

Evelina was alive, in nmisery and |onging for her.



So the sunmmer wore on. Ann Eliza was conscious that Ms.

Hawki ns and M ss Mellins were watching her with affectionate

anxi ety, but the know edge brought no confort. She no |onger cared
what they felt or thought about her. Her grief lay far beyond
touch of human healing, and after a while she becane aware that
they knew they could not help her. They still cane in as often as
their busy lives pernmitted, but their visits grew shorter, and Ms.
Hawki ns al ways brought Arthur or the baby, so that there should be

sonmething to tal k about, and sonme one whom she coul d scol d.

The autumm came, and the winter. Business had fallen off

agai n, and but few purchasers cane to the little shop in the
basenent. |In January Ann Eliza pawned her nother's cashnere scarf,
her nosaic brooch, and the rosewood what-not on which the clock had
al ways stood; she woul d have sold the bedstead too, but for the
persi stent vision of Evelina returning weak and weary, and not

knowi ng where to |ay her head.

The winter passed in its turn, and March reappeared with its

gal axi es of yellow jonquils at the windy street corners, reninding
Ann Eliza of the spring day when Evelina had conme honme with a bunch
of jonquils in her hand. 1In spite of the flowers which | ent such
a premature brightness to the streets the nonth was fierce and
storny, and Ann Eliza could get no warnth into her bones.
Nevert hel ess, she was insensibly beginning to take up the healing
routine of life. Little by little she had grown used to being

al one, she had begun to take a languid interest in the one or two
new purchasers the season had brought, and though the thought of
Evel i na was as poignant as ever, it was less persistently in the

foreground of her m nd.

Late one afternoon she was sitting behind the counter, wapped

in her shawl, and wonderi ng how soon she m ght draw down the blinds



and retreat into the conparative cosiness of the back room She
was not thinking of anything in particular, except perhaps in a
hazy way of the lady with the puffed sleeves, who after her |ong
eclipse had reappeared the day before in sleeves of a new cut, and
bought sonme tape and needl es. The lady still wore nmourning, but
she was evidently lightening it, and Ann Eliza saw in this the hope
of future orders. The lady had | eft the shop about an hour before,
wal ki ng away with her graceful step toward Fifth Avenue. She had
wi shed Ann Eliza good day in her usual affable way, and Ann Eliza
t hought how odd it was that they should have been acquai nted so

I ong, and yet that she should not know the |lady's name. Fromthis
consi derati on her mind wandered to the cut of the lady's new

sl eeves, and she was vexed with herself for not having noted it
more carefully. She felt Mss Mellins mght have liked to know
about it. Ann Eliza' s powers of observation had never been

as keen as Evelina's, when the latter was not too self-absorbed to
exert them As Mss Mellins always said, Evelina could "take
patterns with her eyes": she could have cut that new sl eeve out of
a fol ded newspaper in a tricel Mising on these things, Ann Eliza
wi shed the | ady woul d cone back and give her another |ook at the
sleeve. It was not unlikely that she night pass that way, for she
certainly lived in or about the Square. Suddenly Ann Eliza
remarked a small neat handkerchief on the counter: it nust have
dropped fromthe lady's purse, and she woul d probably cone back to
get it. Ann Eliza, pleased at the idea, sat on behind the counter
and watched the darkening street. She always Iit the gas as late
as possi bl e, keeping the box of matches at her el bow, so that if
any one came she could apply a quick flane to the gas-jet. At

I ength through the deepeni ng dusk she distinguished a slimdark
figure com ng down the steps to the shop. Wth a little warmh of
pl easure about her heart she reached up to light the gas. "I do
believe 1'll ask her nane this tine," she thought. She raised the

flane to its full height, and saw her sister standing in the door



There she was at | ast, the poor pale shade of Evelina, her

thin face blanched of its faint pink, the stiff ripples gone from
her hair, and a mantl e shabbier than Ann Eliza's drawn about her
narrow shoul ders. The glare of the gas beat full on her as she

stood and | ooked at Ann Eli za.

"Sister--oh, Evelina! | knowed you'd cone!"

Ann Eliza had caught her close with a | ong noan of triunph.
Vague words poured from her as she | aid her cheek agai nst
Evelina's--trivial inarticul ate endearnents caught from Ms

Hawki ns's | ong di scourses to her baby.

For a while Evelina let herself be passively held; then she
drew back fromher sister's clasp and | ooked about the shop. "I'm

dead tired. Ain't there any fire?" she asked.

