The House of Mrth

BY ED TH WHARTON

BOCK

Sel den paused in surprise. In the afternoon rush of the G and
Central Station his eyes had been refreshed by the sight of Mss

Lily Bart.

It was a Monday in early Septenber, and he was returning to his
work froma hurried dip into the country; but what was M ss Bart
doing in town at that season? If she had appeared to be catching
a train, he nmight have inferred that he had come on her in the
act of transition between one and another of the country-houses
whi ch di sputed her presence after the close of the Newport
season; but her desultory air perplexed him She stood apart from
the crowd, letting it drift by her to the platformor the street,
and wearing an air of irresolution which mght, as he surni sed,
be the nask of a very definite purpose. It struck himat once
that she was waiting for sone one, but he hardly knew why the

i dea arrested him There was not hing new about Lily Bart, yet he
coul d never see her without a faint novenent of interest: it was
characteristic of her that she al ways roused specul ati on, that

her sinplest acts seenmed the result of far-reaching intentions.

An inmpul se of curiosity made himturn out of his direct line to
the door, and stroll past her. He knew that if she did not w sh
to be seen she would contrive to elude him and it anused himto

think of putting her skill to the test.



"M . Selden--what good | uck!"

She cane forward sniling, eager alnost, in her resolve to
intercept him One or two persons, in brushing past them
lingered to | ook; for Mss Bart was a figure to arrest even the

suburban traveller rushing to his last train.

Sel den had never seen her nore radiant. Her vivid head, relieved
against the dull tints of the crowd, made her nore conspi cuous
than in a ball-room and under her dark hat and veil she regained
the girlish snoothness, the purity of tint, that she was
beginning to | ose after eleven years of late hours and

i ndef ati gabl e dancing. Was it really el even years, Selden found
hi nsel f wondering, and had she indeed reached the

ni ne-and-twentieth birthday with which her rivals credited her?

"What |uck!" she repeated. "How nice of you to come to ny

rescue!"

He responded joyfully that to do so was his mission in life, and

asked what formthe rescue was to take.

"Ch, al nbst any--even to sitting on a bench and talking to ne.
One sits out a cotillion--why not sit out a train? It isn't a bit
hotter here than in Ms. Van Gsburgh's conservatory--and sone of
the wonen are not a bit uglier." She broke off, laughing, to
expl ain that she had come up to town from Tuxedo, on her way to
the Gus Trenors' at Bellonont, and had missed the three-fifteen
train to Rhinebeck. "And there isn't another till half-past

five." She consulted the little jewelled watch anong her | aces.
"Just two hours to wait. And | don't know what to do with nyself.

My maid cane up this norning to do sonme shopping for ne, and was



to go on to Bellonont at one o' clock, and ny aunt's house is
closed, and | don't know a soul in town." She glanced plaintively
about the station. "It IS hotter than Ms. Van Gsburgh's, after
all. If you can spare the tinme, do take ne sonewhere for a breath

of air."

He declared hinmself entirely at her disposal: the adventure
struck himas diverting. As a spectator, he had al ways enjoyed
Lily Bart; and his course lay so far out of her orbit that it
anmused himto be drawn for a noment into the sudden intinmacy

whi ch her proposal inplied.

"Shall we go over to Sherry's for a cup of tea?"

She smil ed assentingly, and then nade a slight grimace.

"So many people come up to town on a Monday--one is sure to neet
a lot of bores. I"'mas old as the hills, of course, and it ought
not to nake any difference; but if I'Mold enough, you're not,k"
she objected gaily. "I'mdying for tea--but isn't there a quieter

pl ace?"

He answered her snile, which rested on himvividly. Her

di scretions interested himal nost as nmuch as her inprudences: he
was so sure that both were part of the sanme carefully-el aborated
plan. In judging Mss Bart, he had al ways nade use of the

"argunment from design."

"The resources of New York are rather neagre," he said; "but 'l
find a hansomfirst, and then we'll invent sonething."He |ed her

through the throng of returning holiday-nakers, past sall owfaced
girls in preposterous hats, and flat-chested wonmen struggling

wi th paper bundles and pal mleaf fans. WAs it possible that she

bel onged to the sanme race? The dinginess, the crudity of this



aver age section of wormanhood rmade hi m feel how highly

speci al i zed she was.

A rapid shower had cooled the air, and clouds still hung

refreshingly over the noist street.

"How delicious! Let us walk a little," she said as they energed

fromthe station.

They turned into Madi son Avenue and began to stroll northward. As
she noved beside him with her long Iight step, Selden was

consci ous of taking a |uxurious pleasure in her nearness: in the
nodel ling of her little ear, the crisp upward wave of her
hair--was it ever so slightly brightened by art?--and the thick
pl anti ng of her straight black | ashes. Everything about her was
at once vigorous and exquisite, at once strong and fine. He had a
confused sense that she nust have cost a great deal to nmake, that
a great many dull and ugly people nust, in sone nysterious way,
have been sacrificed to produce her. He was aware that the
qualities distinguishing her fromthe herd of her sex were
chiefly external: as though a fine glaze of beauty and
fasti di ousness had been applied to vulgar clay. Yet the anal ogy
left himunsatisfied, for a coarse texture will not take a high
finish; and was it not possible that the nmaterial was fine, but

that circunmstance had fashioned it into a futile shape?

As he reached this point in his speculations the sun canme out,
and her lifted parasol cut off his enjoynent. A nonment or two

| ater she paused with a sigh.

"Ch, dear, I'mso hot and thirsty--and what a hi deous pl ace New
York is!" She | ooked despairingly up and down the dreary

thoroughfare. "Qther cities put on their best clothes in sumer,



but New York seens to sit in its shirtsleeves." Her eyes wandered
down one of the side-streets. "Sonmeone has had the hunmanity to

plant a few trees over there. Let us go into the shade.”

"I amglad ny street neets with your approval,"” said Selden as

they turned the corner

"Your street? Do you live here?"

She glanced with interest along the new brick and |i nestone
house-fronts, fantastically varied in obedience to the American
craving for novelty, but fresh and inviting with their awni ngs

and fl ower-boxes.

"Ah, yes--to be sure: THE BENEDI CK. What a ni ce-| ooki ng buil di ng!

I don't think |I've ever seen it before." She | ooked across at the
flat-house with its marble porch and pseudo- Georgi an facade.

"Whi ch are your wi ndows? Those with the awni ngs down?"

"On the top floor--yes."

"And that nice little balcony is yours? How cool it |ooks up

t here!"

He paused a nonment. "Cone up and see," he suggested. "l can give

you a cup of tea in no time--and you won't meet any bores.™

Her col our deepened--she still had the art of blushing at the
right time--but she took the suggestion as lightly as it was

made.

"Why not? It's too tenpting--1'11 take the risk," she declared.

"Ch, |'mnot dangerous,"” he said in the sane key. In truth, he



had never liked her as well as at that noment. He knew she had
accepted without afterthought: he could never be a factor in her
calculations, and there was a surprise, a refreshment alnost, in

the spontaneity of her consent.

On the threshold he paused a nmonent, feeling for his |atchkey.

"There's no one here; but | have a servant who is supposed to
come in the nornings, and it's just possible he may have put out

the tea-things and provided some cake.”

He ushered her into a slip of a hall hung with old prints. She
noticed the letters and notes heaped on the tabl e anong his

gl oves and sticks; then she found herself in a small library,
dark but cheerful, with its walls of books, a pleasantly faded
Turkey rug, a littered desk and, as he had foretold, a tea-tray
on a low table near the wi ndow. A breeze had sprung up, swaying
inward the nmuslin curtains, and bringing a fresh scent of

m gnonette and petunias fromthe fl ower-box on the bal cony.

Lily sank with a sigh into one of the shabby | eather chairs.

"How delicious to have a place like this all to one's self! Wat

a mserable thing it is to be a woman." She | eaned back in a

| uxury of discontent.

Sel den was rummagi ng in a cupboard for the cake.

"Even wonen," he said, "have been known to enjoy the privileges

of aflat."”

"Ch, governesses--or w dows. But not girls--not poor, niserable,

marriageable girls!™



"I even know a girl who lives in a flat."

She sat up in surprise. "You do?"

"I do," he assured her, energing fromthe cupboard with the

sought - f or cake.

"Ch, | know-you nean Gerty Farish.” She smiled a little

unki ndly. "But | said MARRI AGEABLE--and besi des, she has a horrid
little place, and no maid, and such queer things to eat. Her cook
does the washing and the food tastes of soap. | should hate that,

you know. "

"You shouldn't dine with her on wash-days," said Selden, cutting

t he cake.

They both | aughed, and he knelt by the table to light the | anmp
under the kettle, while she neasured out the tea into a little
tea-pot of green glaze. As he watched her hand, polished as a bit
of old ivory, with its slender pink nails, and the sapphire
bracel et slipping over her wist, he was struck with the irony of
suggesting to her such a life as his cousin Gertrude Farish had
chosen. She was so evidently the victimof the civilization which
had produced her, that the links of her bracelet seened |like

manacl es chaining her to her fate.

She seened to read his thought. "It was horrid of nme to say that
of Gerty," she said with charming conpunction. "I forgot she was
your cousin. But we're so different, you know she |ikes being

good, and | |ike being happy. And besides, she is free and I am
not. If | were, | daresay | could nanage to be happy even in her
flat. It nmust be pure bliss to arrange the furniture just as one

likes, and give all the horrors to the ash-man. |If | could only



do over ny aunt's drawi ng-room | know | should be a better

woman.

"I's it so very bad?" he asked synpathetically.

She sniled at him across the tea-pot which she was holding up to

be filled.

"That shows how sel dom you cone there. Wiy don't you cone

of t ener ?"

"When | do cone, it's not to look at Ms. Peniston's furniture."

"Nonsense," she said. "You don't cone at all--and yet we get on

so well when we neet."

"Perhaps that's the reason,” he answered pronptly. "lI'mafraid
haven't any cream you know-shall you mnd a slice of |enobn

i nst ead?"

"I shall like it better." She waited while he cut the | enbn and
dropped a thin disk into her cup. "But that is not the reason,"”

she i nsi st ed.

"The reason for what?"

"For your never coming." She |eaned forward with a shade of
perplexity in her charming eyes. "I wish | knew-I wish | could
make you out. O course | know there are nen who don't |ike
me--one can tell that at a glance. And there are others who are

afraid of me: they think | want to marry them" She sniled up at

hi m frankly.

"But | don't think you dislike me--and you can't possibly think



want to marry you."

"No--1 absol ve you of that," he agreed.

"Well, then---?"

He had carried his cup to the fireplace, and stood | eaning

agai nst the chi mey-pi ece and | ooki ng down on her with an air of

i ndol ent anusenent. The provocation in her eyes increased his
anusenent - - he had not supposed she woul d waste her powder on such
smal | gane; but perhaps she was only keeping her hand in; or
perhaps a girl of her type had no conversation but of the
personal kind. At any rate, she was amazingly pretty, and he had

asked her to tea and nust live up to his obligations.

"Well, then," he said with a plunge, "perhaps THAT'S the reason."

"What ?"

"The fact that you don't want to marry nme. Perhaps | don't regard
it as such a strong inducenment to go and see you." He felt
a slight shiver down his spine as he ventured this, but her |augh

reassured him

"Dear M. Selden, that wasn't worthy of you. It's stupid of you
to nmake love to ne, and it isn't like you to be stupid.” She

| eaned back, sipping her tea with an air so enchantingly judicia
that, if they had been in her aunt's draw ng-room he night

al rost have tried to disprove her deduction

"Don't you see," she continued, "that there are nen enough to say
pl easant things to ne, and that what | want is a friend who won't
be afraid to say disagreeable ones when | need thenf? Sonetines |

have fancied you mght be that friend--1 don't know why, except



that you are neither a prig nor a bounder, and that | shouldn't
have to pretend with you or be on ny guard agai nst you." Her
voi ce had dropped to a note of seriousness, and she sat gazing up

at himwith the troubled gravity of a child.

"You don't know how nmuch | need such a friend," she said. "W
aunt is full of copy-book axions, but they were all meant to
apply to conduct in the early fifties. | always feel that to |ive
up to them would include wearing book-muslin wth gigot sleeves.
And the other wonen--ny best friends--well, they use nme or abuse
me; but they don't care a straw what happens to ne. |'ve been
about too long--people are getting tired of nme; they are

beginning to say | ought to marry."

There was a nmonent's pause, during which Selden neditated one or
two replies calculated to add a nonentary zest to the situation
but he rejected themin favour of the sinple question: "Well, why

don't you?"

She col oured and | aughed. "Ah, | see you ARE a friend after all,

and that is one of the disagreeable things | was asking for."

"I't wasn't neant to be disagreeable,” he returned am cably.

"I'sn't marriage your vocation? Isn't it what you' re all brought

up for?"

She sighed. "I suppose so. What else is there?”

"Exactly. And so why not take the plunge and have it over?”

She shrugged her shoul ders. "You speak as if | ought to marry the

first man who cane al ong."



"I didn't nmean to inply that you are as hard put to it as
that. But there nust be sone one with the requisite

qualifications.”

She shook her head wearily. "I threw away one or two good chances
when | first cane out--1 suppose every girl does; and you know I
am horribly poor--and very expensive. | nust have a great deal of
nmoney. "

Sel den had turned to reach for a cigarette-box on the

mant el pi ece.

"What ' s becone of Dillworth?" he asked.

"Ch, his nother was frightened--she was afraid | should have al
the famly jewels reset. And she wanted ne to pronise that |

woul dn't do over the draw ng-room"”

"The very thing you are marrying for!"

"Exactly. So she packed himoff to India."

"Hard | uck--but you can do better than Dillworth."

He offered the box, and she took out three or four cigarettes,
putting one between her lips and slipping the others into a

little gold case attached to her |ong pearl chain.

"Have | tine? Just a whiff, then." She | eaned forward, holding
the tip of her cigarette to his. As she did so, he noted, with a

purely inpersonal enjoynent, how evenly the black |ashes were set

in her smooth white |lids, and how the purplish shade beneath them

melted into the pure pallour of the cheek



She began to saunter about the room examni ning the bookshel ves
between the puffs of her cigarette-snoke. Sone of the vol umes had
the ripe tints of good tooling and old norocco, and her eyes
lingered on them caressingly, not with the appreciation of the
expert, but with the pleasure in agreeabl e tones and textures
that was one of her innbst susceptibilities. Suddenly her
expressi on changed from desultory enjoynment to active conjecture,

and she turned to Selden with a question.

"You collect, don't you--you know about first editions and

t hi ngs?"

"As nuch as a nman nmay who has no noney to spend. Now and then
pi ck up sonmething in the rubbish heap; and | go and | ook on at

the big sales.™

She had agai n addressed herself to the shelves, but her eyes now
swept theminattentively, and he saw that she was preoccupi ed

with a new i dea.

"And Anericana--do you collect Americana?"

Sel den stared and | aughed.

"No, that's rather out of ny line. I"'mnot really a collector
you see; | sinply like to have good editions of the books I am
fond of."

She made a slight grimace. "And Anericana are horribly dull, |

suppose?”

"I should fancy so--except to the historian. But your rea

collector values a thing for its rarity. | don't suppose the



buyers of Anericana sit up reading themall night--old Jefferson

Gyce certainly didn't."

She was listening with keen attention. "And yet they fetch

fabul ous prices, don't they? It seens so odd to want to pay a | ot
for an ugly badly-printed book that one is never going to read!
And | suppose nobst of the owners of Anericana are not historians

ei ther?"

"No; very few of the historians can afford to buy them They have
to use those in the public libraries or in private collections.
It seems to be the nmere rarity that attracts the average

collector.™

He had seated hinself on an armof the chair near which she was
standi ng, and she continued to question him asking which were
the rarest vol unmes, whether the Jefferson Gyce collection was
really considered the finest in the world, and what was the

| argest price ever fetched by a single vol une.

It was so pleasant to sit there | ooking up at her, as she lifted
now one book and then another fromthe shelves, fluttering the
pages between her fingers, while her drooping profile was
outlined agai nst the warm background of old bindings, that he
tal ked on without pausing to wonder at her sudden interest in so
unsuggestive a subject. But he could never be |long with her
without trying to find a reason for what she was doi ng, and as
she replaced his first edition of La Bruyere and turned away from
t he bookcases, he began to ask hinself what she had been driving
at. Her next question was not of a nature to enlighten him She
paused before himwith a snmile which seemed at once designed to
admt himto her famliarity, and to rem nd himof the

restrictions it inposed.



"Don't you ever mind," she asked suddenly, "not being rich enough

to buy all the books you want?"

He foll owed her glance about the room with its worn furniture

and shabby wall s.

"Don't | just? Do you take ne for a saint on a pillar?"

"And having to work--do you mnd that?"

"Ch, the work itself is not so bad--I"mrather fond of the |aw."

"No; but the being tied down: the routine--don't you ever want to

get away, to see new places and peopl e?"

"Horribly--especially when | see all ny friends rushing to the

st eaner.”

She drew a synpathetic breath. "But do you m nd enough--to marry

to get out of it?"

Sel den broke into a |augh. "God forbid!" he decl ared.

She rose with a sigh, tossing her cigarette into the grate.

"Ah, there's the difference--a girl nust, a man may if he

chooses." She surveyed himcritically. "Your coat's a little
shabby--but who cares? It doesn't keep people from asking you to
dine. If |I were shabby no one would have nme: a wonman i s asked out
as much for her clothes as for herself. The clothes are the
background, the frame, if you like: they don't make success, but
they are a part of it. Wi wants a dingy wonan? We are expected

to be pretty and well-dressed till we drop--and if we can't keep

it up alone, we have to go into partnership.”



Sel den gl anced at her with anusenent: it was inpossible, even

with her lovely eyes inploring him to take a sentinmental view of

her case.

"Ah, well, there nust be plenty of capital on the |ook-out for
such an investnent. Perhaps you'll neet your fate tonight at the
Trenors'."

She returned his |l ook interrogatively.

"I thought you m ght be going there--oh, not in that capacity!
But there are to be a lot of your set--Gmen Van Gsburgh, the

Wet heral |l s, Lady Cressida Raith--and the George Dorsets."

She paused a nonent before the |ast nane, and shot a query

t hrough her |ashes; but he renained inperturbable.

"Ms. Trenor asked ne; but |I can't get away till the end of the

week; and those big parties bore me."

"Ah, so they do ne," she excl ai ned.

"Then why go?"

"It's part of the business--you forget! And besides, if | didn't,

| shoul d be playing bezique with nmy aunt at Richfield Springs."

"That's al nost as bad as narrying Dillworth," he agreed, and they

bot h | aughed for pure pleasure in their sudden intinmacy.

She gl anced at the cl ock.

"Dear ne! | nust be off. It's after five."



She paused before the mantel pi ece, studying herself in the mrror
whil e she adjusted her veil. The attitude reveal ed the | ong sl ope
of her slender sides, which gave a kind of w | d-wod grace to her
outline--as though she were a captured dryad subdued to the
conventions of the drawi ng-roon and Selden reflected that it was
the sane streak of sylvan freedomin her nature that |ent such

savour to her artificiality.

He foll owed her across the roomto the entrance-hall; but on the

threshol d she held out her hand with a gesture of |eave-taking.

"I't's been delightful; and now you will have to return nmy visit."

"But don't you want nme to see you to the station?"

"No; good bye here, please.”

She I et her hand lie in his a noment, smiling up at hi m adorably.

"CGood bye, then--and good |uck at Bellonont!" he said, opening

t he door for her.

On the I andi ng she paused to | ook about her. There were a

t housand chances to one agai nst her neeting anybody, but one
could never tell, and she always paid for her rare indiscretions
by a violent reaction of prudence. There was no one in sight,
however, but a char-woman who was scrubbing the stairs. Her own
stout person and its surrounding inplenents took up so rmuch room
that Lily, to pass her, had to gather up her skirts and brush
against the wall. As she did so, the wonman paused in her work and
| ooked up curiously, resting her clenched red fists on the

wet cloth she had just drawn from her pail. She had a broad



sallow face, slightly pitted with small-pox, and thin

straw col oured hair through which her scal p shone unpl easantly.

"I beg your pardon," said Lily, intending by her politeness to

convey a criticismof the other's manner

The woman, wi thout answering, pushed her pail aside, and
continued to stare as Mss Bart swept by with a nurnur of silken
linings. Lily felt herself flushing under the | ook. Wat did the
creature suppose? Could one never do the sinplest, the nost

harm ess thing, w thout subjecting one's self to sone odi ous
conjecture? Half way down the next flight, she snmled to think
that a char-woman's stare should so perturb her. The poor thing
was probably dazzl ed by such an unwonted apparition. But VERE
such apparitions unwonted on Selden's stairs? Mss Bart was not
famliar with the noral code of bachelors' flat-houses, and her
colour rose again as it occurred to her that the wonan's

persi stent gaze inplied a gropi ng anong past associ ations. But
she put aside the thought with a snmle at her own fears, and
hast ened downward, wondering if she should find a cab short of

Fifth Avenue.

Under the Georgi an porch she paused again, scanning the street
for a hansom None was in sight, but as she reached the sidewal k
she ran against a small gl ossy-1ooking man with a gardenia in his

coat, who raised his hat with a surprised exclamation.