"Of course there is!"™ Ann Eliza, holding her hand fast, drew
her into the back room She did not want to ask any questions yet:
she sinply wanted to feel the enptiness of the room brimed ful

again by the one presence that was warnth and light to her

She knelt down before the grate, scraped sone bits of coal and
kindling fromthe bottom of the coal-scuttle, and drew one of the
rocki ng-chairs up to the weak flane. "There--that'll blaze up in
a mnute," she said. She pressed Evelina down on the faded

cushi ons of the rocking-chair, and, kneeling beside her, began to

rub her hands.

"You're stone-cold, ain't you? Just sit still and warm
yourself while | run and get the kettle. |'ve got sonething you

al ways used to fancy for supper.” She laid her hand on Evelina's



shoul der. "Don't tal k--oh, don't talk yet!" she inplored. She
wanted to keep that one frail second of happi ness between herself

and what she knew nust cone.

Evelina, without a word, bent over the fire, stretching her
thin hands to the blaze and watching Ann Eliza fill the kettle and
set the supper table. Her gaze had the dreany fixity of a half-

awakened child's.

Ann Eliza, with a snmle of triunph, brought a slice of custard

pie fromthe cupboard and put it by her sister's plate.

"You do like that, don't you? Mss Mellins sent it down to ne
this norning. She had her aunt from Brooklyn to dinner. Ain't it

funny it just so happened?”

"I ain't hungry," said Evelina, rising to approach the table.

She sat down in her usual place, |ooked about her with the
same wondering stare, and then, as of old, poured herself out the

first cup of tea

"Where's the what-not gone to?" she suddenly asked.

Ann Eliza set down the teapot and rose to get a spoon fromthe
cupboard. Wth her back to the room she said: "The what-not? Wy,
you see, dearie, living here all alone by nyself it only made one

more thing to dust; so | sold it.”

Evelina's eyes were still travelling about the familiar room
Though it was against all the traditions of the Bunner famly to
sell any househol d possessi on, she showed no surprise at her

sister's answer.



"And the clock? The clock's gone too."

"Ch, | gave that away--1 gave it to Ms. Hawkins. She's kep

awake so nights with that |ast baby."

"I wish you' d never bought it," said Evelina harshly.

Ann Eliza's heart grew faint with fear. Wthout answering,

she crossed over to her sister's seat and poured her out a second
cup of tea. Then another thought struck her, and she went back to
the cupboard and took out the cordial. 1n Evelina' s absence

consi derabl e draughts had been drawn fromit by invalid neighbours;

but a glassful of the precious liquid still renained.

"Here, drink this right off--it'll warmyou up quicker than

anything,” Ann Eliza said.

Evel i na obeyed, and a slight spark of col our cane into her
cheeks. She turned to the custard pie and began to eat with a
silent voracity distressing to watch. She did not even | ook to see

what was left for Ann Eliza.

"I ain't hungry," she said at |ast as she laid down her fork

"I'"'monly so dead tired--that's the trouble."”

"then you'd better get right into bed. Here's ny old plaid

dressi ng-gown--you renenber it, don't you?" Ann Eliza |aughed,
recalling Evelina's ironies on the subject of the antiquated
garment. Wth trenbling fingers she began to undo her sister's

cl oak. The dress beneath it told a tale of poverty that Ann Eliza
dared not pause to note. She drew it gently off, and as it slipped
fromEvelina's shoulders it revealed a tiny black bag hanging on a

ri bbon about her neck. Evelina lifted her hand as though to screen



the bag from Ann Eliza; and the el der sister, seeing the gesture,
continued her task with |l owered eyes. She undressed Evelina as
qui ckly as she could, and wapping her in the plaid dressing-gown
put her to bed, and spread her own shawl and her sister's cloak

above the bl anket.

"Where's the old red confortabl e?" Evelina asked, as she sank

down on the pillow

"The confortable? ©Ch, it was so hot and heavy | never used it
after you went--so | sold that too. | never could sleep under nuch

clothes. "

She became aware that her sister was | ooking at her nore

attentively.

"l guess you've been in trouble too,"” Evelina said.

"Me? In trouble? What do you mean, Evelina?”

"You've had to pawn the things, | suppose,” Evelina continued
in a weary unnoved tone. "Well, |I've been through worse than that.

|'ve been to hell and back."

"Ch, Evelina--don't say it, sister!"™ Ann Eliza inplored,
shrinking fromthe unholy word. She knelt down and began to rub

her sister's feet beneath the bedcl ot hes.