"Mss Bart? Well--of all people! This IS luck," he declared; and
she caught a twi nkle of anmused curiosity between his screwed-up

lids.

"Ch, M. Rosedal e--how are you?" she said, perceiving that the
i rrepressible annoyance on her face was reflected in the sudden

intimacy of his smle.



M . Rosedal e stood scanning her with interest and approval. He
was a plunp rosy man of the blond Jewi sh type, with smart London
clothes fitting himlike uphol stery, and small sidel ong eyes

whi ch gave himthe air of appraising people as if they were
bric-a-brac. He glanced up interrogatively at the porch of the

Benedi ck.

"Been up to town for a little shopping, | suppose?’ he said, in a

tone which had the famliarity of a touch

M ss Bart shrank fromit slightly, and then flung herself into

precipitate explanations.

"Yes--1 came up to see mny dress-maker. | amjust on nmy way to

catch the train to the Trenors'."

"Ah--your dress-maker; just so," he said blandly. "I didn't know

there were any dress-nakers in the Benedick."

"The Benedi ck?" She | ooked gently puzzled. "Is that the nane of

thi s buil di ng?"

"Yes, that's the name: | believe it's an old word for bachel or
isn'"t it? | happen to own the building--that's the way | know. "
H's smle deepened as he added with increasing assurance: "But
you must let me take you to the station. The Trenors are at
Bel | onont, of course? You' ve barely tinme to catch the five-forty.

The dress-maker kept you waiting, | suppose.”

Lily stiffened under the pleasantry.

"Ch, thanks," she stammered; and at that nonent her eye caught a

hansom drifting down Madi son Avenue, and she hailed it with a



desperate gesture.

"You're very kind; but | couldn't think of troubling you," she
sai d, extending her hand to M. Rosedal e; and heedl ess of his
protestations, she sprang into the rescuing vehicle, and called

out a breathless order to the driver

In the hansom she | eaned back with a sigh. Wiy nust a girl pay so
dearly for her |east escape fromroutine? Wiy coul d one never do
a natural thing without having to screen it behind a structure of
artifice? She had yielded to a passing inpulse in going to
Lawrence Selden's roons, and it was so sel domthat she could

all ow hersel f the luxury of an inpulse! This one, at any rate,
was going to cost her rather nore than she could afford. She was
vexed to see that, in spite of so many years of vigilance, she
had bl undered twice within five mnutes. That stupid story about
her dress-naker was bad enough--it would have been so sinple to
tell Rosedal e that she had been taking tea with Sel den! The nere
statement of the fact would have rendered it innocuous. But,
after having let herself be surprised in a fal sehood, it was
doubly stupid to snub the witness of her disconfiture. If she had
had the presence of mnd to | et Rosedale drive her to the
station, the concession mght have purchased his silence. He had
his race's accuracy in the appraisal of values, and to be seen
wal ki ng down the platformat the crowded afternoon hour in the
conmpany of Mss Lily Bart would have been noney in his pocket, as
he m ght hinself have phrased it. He knew, of course, that there
woul d be a | arge house-party at Bellonont, and the possibility of
bei ng taken for one of Ms. Trenor's guests was doubtl ess
included in his calculations. M. Rosedale was still at a stage
in his social ascent when it was of inportance to produce such

i mpr essi ons.



The provoking part was that Lily knew all this--knew how easy it
woul d have been to silence himon the spot, and how difficult it
m ght be to do so afterward. M. Sinon Rosedal e was a nan who
made it his business to know everything about every one, whose

i dea of showing hinself to be at honme in society was to display
an inconvenient famliarity with the habits of those with whom he
wi shed to be thought intimate. Lily was sure that within
twenty-four hours the story of her visiting her dress-nmaker at
the Benedi ck would be in active circul ation anbng M. Rosedal e's
acquai ntances. The worst of it was that she had al ways snubbed
and ignored him On his first appearance--when her

i mprovi dent cousin, Jack Stepney, had obtained for him(in return
for favours too easily guessed) a card to one of the vast

i mper sonal Van Gsburgh "crushes"--Rosedale, with that m xture of
artistic sensibility and busi ness astuteness which characterizes
his race, had instantly gravitated toward M ss Bart. She
understood his notives, for her own course was guided by as nice
cal cul ations. Training and experience had taught her to be
hospitabl e to newconers, since the nost unprom sing night be
useful later on, and there were plenty of avail able OUBLI ETTES to
swal low themif they were not. But sone intuitive repugnance,
getting the better of years of social discipline, had nade her
push M. Rosedale into his OUBLIETTE without a trial. He had |eft
behind only the ripple of amusenent which his speedy despatch had
caused anong her friends; and though later (to shift the

met aphor) he reappeared | ower down the stream it was only in

fleeting glinpses, with | ong subnergences between.

Hitherto Lily had been undi sturbed by scruples. In her little set
M . Rosedal e had been pronounced "inpossible," and Jack Stepney
roundly snubbed for his attenpt to pay his debts in dinner
invitations. Even Ms. Trenor, whose taste for variety had | ed

her into some hazardous experinments, resisted Jack's attenpts to



di sguise M. Rosedale as a novelty, and declared that he was the
same little Jew who had been served up and rejected at the socia
board a dozen tinmes within her nmenory; and while Judy Trenor was
obdurate there was small chance of M. Rosedal e's penetrating
beyond the outer linbo of the Van Gsburgh crushes. Jack gave up
the contest with a laughing "You'll see," and, sticking manfully
to his guns, showed hinself with Rosedal e at the fashionable
restaurants, in conpany with the personally vivid if socially
obscure | adi es who are avail able for such purposes. But the
attenpt had hitherto been vain, and as Rosedal e undoubtedly paid

for the dinners, the | augh remained with his debtor

M. Rosedale, it will be seen, was thus far not a factor to be
feared--unl ess one put one's self in his power. And this was
precisely what Mss Bart had done. Her clunmsy fib had let himsee
that she had sonmething to conceal; and she was sure he had a
score to settle with her. Something in his snile told her

he had not forgotten. She turned fromthe thought with a little
shiver, but it hung on her all the way to the station, and dogged
her down the platformwith the persistency of M. Rosedal e

hi nsel f.

She had just tine to take her seat before the train started; but
havi ng arranged herself in her corner with the instinctive
feeling for effect which never forsook her, she glanced about in
the hope of seeing sone other nmenber of the Trenors' party. She
wanted to get away from herself, and conversation was the only

means of escape that she knew

Her search was rewarded by the discovery of a very blond young
man with a soft reddi sh beard, who, at the other end of the
carriage, appeared to be dissenbling hinself behind an unfol ded

newspaper. Lily's eye brightened, and a faint smle relaxed the



drawn |ines of her nouth. She had known that M. Percy Gyce was
to be at Bell onont, but she had not counted on the |uck of having
himto herself in the train; and the fact bani shed all perturbing
t houghts of M. Rosedal e. Perhaps, after all, the day was to end

nmore favourably than it had begun.

She began to cut the pages of a novel, tranquilly studying her
prey through downcast | ashes while she organi zed a nethod of
attack. Sonething in his attitude of conscious absorption told
her that he was aware of her presence: no one had ever been quite
so engrossed in an eveni ng paper! She guessed that he was too shy
to come up to her, and that she would have to devi se sone neans
of approach which should not appear to be an advance on her part.
It anmused her to think that any one as rich as M. Percy Gyce
shoul d be shy; but she was gifted with treasures of indul gence
for such idiosyncrasies, and besides, his timdity mght serve
her purpose better than too nuch assurance. She had the art of
giving self-confidence to the enbarrassed, but she was not

equal ly sure of being able to enmbarrass the self-confident.

She waited till the train had energed fromthe tunnel and was
raci ng between the ragged edges of the northern suburbs. Then, as
it lowered its speed near Yonkers, she rose from her seat and
drifted slowy down the carriage. As she passed M. Gyce, the
train gave a lurch, and he was aware of a sl ender hand gri pping
the back of his chair. He rose with a start, his ingenuous

face | ooking as though it had been dipped in crinson: even the
reddish tint in his beard seened to deepen. The train swayed

again, alnost flinging Mss Bart into his arns.

She steadi ed herself with a | augh and drew back; but he was
envel oped in the scent of her dress, and his shoul der had felt

her fugitive touch



"Ch, M. Gyce, isit you? I'mso sorry--1 was trying to find the

porter and get sone tea."

She held out her hand as the train resuned its |evel rush, and

they stood exchanging a few words in the aisle. Yes--he was going
to Bellonont. He had heard she was to be of the party--he bl ushed
again as he admtted it. And was he to be there for a whol e week?

How del i ght ful !

But at this point one or two bel ated passengers fromthe | ast
station forced their way into the carriage, and Lily had to

retreat to her seat

"The chair next to mne is enpty--do take it," she said over her
shoul der; and M. Gyce, with considerabl e enbarrassnent,
succeeded in effecting an exchange which enabled himto transport

hi nsel f and his bags to her side.

"Ah--and here is the porter, and perhaps we can have sone tea."

She signalled to that official, and in a nonent, with the ease
that seened to attend the fulfilnment of all her wishes, alittle
tabl e had been set up between the seats, and she had hel ped M.

G yce to bestow his encunbering properties beneath it.

When the tea canme he watched her in silent fascination while her
hands flitted above the tray, |ooking mraculously fine and

sl ender in contrast to the coarse china and |unpy bread. It
seenmed wonderful to himthat any one should performw th such

carel ess ease the difficult task of nmaking tea in public in a



lurching train. He would never have dared to order it for

hi msel f, lest he should attract the notice of his

fell ow passengers; but, secure in the shelter of her

conspi cuousness, he sipped the inky draught with a delicious

sense of exhilaration.

Lily, with the flavour of Selden's caravan tea on her lips, had
no great fancy to drown it in the railway brew which seenmed such
nectar to her conpanion; but, rightly judging that one of

the charns of tea is the fact of drinking it together, she
proceeded to give the last touch to M. Gyce's enjoynent by

smling at himacross her lifted cup

"I's it quite right--1 haven't nade it too strong?" she asked
solicitously; and he replied with conviction that he had never

tasted better tea.

"I daresay it is true," she reflected; and her inmagination was
fired by the thought that M. Gyce, who night have sounded the
dept hs of the nost conpl ex self-indul gence, was perhaps actually

taking his first journey alone with a pretty wonman.

It struck her as providential that she should be the instrunent
of his initiation. Sone girls would not have known how to nanage
him They woul d have over-enphasi zed the novelty of the
adventure, trying to make himfeel in it the zest of an escapade.
But Lily's nmethods were nore delicate. She remenbered that her
cousin Jack Stepney had once defined M. Gyce as the young man
who had prom sed his nother never to go out in the rain wthout
hi s overshoes; and acting on this hint, she resolved to inpart a
gently donestic air to the scene, in the hope that her comnpanion
i nstead of feeling that he was doi ng sonethi ng reckl ess or
unusual , would nerely be led to dwell on the advantage of al ways

havi ng a conpanion to make one's tea in the train.



But in spite of her efforts, conversation flagged after the tray
had been renoved, and she was driven to take a fresh measurenent
of M. Gyce's linitations. It was not, after all, opportunity
but imagi nation that he | acked: he had a nental palate which
woul d never learn to distinguish between railway tea and nectar.
There was, however, one topic she could rely on: one spring that
she had only to touch to set his sinple nmachinery in notion. She
had refrained fromtouching it because it was a | ast resource,
and she had relied on other arts to stimnulate other sensations;
but as a settled | ook of dul ness began to creep over his candid

features, she saw that extrene neasures were necessary.

"And how," she said, |leaning forward, "are you getting on with

your Anericana?"

H s eye becane a degree | ess opaque: it was as though an
incipient filmhad been renoved fromit, and she felt the pride

of a skilful operator

"I've got a few new things," he said, suffused with pleasure, but
I owering his voice as though he feared his fell ow passengers

m ght be in | eague to despoil him

She returned a synpathetic enquiry, and gradually he was drawn on
to talk of his latest purchases. It was the one subject which
enabled himto forget hinmself, or allowed him rather, to
remenber hinself w thout constraint, because he was at hone in
it, and could assert a superiority that there were fewto

di spute. Hardly any of his acquaintances cared for Americana, or
knew anyt hi ng about thenm and the consciousness of this ignorance
threw M. Gyce's know edge into agreeable relief. The only

difficulty was to introduce the topic and to keep it to the



front; nost people showed no desire to have their ignorance
di spelled, and M. Gyce was |like a nmerchant whose warehouses are

crammed with an unmar ket abl e commodity.

But Mss Bart, it appeared, really did want to know about

Aneri cana; and noreover, she was already sufficiently inforned to
make the task of farther instruction as easy as it was agreeabl e.
She questioned himintelligently, she heard hi m subm ssively;

and, prepared for the | ook of |assitude which usually crept over
his listeners' faces, he grew el oquent under her receptive gaze.
The "points" she had had the presence of mnd to glean from

Sel den, in anticipation of this very contingency, were serving
her to such good purpose that she began to think her visit to him
had been the | uckiest incident of the day. She had once nore
shown her talent for profiting by the unexpected, and dangerous
theories as to the advisability of yielding to inpulse were

germ nating under the surface of smling attention which she

continued to present to her conpanion.

M. Gyce's sensations, if less definite, were equally agreeabl e.
He felt the confused titillation with which the | ower organi sns
wel come the gratification of their needs, and all his senses
floundered in a vague wel | -being, through which Mss Bart's

personality was dinmy but pleasantly perceptible.

M. Gyce's interest in Arericana had not originated with
hinself: it was inpossible to think of himas evolving any taste
of his own. An uncle had left hima collection already noted
anmong bi bl i ophiles; the existence of the collection was

the only fact that had ever shed glory on the name of Gryce, and
t he nephew took as nuch pride in his inheritance as though it had
been his own work. |Indeed, he gradually came to regard it as

such, and to feel a sense of personal conplacency when he chanced



on any reference to the Gryce Anericana. Anxious as he was to
avoi d personal notice, he took, in the printed mention of his
nane, a pleasure so exquisite and excessive that it seemed a

conmpensation for his shrinking frompublicity.

To enjoy the sensation as often as possible, he subscribed to al
the reviews dealing with book-collecting in general, and Anmerican
history in particular, and as allusions to his |library abounded
in the pages of these journals, which forned his only readi ng, he
came to regard hinself as figuring pronminently in the public eye,
and to enjoy the thought of the interest which would be excited
if the persons he net in the street, or sat anong in travelling,
were suddenly to be told that he was the possessor of the Gyce

Anmeri cana.

Most timdities have such secret conpensations, and Mss Bart was
di scerni ng enough to know that the inner vanity is generally in
proportion to the outer self-depreciation. Wth a nore confident
person she woul d not have dared to dwell so Iong on one topic, or
to show such exaggerated interest in it; but she had rightly
guessed that M. Gyce's egoismwas a thirsty soil, requiring
constant nurture fromw thout. Mss Bart had the gift of

foll owi ng an undercurrent of thought while she appeared to be
sailing on the surface of conversation; and in this case her
ment al excursion took the formof a rapid survey of M. Percy

G yce's future as conbined with her owmn. The Gryces were from

Al bany, and but lately introduced to the nmetropolis, where the
nmot her and son had come, after old Jefferson Gryce's death, to

t ake possessi on of his house in Madi son Avenue--an appalling
house, all brown stone wi thout and bl ack walnut within, with the
Gyce library in a fire-proof annex that |ooked |ike a mausol eum
Lily, however, knew all about them young M. Gyce's arrival had

fluttered the maternal breasts of New York, and when a girl has



no nother to palpitate for her she nmust needs be on the alert for
herself. Lily, therefore, had not only contrived to put herself
in the young man's way, but had nade the acquai ntance of

Ms. Gyce, a nonunental woman with the voice of a pulpit orator
and a m nd preoccupied with the iniquities of her servants, who
came sonetimes to sit with Ms. Peniston and learn fromthat |ady
how she managed to prevent the kitchen-maid' s snmuggling groceries
out of the house. Ms. Gyce had a kind of inpersona

benevol ence: cases of individual need she regarded with
suspi ci on, but she subscribed to Institutions when their annua
reports showed an inpressive surplus. Her donmestic duties were
mani fold, for they extended fromfurtive inspections of the
servants' bedroonms to unannounced descents to the cellar; but she
had never allowed herself many pleasures. Once, however, she had
had a special edition of the SarumRule printed in rubric and
presented to every clergyman in the diocese; and the gilt al bum
in which their letters of thanks were pasted formed the chief

ornanent of her draw ng-roomtable.

Percy had been brought up in the principles which so excellent a
worman was sure to inculcate. Every form of prudence and suspicion
had been grafted on a nature originally reluctant and cauti ous,
with the result that it would have seemed hardly needful for Ms
Gryce to extract his pronise about the overshoes, so little
likely was he to hazard hinself abroad in the rain. After
attaining his magjority, and comng into the fortune which the
late M. Gryce had nmade out of a patent device for excluding
fresh air fromhotels, the young man continued to live with his
nmot her in Al bany; but on Jefferson Gyce's death, when anot her

| arge property passed into her son's hands, Ms. Gyce thought
that what she called his "interests" demanded his presence in New
York. She accordingly installed herself in the Madi son Avenue

house, and Percy, whose sense of duty was not inferior to his



nmot her's, spent all his week days in the handsonme Broad Street

of fice where a batch of pale nmen on small salaries had grown grey
in the managenent of the G yce estate, and where he was initiated
with becom ng reverence into every detail of the art of

accumnul ati on.

As far as Lily could learn, this had hitherto been M. Gyce's
only occupation, and she night have been pardoned for thinking it
not too hard a task to interest a young nman who had been kept on
such low diet. At any rate, she felt herself so conpletely

in command of the situation that she yielded to a sense of
security in which all fear of M. Rosedale, and of the
difficulties on which that fear was contingent, vanished beyond

the edge of thought.

The stopping of the train at Garrisons would not have distracted
her fromthese thoughts, had she not caught a sudden | ook of
distress in her conpanion's eye. Hs seat faced toward the door
and she guessed that he had been perturbed by the approach of an
acquai ntance; a fact confirned by the turning of heads and
general sense of commotion which her own entrance into a

railway-carriage was apt to produce

She knew the synptons at once, and was not surprised to be hail ed
by the high notes of a pretty wonman, who entered the train
acconpanied by a maid, a bull-terrier, and a footman staggering

under a | oad of bags and dressing-cases.

"Ch, Lily--are you going to Bellonont? Then you can't et ne have
your seat, | suppose? But | MJST have a seat in this
carriage--porter, you nust find nme a place at once. Can't sone
one be put sonmewhere else? | want to be with ny friends. GCh, how
do you do, M. Gyce? Do please nake hi munderstand that | nust

have a seat next to you and Lily."



Ms. George Dorset, regardless of the nmld efforts of a traveller
with a carpet-bag, who was doing his best to nake room for her by
getting out of the train, stood in the niddl e of the aisle,

di ffusi ng about her that general sense of exasperation which a

pretty woman on her travels not infrequently creates.

She was smaller and thinner than Lily Bart, with a restless
pliability of pose, as if she could have been crunpled up and run
through a ring, like the sinuous draperies she affected. Her

smal | pale face seened the nere setting of a pair of dark
exaggerated eyes, of which the visionary gaze contrasted
curiously with her self-assertive tone and gestures; so that, as
one of her friends observed, she was |like a disenbodied spirit

who took up a great deal of room

Having finally discovered that the seat adjoining Mss Bart's was
at her disposal, she possessed herself of it with a farther

di spl acenent of her surroundi ngs, explaining neanwhile that she
had come across from Mount Kisco in her notor-car that norning
and had been ki cking her heels for an hour at Garrisons, wthout
even the alleviation of a cigarette, her brute of a

husband havi ng negl ected to repl eni sh her case before they parted

t hat nor ni ng.

"And at this hour of the day | don't suppose you' ve a single one

| eft, have you, Lily?" she plaintively concl uded.

M ss Bart caught the startled glance of M. Percy Gyce, whose

own |ips were never defiled by tobacco.

"What an absurd question, Bertha!" she exclaimed, blushing at the

t hought of the store she had laid in at Lawence Sel den's.



"Why, don't you snoke? Since when have you given it up? VWat--you
never---And you don't either, M. Gyce? Ah, of course--how

stupid of me--1 understand.”

And Ms. Dorset |eaned back against her travelling cushions with
a smle which nmade Lily wish there had been no vacant seat beside

her own.

Bridge at Bellonont usually lasted till the small hours; and when
Lily went to bed that night she had played too | ong for her own

good.

Feeling no desire for the self-comunion which awaited her in her
room she lingered on the broad stairway, |ooking down into the
hal | bel ow, where the last card-players were grouped about the
tray of tall glasses and silver-collared decanters which the

butler had just placed on a low table near the fire.

The hall was arcaded, with a gallery supported on colums of pale
yellow marble. Tall clunps of flowering plants were grouped

agai nst a background of dark foliage in the angles of the walls.
On the crinson carpet a deer-hound and two or three spaniels
dozed | uxuriously before the fire, and the light fromthe great
central lantern overhead shed a brightness on the wonmen's hair

and struck sparks fromtheir jewels as they noved.