"I've been to hell and back--if | AM back," Evelina

repeated. She lifted her head fromthe pillow and began to talk

with a sudden feverish volubility. "It began right away, |ess than
a nonth after we were married. |1've been in hell all that tinme,
Ann Eliza." She fixed her eyes with passionate intentness on Ann

Eliza's face. "He took opium | didn't find it out till Iong



afterward--at first, when he acted so strange, | thought he drank.

But it was worse, nuch worse than drinking."

"Ch, sister, don't say it--don't say it yet! |It's so sweet

just to have you here with nme again."

"I must say it," Evelina insisted, her flushed face burning
with a kind of bitter cruelty. "You don't know what life's |ike--
you don't know anything about it--setting here safe all the while

in this peaceful place."

"Ch, Evelina--why didn't you wite and send for ne if it was

i ke that?"

"That's why | couldn't wite. Didn't you guess | was

ashaned?"

"How coul d you be? Ashaned to wite to Ann Eliza?"

Evelina rai sed herself on her thin elbow, while Ann Eliza

bendi ng over, drew a corner of the shawl about her shoul der

"Do lay down again. You'll catch your death."

"My death? That don't frighten ne! You don't know what |'ve

been through."” And sitting upright in the old nmahogany bed, with
flushed cheeks and chattering teeth, and Ann Eliza's trenbling arm
cl asping the shawl about her neck, Evelina poured out her story.

It was a tale of misery and huniliation so renote fromthe el der
sister's innocent experiences that nuch of it was hardly
intelligible to her. Evelina's dreadful famliarity with it all
her fluency about things which Ann Eliza hal f-guessed and quickly

shuddered back from seened even nore alien and terrible than



the actual tale she told. It was one thing--and heaven knew
it was bad enough!--to learn that one's sister's husband was a
drug-fiend; it was another, and nuch worse thing, to |l earn from

that sister's pallid |lips what vil eness |ay behind the word.

Evel i na, unconscious of any distress but her own, sat upright,
shivering in Ann Eliza's hold, while she piled up, detail by

detail, her dreary narrative

"The m nute we got out there, and he found the job wasn't as

good as he expected, he changed. At first | thought he was sick--I
used to try to keep himhonme and nurse him Then | saw it was
something different. He used to go off for hours at a time, and
when he canme back his eyes kinder had a fog over them Sonetines
he didn't har'ly know me, and when he did he seened to hate ne.
Once he hit nme here." She touched her breast. "Do you renenber,
Ann Eliza, that tinme he didn't come to see us for a week--the tinme
after we all went to Central Park together--and you and | thought

he nmust be sick?"

Ann Eli za nodded.

"Well, that was the trouble--he'd been at it then. But

nothing like as bad. After we'd been out there about a nonth he

di sappeared for a whole week. They took him back at the store, and
gave hi m anot her chance; but the second tinme they discharged him
and he drifted round for ever so |ong before he could get another
job. W spent all our npbney and had to nove to a cheaper place.
Then he got sonething to do, but they hardly paid himanything, and

he didn't stay there long. Wen he found out about the baby--"

"The baby?" Ann Eliza faltered.

"It's dead--it only lived a day. Wen he found out about it,



he got nad, and said he hadn't any noney to pay doctors' bills, and
I'd better wite to you to help us. He had an idea you had noney
hi dden away that | didn't know about." She turned to her sister
with renorseful eyes. "It was himthat nmade ne get that hundred

dol l ars out of you."

"Hush, hush. | always nmeant it for you anyhow. "

"Yes, but | wouldn't have taken it if he hadn't been at ne the
whole tine. He used to nake ne do just what he wanted. Well, when

| said | wouldn't wite to you for nore nmoney he said |'d better

try and earn sone nyself. That was when he struck me. . . . Onh,
you don't know what |'mtal king about yet! . . . | tried to get
work at a milliner's, but I was so sick | couldn't stay. | was
sick all the time. | wisht I1'd ha' died, Ann Eliza."

"No, no, Evelina."

"Yes, | do. It kept getting worse and worse. W pawned the
furniture, and they turned us out because we couldn't pay the rent;

and so then we went to board with Ms. Hochnuller."

Ann Eliza pressed her closer to dissenble her own trenor.

"M's. Hochnull er?"

"Didn't you know she was out there? She noved out a nonth
after we did. She wasn't bad to nme, and | think she tried to keep

hi m strai ght--but Linda--"

"Li nda--?"

"Wl l, when | kep' getting worse, and he was always off, for

days at a tinme, the doctor had me sent to a hospital."”



"A hospital? Sister--sister!”

"It was better than being with him and the doctors were rea

kind to ne. After the baby was born | was very sick and had to
stay there a good while. And one day when | was laying there Ms.
Hochnul l er came in as white as a sheet, and told nme himand Linda
had gone off together and taken all her noney. That's the last |
ever saw of him" She broke off with a | augh and began to cough

agai n.