There were nonents when such scenes delighted Lily, when they
gratified her sense of beauty and her craving for the externa
finish of life; there were others when they gave a sharper edge
to the neagreness of her own opportunities. This was one of the
monent s when the sense of contrast was uppernost, and she turned
away inpatiently as Ms. George Dorset, glittering in serpentine

spangl es, drew Percy Gryce in her wake to a confidential nook



beneath the gallery.

It was not that Mss Bart was afraid of |osing her new y-acquired
hold over M. Gyce. Ms. Dorset mght startle or dazzle him but
she had neither the skill nor the patience to effect his capture.
She was too self-engrossed to penetrate the recesses of his
shyness, and besi des, why should she care to give herself the
trouble? At nost it nmight anuse her to nmake sport of his
sinplicity for an evening--after that he would be nerely a burden
to her, and knowi ng this, she was far too experienced to
encourage him But the nmere thought of that other woman, who
could take a man up and toss him aside as she willed, wthout
having to regard himas a possible factor in her plans, filled
Lily Bart with envy. She had been bored all the afternoon

by Percy Gryce--the nere thought seened to waken an echo of his
droni ng voi ce--but she could not ignore himon the norrow, she
must foll ow up her success, nust subnit to nore boredom nust be
ready with fresh conpliances and adaptabilities, and all on the
bare chance that he mght ultimtely decide to do her the honour

of boring her for life.

It was a hateful fate--but how escape fromit? Wat choice had
she? To be herself, or a Gerty Farish. As she entered her
bedroom with its softly-shaded |ights, her |ace dressing-gown

| ying across the sil ken bedspread, her little enbroidered
slippers before the fire, a vase of carnations filling the air
with perfunme, and the | ast novels and magazi nes |ying uncut on a
tabl e besi de the reading-1anp, she had a vision of Mss Farish's
cranped flat, with its cheap conveni ences and hi deous

wal | - papers. No; she was not nmade for mean and shabby
surroundi ngs, for the squalid conpronises of poverty. Her whol e
being dilated in an atnosphere of luxury; it was the background

she required, the only climate she could breathe in. But the



| uxury of others was not what she wanted. A few years ago it had
sufficed her: she had taken her daily need of pleasure wthout
caring who provided it. Now she was beginning to chafe at the
obligations it inmposed, to feel herself a mere pensioner on the
spl endour which had once seened to belong to her. There were even

nmonent s when she was consci ous of having to pay her way.

For a long tine she had refused to play bridge. She knew she
could not afford it, and she was afraid of acquiring so expensive
a taste. She had seen the danger exenmplified in nore than one of
her associates--in young Ned Silverton, for instance, the
charming fair boy now seated in abject rapture at the el bow of
Ms. Fisher, a striking divorcee with eyes and gowns as enphatic

as the head-lines of her "case." Lily could renmenber when young
Silverton had stunbled into their circle, with the air of a
strayed Arcadi an who has published chanung sonnets in his coll ege
journal. Since then he had devel oped a taste for Ms. Fisher and
bridge, and the latter at |least had involved himin expenses from
whi ch he had been nore than once rescued by harassed nmai den
sisters, who treasured the sonnets, and went wi thout sugar in
their tea to keep their darling afloat. Ned' s case was

famliar to Lily: she had seen his charm ng eyes--which had a
good deal nore poetry in themthan the sonnets--change from
surprise to anmusenent, and from anusenent to anxiety, as he

passed under the spell of the terrible god of chance; and she was

afraid of discovering the sanme synptons in her own case

For in the | ast year she had found that her hostesses expected
her to take a place at the card-table. It was one of the taxes
she had to pay for their prolonged hospitality, and for the
dresses and trinkets which occasionally repl eni shed her

i nsufficient wardrobe. And since she had played regularly the

passi on had grown on her. Once or twice of |late she had won a



| arge sum and instead of keeping it against future |osses, had
spent it in dress or jewelry; and the desire to atone for this

i mprudence, conbined with the increasing exhilaration of the
game, drove her to risk higher stakes at each fresh venture. She
tried to excuse herself on the plea that, in the Trenor set, if
one played at all one nust either play high or be set down as
priggish or stingy; but she knew that the ganbling passion was
upon her, and that in her present surroundings there was small

hope of resisting it.

Toni ght the luck had been persistently bad, and the little gold
purse whi ch hung anong her trinkets was al nost enpty when she
returned to her room She unl ocked the wardrobe, and taking out
her jewel-case, |ooked under the tray for the roll of bills from
whi ch she had repl eni shed the purse before going down to dinner
Only twenty dollars were left: the discovery was so startling
that for a noment she fancied she nust have been robbed. Then she
took paper and pencil, and seating herself at the witing-table,
tried to reckon up what she had spent during the day. Her head
was throbbing with fatigue, and she had to go over the figures
again and again; but at last it became clear to her that she had
| ost three hundred dollars at cards. She took out her cheque-book
to see if her balance was |arger than she renenbered, but found
she had erred in the other direction. Then she returned to her

cal cul ations; but figure as she would, she could not conjure back
the vani shed three hundred dollars. It was the sum she had set
aside to pacify her dress-naker--unless she shoul d decide to use
it as a sop to the jeweller. At any rate, she had so many

uses for it that its very insufficiency had caused her to play
high in the hope of doubling it. But of course she had | ost--she
who needed every penny, while Bertha Dorset, whose husband
shower ed noney on her, mnmust have pocketed at |east five hundred,

and Judy Trenor, who could have afforded to | ose a thousand a



night, had left the table clutching such a heap of bills that she
had been unable to shake hands with her guests when they bade her

good ni ght.

A world in which such things could be seened a miserable place to
Lily Bart; but then she had never been able to understand the
| aws of a universe which was so ready to | eave her out of its

cal cul ati ons

She began to undress without ringing for her nmaid, whom she had
sent to bed. She had been | ong enough in bondage to other

peopl e's pleasure to be considerate of those who depended on
hers, and in her bitter noods it sometines struck her that she
and her maid were in the sane position, except that the latter

recei ved her wages nore regularly.

As she sat before the mrror brushing her hair, her face | ooked
hol | ow and pal e, and she was frightened by two little |ines near

her mouth, faint flaws in the snboth curve of the cheek

"Ch, | mnust stop worrying!" she exclained. "Unless it's the
electric light---" she reflected, springing up fromher seat and

lighting the candl es on the dressing-table.

She turned out the wall-lights, and peered at hersel f between the
candl e-flanes. The white oval of her face swam out waveringly
froma background of shadows, the uncertain light blurring it

li ke a haze; but the two |ines about the nouth renai ned.

Lily rose and undressed in haste.

"It is only because | amtired and have such odious things to

thi nk about," she kept repeating; and it seenmed an added



injustice that petty cares should | eave a trace on the beauty

whi ch was her only defence agai nst them

But the odious things were there, and remained with her. She
returned wearily to the thought of Percy Gyce, as a wayfarer
picks up a heavy load and toils on after a brief rest. She was
al nost sure she had "l anded" him a few days' work and she would
win her reward. But the reward itself seemed upal atabl e

just then: she could get no zest fromthe thought of victory. It
woul d be a rest fromworry, no nore--and how little that would
have seemed to her a few years earlier! Her anbitions had shrunk
gradually in the desiccating air of failure. But why had she

failed? Was it her own fault or that of destiny?

She renenbered how her nother, after they had | ost their noney,
used to say to her with a kind of fierce vindictiveness: "But
you'll get it all back--you'll get it all back, with your face."
The remenbrance roused a whole train of association, and
she lay in the darkness reconstructing the past out of which her

present had grown.

A house in which no one ever dined at honme unless there was
"conpany"; a door-bell perpetually ringing; a hall-table showered
wi th square envel opes which were opened in haste, and obl ong
envel opes which were allowed to gather dust in the depths of a
bronze jar; a series of French and English nmaids giving warning
am d a chaos of hurriedly-ransacked wardrobes and dress-cl osets;
an equal ly changi ng dynasty of nurses and footnmen; quarrels in
the pantry, the kitchen and the drawi ng-room precipitate trips
to Europe, and returns with gorged trunks and days of

i nt erm nabl e unpacki ng; sem -annual discussions as to where the
sumrer shoul d be spent, grey interludes of econony and brilliant

reacti ons of expense--such was the setting of Lily Bart's first



nmenori es.

Ruling the turbulent elenment called hone was the vigorous and
determined figure of a mother still young enough to dance her

bal | -dresses to rags, while the hazy outline of a neutral-tinted
father filled an internmedi ate space between the butler and the
man who cane to wind the clocks. Even to the eyes of infancy,
M's. Hudson Bart had appeared young; but Lily could not recal

the tine when her father had not been bald and slightly stooping,
with streaks of grey in his hair, and a tired walk. It was a
shock to her to learn afterward that he was but two years ol der

t han her nother.

Lily sel dom saw her father by daylight. Al day he was "down
town"; and in winter it was long after nightfall when she heard
his fagged step on the stairs and his hand on the school -room
door. He would kiss her in silence, and ask one or two questions
of the nurse or the governess; then Ms. Bart's mid would

come to remind himthat he was dining out, and he would hurry
away with a nod to Lily. In sunmer, when he joined themfor a
Sunday at Newport or Sout hanpton, he was even nore effaced and
silent than in winter. It seemed to tire himto rest, and he
would sit for hours staring at the sea-line froma quiet corner
of the verandah, while the clatter of his wife's existence went
on unheeded a few feet off. Generally, however, Ms. Bart and
Lily went to Europe for the summer, and before the steaner was
hal f way over M. Bart had di pped bel ow the horizon. Sonetines
hi s daughter heard hi m denounced for having neglected to forward
Ms. Bart's renmttances; but for the nost part he was never
nmentioned or thought of till his patient stooping figure
presented itself on the New York dock as a buffer between the
magni tude of his wife's luggage and the restrictions of the

Aneri can cust om house



In this desultory yet agitated fashion |ife went on through
Lily's teens: a zig-zag broken course down which the famly craft
glided on a rapid current of anusenent, tugged at by the
underfl ow of a perpetual need--the need of nore noney. Lily could
not recall the tine when there had been noney enough, and in sone
vague way her father seened always to blanme for the deficiency.

It could certainly not be the fault of Ms. Bart, who was spoken
of by her friends as a "wonderful nanager." Ms. Bart was fanous
for the unlinmted effect she produced on linited nmeans; and to
the | ady and her acquai ntances there was sonething heroic in
living as though one were nuch richer than one's bank-book

denot ed.

Lily was naturally proud of her nother's aptitude in this line:
she had been brought up in the faith that, whatever it cost, one
must have a good cook, and be what Ms. Bart called "decently
dressed." Ms. Bart's worst reproach to her husband was to ask
himif he expected her to "live like a pig"; and his replying in
the negative was al ways regarded as a justification for cabling
to Paris for an extra dress or two, and tel ephoning to the

jewel ler that he mght, after all, send home the turquoise

bracel et which Ms. Bart had | ooked at that norning.

Lily knew people who "lived like pigs," and their appearance and
surroundi ngs justified her nother's repugnance to that

form of existence. They were nostly cousins, who inhabited dingy
houses with engravings from Col e's Voyage of Life on the

drawi ng-roomwal I's, and slatternly parlour-nmaids who said "I1"'l1I
go and see" to visitors calling at an hour when all right-m nded
persons are conventionally if not actually out. The disgusting

part of it was that nmany of these cousins were rich, so that Lily

i mbi bed the idea that if people lived like pigs it was from



choi ce, and through the lack of any proper standard of conduct.
This gave her a sense of reflected superiority, and she did not
need Ms. Bart's comments on the famly frunps and misers to

foster her naturally lively taste for splendour

Lily was ni neteen when circunstances caused her to revise her

vi ew of the universe

The previous year she had nmade a dazzling debut fringed by a
heavy thunder-cloud of bills. The light of the debut stil
lingered on the horizon, but the cloud had thickened; and
suddenly it broke. The suddenness added to the horror; and there
were still tinmes when Lily relived with painful vividness every
detail of the day on which the blow fell. She and her nother had
been seated at the luncheon-table, over the CHAUFRO X and col d
sal mon of the previous night's dinner: it was one of Ms. Bart's
few econom es to consune in private the expensive remants of her
hospitality. Lily was feeling the pleasant |anguor which is
youth's penalty for dancing till dawn; but her nother, in spite
of a few lines about the nouth, and under the yell ow waves on her
tenples, was as alert, determined and high in colour as if she

had risen from an untroubl ed sl eep.

In the centre of the table, between the melting MARRONS GLACES
and candi ed cherries, a pyram d of American Beauties lifted their
vi gorous stens; they held their heads as high as Ms. Bart, but
their rose-colour had turned to a dissipated purple, and Lily's
sense of fitness was disturbed by their reappearance on the

| uncheon-t abl e.

"I really think, nother," she said reproachfully, "we night
afford a few fresh flowers for |uncheon. Just sone jonquils or

lilies-of-the-valley---"



Ms. Bart stared. Her own fastidiousness had its eye fixed on the
worl d, and she did not care how the |uncheon-table | ooked
when there was no one present at it but the fanmly. But she

smled at her daughter's innocence.

"Lilies-of-the-valley," she said calmy, "cost two dollars a

dozen at this season."

Lily was not inpressed. She knew very little of the val ue of

nmoney.

"It would not take nore than six dozen to fill that bow ," she

ar gued.

"Six dozen what?" asked her father's voice in the doorway.

The two worren | ooked up in surprise; though it was a Saturday,
the sight of M. Bart at |uncheon was an unwonted one. But
neither his wife nor his daughter was sufficiently interested to

ask an expl anati on.

M. Bart dropped into a chair, and sat gazing absently at the
fragment of jellied salnon which the butler had placed before

hi m

"I was only saying," Lily began, "that | hate to see faded
flowers at |uncheon; and not her says a bunch of lilies-of-the-
vall ey woul d not cost nore than twelve dollars. Mayn't | tell the

florist to send a few every day?"

She | eaned confidently toward her father: he sel domrefused her
anything, and Ms. Bart had taught her to plead wi th himwhen her

own entreaties fail ed.



M. Bart sat notionless, his gaze still fixed on the sal non, and
his | ower jaw dropped; he | ooked even paler than usual, and his
thin hair lay in untidy streaks on his forehead. Suddenly he

| ooked at his daughter and | aughed. The | augh was so strange that
Lily coloured under it: she disliked being ridiculed, and her
father seenmed to see sonmething ridiculous in the request. Perhaps
he thought it foolish that she should trouble himabout such a

trifle.

"Twel ve dollars--twelve dollars a day for flowers? Ch, certainly,
my dear--give himan order for twelve hundred."” He continued to

| augh.

Ms. Bart gave him a quick gl ance.

"You needn't wait, Poleworth--1 will ring for you," she said to
the butler.
The butler withdrew with an air of silent disapproval, |eaving

the remains of the CHAUFRO X on the sideboard.

"What is the matter, Hudson? Are you ill?" said Ms. Bart

severely.

She had no tol erance for scenes which were not of her own making,
and it was odious to her that her husband should make a show of

hi nrsel f before the servants.

"Are you ill?" she repeated.

"Il ?---No, |"'mruined," he said.

Lily made a frightened sound, and Ms. Bart rose to her



f eet.

"Rui ned---?" she cried; but controlling herself instantly, she

turned a calmface to Lily.

"Shut the pantry door," she said.

Lily obeyed, and when she turned back into the room her father
was sitting with both el bows on the table, the plate of sal non

bet ween them and his head bowed on his hands.

Ms. Bart stood over himwith a white face which nade her hair
unnaturally yellow. She |ooked at Lily as the |atter approached:
her | ook was terrible, but her voice was nodulated to a ghastly

cheer f ul ness.

"Your father is not well--he doesn't know what he is saying. It
i s nothing--but you had better go upstairs; and don't talk to the

servants," she added

Lily obeyed; she al ways obeyed when her nother spoke in that

voi ce. She had not been deceived by Ms. Bart's words: she knew
at once that they were ruined. In the dark hours which foll owed,
that awful fact overshadowed even her father's slow and difficult
dying. To his wife he no |onger counted: he had becone extinct
when he ceased to fulfil his purpose, and she sat at his side
with the provisional air of a traveller who waits for a bel ated
train to start. Lily's feelings were softer: she pitied himin a
frightened ineffectual way. But the fact that he was for the nost
part unconscious, and that his attention, when she stole into the
room drifted away from her after a nonent, nmade hi meven nore of
a stranger than in the nursery days when he had never cone hone
till after dark. She seened al ways to have seen himthrough a

blur--first of sleepiness, then of distance and indifference--



and now the fog had thickened till he was al nost

i ndi stinguishable. If she could have perfornmed any little
services for him or have exchanged with hima few of those

af fecting words which an extensive perusal of fiction had

Il ed her to connect with such occasions, the filial instinct mght
have stirred in her; but her pity, finding no active expression
remained in a state of spectatorship, overshadowed by her

mot her's grimunfl aggi ng resentnent. Every | ook and act of Ms.
Bart's seened to say: "You are sorry for himnow-but you wll

feel differently when you see what he has done to us."

It was a relief to Lily when her father died.

Then a long winter set in. There was a little noney left, but to
Ms. Bart it seemed worse than nothing--the nere nockery of what
she was entitled to. Wiat was the use of living if one had to
live like a pig? She sank into a kind of furious apathy, a state
of inert anger against fate. Her faculty for "managi ng" deserted
her, or she no longer took sufficient pride in it to exert it. It
was wel |l enough to "manage" when by so doing one could keep one's
own carriage; but when one's best contrivance did not conceal the
fact that one had to go on foot, the effort was no | onger worth

maki ng.

Lily and her nother wandered from place to place, now paying |ong
visits to rel ati ons whose house-keeping Ms. Bart criticized, and
who deplored the fact that she let Lily breakfast in bed when the
girl had no prospects before her, and now vegetating in cheap
continental refuges, where Ms. Bart held herself fiercely al oof
fromthe frugal tea-tables of her conpanions in nisfortune. She
was especially careful to avoid her old friends and the scenes of
her forner successes. To be poor seened to her such a confession

of failure that it amounted to disgrace; and she detected a note



of condescension in the friendliest advances.

Only one thought consol ed her, and that was the contenplation of
Lily's beauty. She studied it with a kind of passion, as though
it were sone weapon she had slowy fashioned for her vengeance.

It was the last asset in their fortunes, the nucleus around which
their life was to be rebuilt. She watched it jeal ously, as though
it were her own property and Lily its nere custodian; and she
tried to instil into the latter a sense of the responsibility
that such a charge involved. She followed in imagination the
career of other beauties, pointing out to her daughter what night
be achi eved through such a gift, and dwelling on the awful
war ni ng of those who, in spite of it, had failed to get what they
wanted: to Ms. Bart, only stupidity could explain the | anentabl e
denouenent of some of her exanples. She was not above the

i nconsi stency of charging fate, rather than herself, with her own
m sfortunes; but she inveighed so acrinoniously agai nst

| ove-matches that Lily would have fancied her own marriage had
been of that nature, had not Ms. Bart frequently assured her
that she had been "talked into it"--by whom she never nade

clear.

Lily was duly inpressed by the nagnitude of her opportunities.
The di ngi ness of her present life threw into enchanting relief
the existence to which she felt herself entitled. To a |ess
illunminated intelligence Ms. Bart's counsels night have been
dangerous; but Lily understood that beauty is only the raw

mat eri al of conquest, and that to convert it into success other
arts are required. She knew that to betray any sense of
superiority was a subtler formof the stupidity her nother
denounced, and it did not take her long to learn that a beauty

needs nore tact than the possessor of an average set of features.



Her anbitions were not as crude as Ms. Bart's. It had been anong
that lady's grievances that her husband--in the early days,
before he was too tired--had wasted his evenings in what she
vaguel y described as "readi ng poetry"; and anong the effects
packed off to auction after his death were a score or two of

di ngy vol unmes which had struggled for existence anong the boots
and nedi cine bottles of his dressing-roomshelves. There was in
Lily a vein of sentinment, perhaps transmtted fromthis source
whi ch gave an idealizing touch to her nobst prosaic purposes. She
liked to think of her beauty as a power for good, as giving her
the opportunity to attain a position where she shoul d make her
influence felt in the vague diffusion of refinenment and good
taste. She was fond of pictures and flowers, and of sentinental
fiction, and she could not help thinking that the possession of
such tastes ennobl ed her desire for worldly advantages. She woul d
not indeed have cared to marry a man who was nerely rich: she
was secretly ashamed of her nother's crude passion for noney.
Lily's preference woul d have been for an English nobl eman with
political anbitions and vast estates; or, for second

choice, an Italian prince with a castle in the Apennines and an
hereditary office in the Vatican. Lost causes had a ronantic
charm for her, and she liked to picture herself as standing al oof
fromthe vulgar press of the Quirinal, and sacrificing her

pl easure to the clains of an i menorial tradition

How | ong ago and how far off it all seened! Those anbitions were
hardly nore futile and childish than the earlier ones which had
centred about the possession of a French jointed doll with rea
hair. Was it only ten years since she had wavered in inagination
between the English earl and the Italian prince? Relentlessly her

mnd travelled on over the dreary interval

After two years of hungry roaming Ms. Bart had died---died of a



deep di sgust. She had hated dinginess, and it was her fate to be
dingy. Her visions of a brilliant marriage for Lily had faded

after the first year.