Ann Eliza tried to persuade her to lie down and sl eep, but the
rest of her story had to be told before she could be soothed into
consent. After the news of Rany's flight she had had brain fever
and had been sent to another hospital where she stayed a | ong
time--how |l ong she couldn't renmenber. Dates and days neant nothing
to her in the shapeless ruin of her life. Wen she left the
hospital she found that Ms. Hochnull er had gone too. She was
pennil ess, and had no one to turn to. A lady visitor at the
hospital was kind, and found her a place where she did housework;
but she was so weak they couldn't keep her. Then she got a job as
waitress in a down-town |unch-room but one day she fainted while
she was handi ng a dish, and that evening when they paid her

they told her she needn't cone again.

"After that | begged in the streets"--(Ann Eliza's grasp again
grew tight)--"and one afternoon | ast week, when the nati nees was
coming out, I net a man with a pleasant face, sonething |like M.
Hawki ns, and he stopped and asked ne what the trouble was. | told
himif he'd give ne five dollars |I'd have noney enough to buy a
ticket back to New York, and he took a good | ook at nme and said,
well, if that was what | wanted he'd go straight to the station
with me and give nme the five dollars there. So he did--and he

bought the ticket, and put me in the cars."



Evel i na sank back, her face a sallow wedge in the white cleft
of the pillow. Ann Eliza |eaned over her, and for a long tinme they

hel d each other wi thout speaking.

They were still clasped in this dunb enbrace when there was a
step in the shop and Ann Eliza, starting up, saw Mss Mellins in

t he doorway.

"My sakes, Mss Bunner! What in the land are you doing? M ss

Evelina--Ms. Rany--it ain't you?"

Mss Mellins's eyes, bursting fromtheir sockets, sprang from
Evelina's pallid face to the disordered supper table and the heap
of worn clothes on the floor; then they turned back to Ann Eli za,
who had pl aced herself on the defensive between her sister and the

dr ess- maker.

"My sister Evelina has cone back--come back on a visit. she
was taken sick in the cars on the way honme--1 guess she caught

cold--so | made her go right to bed as soon as ever she got here."

Ann Eliza was surprised at the strength and steadi ness of her
voice. Fortified by its sound she went on, her eyes on Mss
Mellins's baffled countenance: "M . Rany has gone west on a trip--a
trip connected with his business; and Evelina is going to stay with

me till he conmes back."

Xl

What neasure of belief her explanation of Evelina's return

obtained in the small circle of her friends Ann Eliza did not pause



to enquire. Though she could not renmenber ever having told a lie
before, she adhered with rigid tenacity to the consequences of her
first lapse fromtruth, and fortified her original statement wth
additional details whenever a questioner sought to take her

unawar es.

But other and nore serious burdens lay on her startled

conscience. For the first time in her life she dimy faced the
awful problemof the inutility of self-sacrifice. Hitherto she had
never thought of questioning the inherited principles which had

gui ded her life. Self-effacenment for the good of others had al ways
seenmed to her both natural and necessary; but then she had taken it
for granted that it inplied the securing of that good. Now she
perceived that to refuse the gifts of |life does not ensure their
transm ssion to those for whomthey have been surrendered; and her
fanmi|liar heaven was unpeopled. She felt she could no | onger trust
in the goodness of God, and there was only a bl ack abyss above the

roof of Bunner Sisters.

But there was little tine to brood upon such problenms. The

care of Evelina filled Ann Eliza's days and nights. The hastily
sumoned doctor had pronounced her to be suffering from pneunonia,
and under his care the first stress of the disease was relieved.
But her recovery was only partial, and long after the doctor's
visits had ceased she continued to lie in bed, too weak to nove,

and seeningly indifferent to everything about her

At | ength one evening, about six weeks after her return, she

said to her sister: "I don't feel's if |1'd ever get up again."

Ann Eliza turned fromthe kettle she was placing on the stove.

She was startled by the echo the words woke in her own breast.



"Don't you talk like that, Evelina! | guess you're on'y tired

out --and di sheartened. "

"Yes, |'mdisheartened," Evelina murmnured.

A few nonths earlier Ann Eliza woul d have nmet the confession

with a word of pious adnonition; now she accepted it in silence.

"Maybe you'll brighten up when your cough gets better," she

suggest ed.

"Yes--or ny cough'll get better when | brighten up," Evelina

retorted with a touch of her old tartness.

"Does your cough keep on hurting you jest as nuch?"