"People can't marry you if they don't see you--and how can they
see you in these holes where we're stuck?" That was the burden of
her lanment; and her |ast adjuration to her daughter was to escape

fromdinginess if she could.

"Don't let it creep up on you and drag you down. Fight your way

out of it sonmehow-you're young and can do it," she insisted.

She had di ed during one of their brief visits to New York, and
there Lily at once becane the centre of a family council conposed
of the wealthy relatives whom she had been taught to despise for
living like pigs. It may be that they had an inkling of the
sentinments in which she had been brought up, for none of them
mani fested a very lively desire for her conpany; indeed, the
question threatened to remain unsolved till Ms. Peniston with a

si gh announced: "I'IlIl try her for a year."

Every one was surprised, but one and all concealed their
surprise, lest Ms. Peniston should be alarned by it into

reconsi deri ng her decision

Ms. Peniston was M. Bart's wi dowed sister, and if she was by no
means the richest of the famly group, its other nenbers
nevert hel ess abounded in reasons why she was clearly destined by
Provi dence to assune the charge of Lily. In the first place she
was alone, and it would be charmng for her to have a

young conpani on. Then she sonetines travelled, and Lily's
famliarity with foreign custons--deplored as a misfortune by her

nore conservative relatives--wuld at | east enable her to act as



a kind of courier. But as a matter of fact Ms. Peniston had not
been affected by these considerations. She had taken the girl
simply because no one el se woul d have her, and because she had
the kind of noral MAUVAI SE HONTE whi ch nakes the public display
of selfishness difficult, though it does not interfere with its
private indul gence. It would have been inpossible for Ms.

Peni ston to be heroic on a desert island, but with the eyes of

her little world upon her she took a certain pleasure in her act.

She reaped the reward to which disinterestedness is entitled, and
found an agreeabl e conpani on in her niece. She had expected to
find Lily headstrong, critical and "foreign"--for even Ms.
Peni st on, though she occasionally went abroad, had the famly
dread of foreignness--but the girl showed a pliancy, which, to a
nore penetrating mnd than her aunt's, mght have been |ess
reassuring than the open selfishness of youth. M sfortune had
made Lily supple instead of hardening her, and a pliable

substance is less easy to break than a stiff one.

Ms. Peniston, however, did not suffer fromher niece's
adaptability. Lily had no intention of taking advantage of her
aunt's good nature. She was in truth grateful for the refuge
offered her: Ms. Peniston's opulent interior was at |east not
externally dingy. But dinginess is a quality which assumes al
manner of disguises; and Lily soon found that it was as latent in
the expensive routine of her aunt's life as in the nmakeshift

exi stence of a continental pension

M's. Peniston was one of the episodical persons who formthe
padding of life. It was inpossible to believe that she had
hersel f ever been a focus of activities. The nost vivid thing
about her was the fact that her grandnother had been a Van

Al styne. This connection with the well-fed and industrious stock



of early New York revealed itself in the glacial neatness of Ms.
Peni ston's draw ng-room and in the excell ence of her cuisine. She
bel onged to the class of old New Yorkers who have al ways |ived
wel |, dressed expensively, and done little else; and to these
inherited obligations Ms. Peniston faitfully conforned.

She had al ways been a | ooker-on at life, and her m nd resenbl ed
one of those little mirrors which her Dutch ancestors were
accustoned to affix to their upper wi ndows, so that fromthe
dept hs of an inpenetrable domesticity they mi ght see what was

happening in the street.

Ms. Peniston was the owner of a country-place in New Jersey, but
she had never lived there since her husband's death--a renote
event, which appeared to dwell in her nenory chiefly as a
dividing point in the personal reniniscences that forned the
stapl e of her conversation. She was a woman who renenbered dates
with intensity, and could tell at a noment's notice whether the
drawi ng-room curtai ns had been renewed before or after M.

Peni ston's last ill ness.

M's. Peniston thought the country lonely and trees danmp, and
cherished a vague fear of neeting a bull. To guard agai nst such
contingenci es she frequented the nore popul ous wat eri ng- pl aces,
where she installed herself inpersonally in a hired house and

| ooked on at life through the matting screen of her verandah. In
the care of such a guardian, it soon becane clear to Lily that
she was to enjoy only the material advantages of good food and
expensi ve cl ot hing; and, though far fromunderrating these, she
woul d gl adly have exchanged them for what Ms. Bart had taught
her to regard as opportunities. She sighed to think what her

mot her's fierce energies would have acconplished, had they been
coupled with Ms. Peniston's resources. Lily had abundant energy

of her own, but it was restricted by the necessity of adapting



herself to her aunt's habits. She saw that at all costs she nust
keep M's. Peniston's favour till, as Ms. Bart would have phrased
it, she could stand on her own legs. Lily had no nmind for the
vagabond life of the poor relation, and to adapt herself to Ms.
Peni ston she had, to sone degree, to assume that |ady's passive
attitude. She had fancied at first that it would be easy to draw
her aunt into the whirl of her own activities, but there was a
static force in Ms. Peniston agai nst which her niece's efforts
spent thenselves in vain. To attenpt to bring her into active
relation with life was |ike tugging at a piece of furniture which
has been screwed to the floor. She did not, indeed, expect Lily
to remain equally inmovabl e: she had all the American guardian's

i ndul gence for the volatility of youth.

She had i ndul gence al so for certain other habits of her niece's.
It seemed to her natural that Lily should spend all her noney on
dress, and she supplenented the girl's scanty incone by

occasi onal "handsone presents" neant to be applied to the sane
purpose. Lily, who was intensely practical, would have preferred
a fixed all owance; but Ms. Peniston |liked the periodica
recurrence of gratitude evoked by unexpected cheques, and was
per haps shrewd enough to perceive that such a nethod of giving

kept alive in her niece a salutary sense of dependence.

Beyond this, Ms. Peniston had not felt called upon to do
anything for her charge: she had sinply stood aside and | et her
take the field. Lily had taken it, at first with the confidence
of assured possessorship, then with gradually narrow ng demands,
till now she found herself actually struggling for a foothold on
the broad space which had once seemed her own for the asking. How
it happened she did not yet know. Sonetinmes she thought it was
because M's. Peniston had been too passive, and again she feared

it was because she herself had not been passive enough. Had she



shown an undue eagerness for victory? Had she | acked patience,
pliancy and dissinul ati on? Whet her she charged herself with these
faults or absolved herself fromthem made no difference in the
sumtotal of her failure. Younger and plainer girls had been
married off by dozens, and she was nine-and-twenty, and stil

M ss Bart.

She was beginning to have fits of angry rebellion against fate,
when she | onged to drop out of the race and make an i ndependent
life for herself. But what manner of life would it be? She had
barely enough noney to pay her dress-makers' bills and her
ganbl i ng debts; and none of the desultory interests which she
dignified with the name of tastes was pronounced enough to enable
her to live contentedly in obscurity. Ah, no--she was too
intelligent not to be honest with herself. She knew that she
hat ed di ngi ness as nuch as her nother had hated it, and to her

| ast breath she nmeant to fight against it, dragging herself up
again and again above its flood till she gained the bright

pi nnacl es of success which presented such a slippery surface to

her cl utch.

The next norning, on her breakfast tray, Mss Bart found a note

from her host ess.

"Dearest Lily," it ran, "if it is not too nmuch of a bore to be
down by ten, will you cone to ny sitting-roomto help me with

some tiresonme things?"

Lily tossed aside the note and subsided on her pillows with a
sigh. It WAS a bore to be down by ten--an hour regarded at
Bel | onont as vaguely synchronous with sunrise--and she knew too
well the nature of the tiresone things in question. Mss Pragg,
the secretary, had been called away, and there would be notes and

dinner-cards to wite, |ost addresses to hunt up, and other



soci al drudgery to perform It was understood that Mss Bart
should fill the gap in such emergencies, and she usually

recogni zed the obligation w thout a nurnur.

Today, however, it renewed the sense of servitude which the
previous night's review of her cheque-book had produced.
Everything in her surroundings ministered to feelings of ease and
anenity. The wi ndows stood open to the sparkling freshness of the
Sept enber norning, and between the yell ow boughs she caught a
perspective of hedges and parterres | eading by degrees of

| essening formality to the free undul ati ons of the park. Her naid
had kindled a little fire on the hearth, and it contended
cheerfully with the sunlight which slanted across the npbss-green
carpet and caressed the curved sides of an old marquetry desk
Near the bed stood a table holding her breakfast tray, with its
har moni ous porcelain and silver, a handful of violets in a

sl ender gl ass, and the norning paper folded beneath her letters.
There was nothing newto Lily in these tokens of a studied

| uxury; but, though they forned a part of her atnosphere, she
never |ost her sensitiveness to their charm Mere display left
her with a sense of superior distinction; but she felt an

affinity to all the subtler manifestations of wealth.

Ms. Trenor's sunmons, however, suddenly recalled her state of

dependence, and she rose and dressed in a nmood of irritability

that she was usually too prudent to indul ge. She knew that such
enotions |leave lines on the face as well as in the

character, and she had nmeant to take warning by the little

creases whi ch her nidnight survey had reveal ed

The matter-of-course tone of Ms. Trenor's greeting deepened her
irritation. If one did drag one's self out of bed at such an

hour, and cone down fresh and radi ant to the nonotony of



note-witing, some special recognition of the sacrifice seened
fitting. But Ms. Trenor's tone showed no consci ousness of the

fact.

"Ch, Lily, that's nice of you," she nerely sighed across the
chaos of letters, bills and other donestic documents whi ch gave
an incongruously comrercial touch to the slender el egance of her

writing-table.

"There are such lots of horrors this norning," she added,
clearing a space in the centre of the confusion and rising to

yield her seat to Mss Bart.