"l don't see's there's nuch difference."

"Well, | guess I'll get the doctor to conme round again," Ann
Eliza said, trying for the matter-of-course tone in which one m ght

speak of sending for the plunber or the gas-fitter

"I't ain't any use sending for the doctor--and who's going to

pay hi n?"

"I am" answered the elder sister. "Here's your tea, and a

mte of toast. Don't that tenpt you?

Al ready, in the watches of the night, Ann Eliza had been

tornented by that sanme question--who was to pay the doctor?--and a
few days before she had temporarily silenced it by borrowi ng twenty
dollars of Mss Mellins. The transaction had cost her one of the
bitterest struggles of her life. She had never borrowed a penny of

any one before, and the possibility of having to do so had al ways



been classed in her m nd anong those shanmeful extremties to which
Provi dence does not |et decent people come. But nowadays she no

| onger believed in the personal supervision of Providence; and had
she been conpelled to steal the noney instead of borrowing it, she
woul d have felt that her conscience was the only tribunal before
whi ch she had to answer. Nevertheless, the actual humiliation of
having to ask for the noney was no less bitter; and she could
hardly hope that Mss Mellins would view the case with the sane
detachnent as herself. Mss Mellins was very kind; but she not
unnaturally felt that her kindness should be rewarded by according
her the right to ask questions; and bit by bit Ann Eliza saw
Evelina's m serable secret slipping into the dress-nmaker's

possessi on.

When the doctor canme she left himalone with Evelina, busying
herself in the shop that she night have an opportunity of seeing
him al one on his way out. To steady herself she began to sort a
trayful of buttons, and when the doctor appeared she was reciting
under her breath: "Twenty-four horn, two and a half cards fancy

pear | She saw at once that his | ook was grave.

He sat down on the chair beside the counter, and her m nd

travel l ed miles before he spoke.

"M ss Bunner, the best thing you can do is to let ne get a bed

for your sister at St. Luke's."

"The hospital ?"

"Come now, you're above that sort of prejudice, aren't you?"

The doctor spoke in the tone of one who coaxes a spoiled child. "I
know how devoted you are--but Ms. Ranmy can be nuch better cared
for there than here. You really haven't tinme to look after her and

attend to your business as well. There'|ll be no expense, you



under st and--"

Ann Eliza made no answer. "You think my sister's going to be

sick a good while, then?" she asked.

"Wl l, yes--possibly.”

"You think she's very sick?"

"Well, yes. She's very sick.”

H s face had grown still graver; he sat there as though he had

never known what it was to hurry.

Ann Eliza continued to separate the pearl and horn buttons.

Suddenly she lifted her eyes and | ooked at him "Is she going to
di e?"

The doctor laid a kindly hand on hers. "W never say that,

M ss Bunner. Human skill works wonders--and at the hospital Ms.

Rarmy woul d have every chance."

"What is it? Wat's she dying of ?"

The doctor hesitated, seeking to substitute a popul ar phrase

for the scientific term nol ogy which rose to his lips.

"I want to know," Ann Eliza persisted

"Yes, of course; | understand. Well, your sister has had a
hard tine lately, and there is a conplication of causes, resulting

in consunption--rapid consunption. At the hospital--"

"I'l'l keep her here," said Ann Eliza quietly.



After the doctor had gone she went on for sone tinme sorting

the buttons; then she slipped the tray into its place on a shelf
behind the counter and went into the back room She found Evelina
propped upright against the pillows, a flush of agitation on her
cheeks. Ann Eliza pulled up the shaw which had slipped from her

sister's shoul ders.

"How | ong you' ve been! What's he been sayi ng?"

"Ch, he went |ong ago--he on'y stopped to give nme a
prescription. | was sorting out that tray of buttons. M ss

Mellins's girl got themall mixed up."

She felt Evelina's eyes upon her

"He nust have said something: what was it?"

"Wy, he said you'd have to be careful--and stay in bed--and

take this new nedicine he's given you."

"Did he say | was going to get well?"

"Wy, Evelinal

"What's the use, Ann Eliza? You can't deceive ne. |'ve just

been up to look at nyself in the glass; and | saw plenty of "emin
the hospital that |ooked |like me. They didn't get well, and

ain't going to." Her head dropped back. "It don't nmuch matter--

I'"mabout tired. On'y there's one thing--Ann Eliza--"

The el der sister drew near to the bed

"There's one thing | ain't told you. | didn't want to tel



you yet because | was afraid you might be sorry--but if he says |I'm
going to die |I've got to say it." She stopped to cough, and to Ann
Eliza it now seened as though every cough struck a minute fromthe

hours remai ning to her.

"Don't talk now-you're tired."

“I''ll be tireder to-norrow, | guess. And | want you should

know. Sit down close to ne--there."

Ann Eliza sat down in silence, stroking her shrunken hand.

"I"'ma Roman Catholic, Ann Eliza."

"Evel i na--oh, Evelina Bunner! A Roman Catholic--YOQU?

Oh, Evelina, did HE make you?"

Evel i na shook her head. "I guess he didn't have no religion;

he never spoke of it. But you see Ms. Hochmuller was a Catholic
and so when | was sick she got the doctor to send nme to a Roman
Catholic hospital, and the sisters was so good to ne there--and the
priest used to cone and talk to nme; and the things he said kep' nme

fromgoing crazy. He seemed to nake everything easier.”

"Ch, sister, how could you?" Ann Eliza wailed. She knew

little of the Catholic religion except that "Papists" believed in
it--initself a sufficient indictnent. Her spiritual rebellion had
not freed her fromthe formal part of her religious belief, and
apost asy had al ways seened to her one of the sins fromwhich the

pure in nmind avert their thoughts.

"And then when the baby was born," Evelina continued, "he

christened it right away, so it could go to heaven; and after that,



you see, | had to be a Catholic."

"l don't see--"

"Don't | have to be where the baby is? | couldn't ever ha
gone there if | hadn't been nmade a Catholic. Don't you understand

t hat ?"

Ann Eliza sat speechl ess, drawi ng her hand away. Once nore
she found herself shut out of Evelina' s heart, an exile from her

cl osest affections.

"I'"ve got to go where the baby is," Evelina feverishly

i nsi st ed.

Ann Eliza could think of nothing to say; she could only fee
that Evelina was dying, and dying as a stranger in her arns. Rany

and the day-old baby had parted her forever from her sister.

Evel i na began again. "If | get worse | want you to send for
a priest. Mss Mellins'll know where to send--she's got an aunt

that's a Catholic. Promse ne faithful you will."

"I promise," said Ann Eliza

After that they spoke no nore of the matter; but Ann Eliza now
understood that the little black bag about her sister's neck, which
she had innocently taken for a menento of Ramy, was sone ki nd of
sacril egious anulet, and her fingers shrank fromits contact when
she bathed and dressed Evelina. It seenmed to her the diabolica

instrunment of their estrangenent.

Xl



Spring had really come at last. There were |eaves on the
ail anthus-tree that Evelina could see fromher bed, gentle clouds
floated over it in the blue, and now and then the cry of a flower-

sel l er sounded fromthe street.

One day there was a shy knock on the back-room door, and

Johnny Hawkins came in with two yellowjonquils in his fist. He
was getting bigger and squarer, and his round freckl ed face was
growing into a smaller copy of his father's. He walked up to

Evelina and held out the flowers.

"They blew off the cart and the fellow said | could keep 'em

But you can have 'em" he announced.

Ann Eliza rose from her seat at the sew ng-nmachine and tried

to take the flowers fromhim

"They ain't for you; they're for her," he sturdily objected,

and Evelina held out her hand for the jonquils.

After Johnny had gone she |ay and | ooked at them wi thout

speaking. Ann Eliza, who had gone back to the machi ne, bent her
head over the seam she was stitching; the click, click, click of
the machi ne sounded in her ear like the tick of Rany's clock, and
it seened to her that life had gone backward, and that Evelina,
radi ant and foolish, had just come into the roomw th the yellow

flowers in her hand.

When at | ast she ventured to | ook up, she saw that her
sister's head had drooped against the pillow, and that she was
sl eeping quietly. Her relaxed hand still held the jonquils, but it

was evident that they had awakened no menories; she had dozed off



al nost as soon as Johnny had given themto her. The discovery gave
Ann Eliza a startled sense of the ruins that nust be piled upon her
past. "I don't believe | could have forgotten that day, though,"”

she said to herself. But she was glad that Evelina had forgotten

Evelina's di sease noved on along the usual course, now lifting

her on a brief wave of elation, now sinking her to new depths of
weakness. There was little to be done, and the doctor cane only at
| engthening intervals. On his way out he always repeated his first
friendly suggesti on about sending Evelina to the hospital; and Ann

Eli za al ways answered: "l guess we can nanhage."

The hours passed for her with the fierce rapidity that great

joy or anguish | ends them She went through the days with a
sternly smling precision, but she hardly knew what was happeni ng,
and when night-fall rel eased her fromthe shop, and she could carry
her work to Evelina's bedside, the same sense of unreality
acconpani ed her, and she still seenmed to be acconplishing a task

whose obj ect had escaped her nenory.

Once, when Evelina felt better, she expressed a desire to nake
sone artificial flowers, and Ann Eliza, deluded by this awakening
interest, got out the faded bundl es of stems and petals and the
little tools and spools of wire. But after a few minutes the work
dropped from Evelina's hands and she said: "I'Il wait until to-

nmorrow. "

She never agai n spoke of the flower-nmaking, but one day, after

wat ching Ann Eliza's |aboured attenpt to trima spring hat for Ms
Hawki ns, she denmanded inpatiently that the hat should be brought to
her, and in a trice had gal vanized the lifeless bow and given the

brimthe twist it needed.



These were rare gl eans; and nore frequent were the days of
speechl ess | assitude, when she lay for hours silently staring at
the wi ndow, shaken only by the hard incessant cough that sounded to

Ann Eliza like the hamering of nails into a coffin.

At length one norning Ann Eliza, starting up fromthe nmattress

at the foot of the bed, hastily called Mss Mellins down, and ran
t hrough the snoky dawn for the doctor. He cane back with her and
did what he could to give Evelina nonmentary relief; then he went
away, promising to look in again before night. Mss Mllins, her
head still covered with curl-papers, disappeared in his wake, and

when the sisters were al one Evelina beckoned to Ann Eliza.

"You prom sed," she whispered, grasping her sister's arm and

Ann Eliza understood. She had not yet dared to tell Mss Mllins
of Evelina's change of faith; it had seened even nore difficult
than borrowi ng the noney; but nowit had to be done. She ran

upstairs after the dress-maker and detai ned her on the | anding.

"Mss Mellins, can you tell nme where to send for a priest--a

Roman Catholic priest?”

"A priest, Mss Bunner?"

"Yes. M sister becane a Roman Catholic while she was away.
They were kind to her in her sickness--and now she wants a priest."

Ann Eliza faced Mss Mellins with unflinching eyes.

"My aunt Dugan'll know. 1'll run right round to her the

mnute | get nmy papers off," the dress-maker prom sed; and Ann

Eli za t hanked her

An hour or two later the priest appeared. Ann Eliza, who was

wat chi ng, saw hi m coning down the steps to the shop-door and went



to neet him His expression was kind, but she shrank from

his peculiar dress, and fromhis pale face with its bluish chin and
enignatic smle. Ann Eliza renmained in the shop. Mss Mllins's
girl had mixed the buttons again and she set herself to sort them
The priest stayed a long tine with Evelina. Wen he again carried
his enigmatic snmile past the counter, and Ann Eliza rejoined her
sister, Evelina was smiling with sonething of the same nystery; but

she did not tell her secret.

After that it seemed to Ann Eliza that the shop and the back

room no | onger belonged to her. It was as though she were there on
sufferance, indulgently tolerated by the unseen power which hovered
over Evelina even in the absence of its mnister. The priest cane
al nrost daily; and at last a day arrived when he was called to
adm ni ster sonme rite of which Ann Eliza but dinmy grasped the
sacranmental nmeaning. All she knew was that it nmeant that Evelina
was goi ng, and going, under this alien guidance, even farther from

her than to the dark places of death.

When the priest came, with sonething covered in his hands, she
crept into the shop, closing the door of the back roomto | eave him

al one with Evelina.

It was a warm afternoon in May, and the crooked ail anthus-tree
rooted in a fissure of the opposite pavenent was a fountain of
tender green. Women in |ight dresses passed with the languid step
of spring; and presently there cane a nan with a hand-cart full of
pansy and gerani um pl ants who stopped outside the w ndow,

signalling to Ann Eliza to buy.

An hour went by before the door of the back room opened and
the priest reappeared with that nysterious covered sonething in his

hands. Ann Eliza had risen, draw ng back as he passed. He had



doubt | ess di vined her antipathy, for he had hitherto only bowed in
going in and out; but to day he paused and | ooked at her

compassi onatel y.

"I have left your sister in a very beautiful state of mnd,"
he said in a low voice like a woman's. "She is full of spiritua

consol ati on. "

Ann Eliza was silent, and he bowed and went out. She hastened
back to Evelina's bed, and knelt down beside it. Evelina' s eyes
were very large and bright; she turned themon Ann Eliza with a

| ook of inner illum nation

"I shall see the baby," she said; then her eyelids fell and

she dozed

The doctor cane again at nightfall, adm nistering sone | ast
pal liatives; and after he had gone Ann Eliza, refusing to have her
vigil shared by Mss Mellins or Ms. Hawkins, sat down to keep

wat ch al one.

It was a very quiet night. Evelina never spoke or opened her
eyes, but in the still hour before dawn Ann Eliza saw that the
restl ess hand outside the bed-clothes had stopped its tw tching.

She stooped over and felt no breath on her sister's I|ips.

The funeral took place three days later. Evelina was buried
in Calvary Cenetery, the priest assunming the whole care of the
necessary arrangenents, while Ann Eliza, a passive spectator

beheld with stony indifference this |ast negation of her past.

A week afterward she stood in her bonnet and nantle in the

doorway of the little shop. |Its whole aspect had changed. Counter



and shel ves were bare, the wi ndow was stripped of its faniliar
m scellany of artificial flowers, note-paper, wire hat-franes, and
linp garments fromthe dyer's; and against the glass pane of the

doorway hung a sign: "This store to let."

Ann Eliza turned her eyes fromthe sign as she went out and

| ocked the door behind her. Evelina' s funeral had been very
expensi ve, and Ann Eliza, having sold her stock-in-trade and the
few articles of furniture that remained to her, was |eaving the
shop for the last time. She had not been able to buy any nourning,
but Mss Mellins had sewed sonme crape on her old black mantl e and
bonnet, and having no gl oves she slipped her bare hands under the

folds of the mantl e.

It was a beautiful nmorning, and the air was full of a warm
sunshi ne that had coaxed open nearly every wi ndow in the street,
and sunmoned to the wi ndowsills the sickly plants nurtured indoors
inwinter. Ann Eliza's way |ay westward, toward Broadway; but at
the corner she paused and | ooked back down the faniliar |ength of
the street. Her eyes rested a nmonment on the bl otched "Bunner

Si sters” above the enpty wi ndow of the shop; then they travelled on
to the overflowing foliage of the Square, above which was

the church tower with the dial that had marked the hours for the
sisters before Ann Eliza had bought the nickel clock. She |ooked
at it all as though it had been the scene of sone unknown life, of
whi ch the vague report had reached her: she felt for herself the
only renote pity that busy people accord to the m sfortunes which

come to them by hearsay.

She wal ked to Broadway and down to the office of the house-
agent to whom she had entrusted the sub-letting of the shop. She
left the key with one of his clerks, who took it fromher as if it

had been any one of a thousand others, and renmarked that the



weat her | ooked as if spring was really com ng; then she turned and
began to nove up the great thoroughfare, which was just begi nning

to wake to its nultitudi nous activities.

She wal ked | ess rapidly now, studying each shop wi ndow as she
passed, but not with the desultory eye of enjoynent: the watchfu
fixity of her gaze overl ooked everything but the object of its
quest. At length she stopped before a snmall w ndow wedged between
two manmot h buil di ngs, and di spl ayi ng, behind its shining plate-

gl ass festooned with nuslin, a varied assortment of sofa-cushions,
tea-cl oths, pen-wi pers, painted cal endars and ot her speci nmens of
femi nine industry. In a corner of the wi ndow she had read, on a
slip of paper pasted against the pane: "Wanted, a Sal esl ady,"” and
after studying the display of fancy articles beneath it, she gave

her mantle a twitch, straightened her shoul ders and went in.

Behi nd a counter crowded with pin-cushions, watch-hol ders and

other needlework trifles, a plunmp young woman with smooth hair sat
sewi ng bows of ribbon on a scrap basket. The little shop was about
the size of the one on which Ann Eliza had just closed the door

and it | ooked as fresh and gay and thriving as she and Evelina had
once dreaned of making Bunner Sisters. The friendly air of the

pl ace made her pluck up courage to speak

"Sal esl ady? Yes, we do want one. Have you any one to

recommend?" the young worman asked, not unkindly.

Ann Eliza hesitated, disconcerted by the unexpected question

and the other, cocking her head on one side to study the effect of
the bow she had just sewed on the basket, continued: "W can't
afford nore than thirty dollars a nonth, but the work is light.
She woul d be expected to do a little fancy sew ng between tines.

We want a bright girl: stylish, and pl easant nanners. You know



what | nean. Not over thirty, anyhow, and nice-looking. WII you

wite down the nane?"

Ann Eliza | ooked at her confusedly. She opened her lips to
expl ain, and then, w thout speaking, turned toward the crisply-

curtai ned door.

"Ain't you going to | eave the AD-dress?" the young wonan

called out after her. Ann Eliza went out into the thronged

street. The great city, under the fair spring sky, seened to throb
with the stir of innunerable beginnings. She wal ked on, | ooking

for another shop windoww th a signinit.

THE END.