Ms. Trenor was a tall fair worman, whose height just saved her
fromredundancy. Her rosy blondness had survived some forty years
of futile activity without showi ng nuch trace of ill-usage except
in a dimnished play of feature. It was difficult to define her
beyond saying that she seenmed to exist only as a hostess, not so
much from any exaggerated instinct of hospitality as because she
could not sustain life except in a crowd. The collective nature
of her interests exenpted her fromthe ordinary rivalries of her
sex, and she knew no nore personal enotion than that of hatred
for the woman who presuned to give bigger dinners or have nore
anusi ng house-parties than herself. As her social talents, backed
by M. Trenor's bank-account, al nost al ways assured her ultinmate
triunmph in such conpetitions, success had devel oped in her an
unscrupul ous good nature toward the rest of her sex, and in Mss
Bart's utilitarian classification of her friends, Ms. Trenor

ranked as the woman who was | east likely to "go back"” on her

"I't was sinply inhuman of Pragg to go off now, " Ms. Trenor



decl ared, as her friend seated herself at the desk. "She says her
sister is going to have a baby--as if that were anything to
havi ng a house-party! I'msure | shall get nost horribly nmixed up
and there will be some awmful rows. When | was down at Tuxedo
asked a | ot of people for next week, and |I've nmislaid the |ist
and can't renenber who is conming. And this week is going to be a
horrid failure too--and Gaen Van Gsburgh will go back and

tell her nother how bored people were. | did nean to ask the

Wet heral | s--that was a blunder of Qus's. They di sapprove of Carry
Fi sher, you know. As if one could help having Carry Fisher! It
WAS foolish of her to get that second divorce--Carry al ways
overdoes things--but she said the only way to get a penny out of
Fi sher was to divorce himand nmake hi mpay alinony. And poor
Carry has to consider every dollar. It's really absurd of Alice
Wet herall to make such a fuss about neeting her, when one thinks
of what society is coming to. Sone one said the other day that
there was a divorce and a case of appendicitis in every fanmly
one knows. Besides, Carry is the only person who can keep GQus in
a good hunour when we have bores in the house. Have you noticed
that ALL the husbands Iike her? All, |I mean, except her own. It's
rat her clever of her to have nade a specialty of devoting herself
to dull people--the field is such a large one, and she has it
practically to herself. She finds conpensations, no doubt--I know
she borrows noney of Qus--but then I'd PAY her to keep himin a

good humour, so | can't conplain, after all

"Ms. Trenor paused to enjoy the spectacle of Mss Bart's efforts

to unravel her tangled correspondence.

"But it is only the Wetheralls and Carry," she resuned, with a
fresh note of lanent. "The truth is, I"'mawfully disappointed in

Lady Cressida Raith."



"Di sappoi nted? Had you known her before?"

"Mercy, no--never saw her till yesterday. Lady Skiddaw sent her
over with letters to the Van Gsburghs, and | heard that Mria Van
Gsburgh was asking a big party to neet her this week, so
thought it would be fun to get her away, and Jack Stepney, who
knew her in India, nmanaged it for me. Maria was furious, and
actually had the inpudence to nake Gaen invite herself here, so
that they shouldn't be QU TE out of it--if 1I'd known what Lady
Cressida was |ike, they could have had her and wel come! But |
thought any friend of the Skiddaws' was sure to be anusing. You
renenber what fun Lady Skiddaw was? There were tines when
simply had to send the girls out of the room Besides, Lady
Cressida is the Duchess of Beltshire's sister, and | naturally
supposed she was the same sort; but you never can tell in those
English fam lies. They are so big that there's roomfor

all kinds, and it turns out that Lady Cressida is the noral

one--married a clergy-man and does m ssionary work in the East
End. Think of my taking such a |ot of trouble about a clergynan's
wi fe, who wears Indian jewelry and botani zes! She nmade Cus take
her all through the gl ass-houses yesterday, and bothered himto
death by asking himthe nanes of the plants. Fancy treating Gus

as if he were the gardener!

"Ms. Trenor brought this out in a CRESCENDO of indignation

"Ch, well, perhaps Lady Cressida will reconcile the Wetheralls to

meeting Carry Fisher,” said Mss Bart pacifically.

"I"'msure | hope so! But she is boring all the nmen horribly, and
if she takes to distributing tracts, as | hear she does, it wll
be too depressing. The worst of it is that she woul d have been so

useful at the right tinme. You know we have to have the Bi shop



once a year, and she woul d have given just the right tone to
things. | always have horrid |uck about the Bishop's visits,"
added Ms. Trenor, whose present nisery was being fed by a
rapidly rising tide of reniniscence; "last year, when he cane,
Qus forgot all about his being here, and brought hone the Ned
Wntons and the Farleys--five divorces and six sets of children

bet ween them "

"When is Lady Cressida going?" Lily enquired.

Ms. Trenor cast up her eyes in despair. "My dear, if one only
knew! | was in such a hurry to get her away from Maria that |
actually forgot to nanme a date, and Gus says she told sone one

she neant to stop here all winter."

"To stop here? In this house?"

"Don't be silly--in Arerica. But if no one else asks her--you

know t hey NEVER go to hotels."

"Perhaps Gus only said it to frighten you."

"No--1 heard her tell Bertha Dorset that she had six nonths to
put in while her husband was taking the cure in the Engadi ne. You
shoul d have seen Bertha | ook vacant! But it's no joke, you
know-if she stays here all the autumm she'll spoil everything,

and Maria Van Gsburgh will sinply exult.

"At this affecting vision Ms. Trenor's voice trenbled with
self-pity."Ch, Judy--as if any one were ever bored at Bell onont!"
Mss Bart tactfully protested. "You know perfectly well that,

if Ms. Van Gsburgh were to get all the right people and | eave you

with all the wong ones, you' d rmanage to make things go off,



and she wouldn't."

Such an assurance woul d usually have restored Ms. Trenor's conpl acency;

but on this occasion it did not chase the cloud from her brow.

"It isn't only Lady Cressida," she | amented. "Everything has gone
wong this week. | can see that Bertha Dorset is furious with

ne.

"Furious with you? Wy?"

"Because | told her that Lawence Sel den was coning; but he
woul dn't, after all, and she's quite unreasonabl e enough to think

it's nmy fault.”

M ss Bart put down her pen and sat absently gazing at the note

she had begun.

"I thought that was all over," she said.

"So it is, on his side. And of course Bertha has been idle since.
But | fancy she's out of a job just at present--and sonme one gave
me a hint that | had better ask Lawence. Wll, | DI D ask

him-but | couldn't nake himconme; and now | suppose she'll take

it out of nme by being perfectly nasty to every one else.”

"Ch, she may take it out of H M by being perfectly charmng--to

sone one el se

"Ms. Trenor shook her head dolefully. "She knows he woul dn't
mnd. And who else is there? Alice Wetherall won't et Lucius out
of her sight. Ned Silverton can't take his eyes off Carry

Fi sher--poor boy! Gus is bored by Bertha, Jack Stepney knows her

too well--and--well, to be sure, there's Percy Gyce!"



She sat up smling at the thought.

M ss Bart's countenance did not reflect the smle.

"Ch, she and M. Gryce would not be likely to hit it off."

"You mean that she'd shock himand he'd bore her? Wll, that's
not such a bad begi nning, you know. But | hope she won't take it
into her head to be nice to him for | asked himhere on purpose

for you."

Lily laughed. "MERCI DU COWPLI MENT! | should certainly have no

show agai nst Bertha."

"Do you think I amunconplinmentary? I'mnot really, you know.
Every one knows you're a thousand tines handsonmer and cl everer
than Bertha; but then you're not nasty. And for always getting

what she wants in the long run, commend nme to a nasty wonan."

Mss Bart stared in affected reproval. "I thought you were so

fond of Bertha."

"Ch, | am-it's nmuch safer to be fond of dangerous people. But
she IS dangerous--and if | ever saw her up to mischief it's now
| can tell by poor Ceorge's nmanner. That man is a perfect

baroneter--he al ways knows when Bertha is going to---"

"To fall?" Mss Bart suggested.

"Don't be shocking! You know he believes in her still. And of
course | don't say there's any real harmin Bertha. Only she

delights in making people miserable, and especially poor Ceorge."



"Well, he seens cut out for the part--1 don't wonder she likes

nmor e cheerful conpanionship.”

"Ch, CGeorge is not as dismal as you think. If Bertha did worry
himhe would be quite different. O if she'd | eave himal one, and
let himarrange his Iife as he pleases. But she doesn't dare |ose
her hold of himon account of the money, and so when HE isn't

j eal ous she pretends to be."

Mss Bart went on witing in silence, and her hostess sat

followi ng her train of thought with frowning intensity.

"Do you know," she exclained after a long pause, "I believe I'Il
call up Lawence on the tel ephone and tell himhe sinply MJST

come?"

"Ch, don't," said Lily, with a quick suffusion of col our. The
bl ush surprised her alnost as nuch as it did her hostess, who,
t hough not commonly observant of facial changes, sat staring at

her with puzzled eyes.

"Good gracious, Lily, how handsone you are! Wiy? Do you dislike

hi m so much?"

"Not at all; I like him But if you are actuated by the
benevol ent intention of protecting me fromBertha--1 don't think

I need your protection

"Ms. Trenor sat up with an exclamation. "Lily!---PERCY? Do you

mean to say you've actually done it?"

Mss Bart snmiled. "I only nean to say that M. Gryce and | are

getting to be very good friends."



"Hm-1 see.” Ms. Trenor fixed a rapt eye upon her. "You know
they say he has ei ght hundred thousand a year--and spends
not hi ng, except on sone rubbi shy ol d books. And his nother has
heart-di sease and will |eave hima |lot nore. OH, LILY, DO GO

SLOALY, " her friend adjured her

M ss Bart continued to snile wthout annoyance. "I shouldn't, for
i nstance," she remarked, "be in any haste to tell himthat he had

a |l ot of rubbishy old books."

"No, of course not; | know you're wonderful about getting up
peopl e's subjects. But he's horribly shy, and easily shocked,

and- - and---"

"Why don't you say it, Judy? | have the reputation of being on

the hunt for a rich husband?"

"Ch, | don't nmean that; he wouldn't believe it of you--at first,"
said Ms. Trenor, with candid shrewdness. "But you know things
are rather lively here at times--1 nust give Jack and Gus a
hint--and if he thought you were what his nother woul d cal
fast--oh, well, you know what | nean. Don't wear your scarl et
CREPE- DE- CHI NE for dinner, and don't snoke if you can help it,

Lily dear!”

Lily pushed aside her finished work with a dry smle."You re very
kind, Judy: I'lIl lock up ny cigarettes and wear that |ast year's
dress you sent me this nmorning. And if you are really interested
in my career, perhaps you'll be kind enough not to ask me to play

bridge again this evening."

"Bridge? Does he nind bridge, too? Ch, Lily, what an awful life

you' ||l lead! But of course | won't--why didn't you give nme a hint



| ast night? There's nothing | wouldn't do, you poor duck, to see

you happy!"

And Ms. Trenor, glowing with her sex's eagerness to smooth the

course of true love, enveloped Lily in a | ong enbrace.

"You're quite sure," she added solicitously, as the latter
extricated herself, "that you wouldn't like nme to tel ephone for

Lawr ence Sel den?"

"Quite sure," said Lily.

The next three days denonstrated to her own conplete satifaction

Mss Bart's ability to manage her affairs w thout extraneous aid.

As she sat, on the Saturday afternoon, on the terrace at
Bel | onont, she snmiled at Ms. Trenor's fear that she might go too
fast. If such a warni ng had ever been needful, the years had
taught her a salutary | esson, and she flattered herself that she
now knew how t o adapt her pace to the object of pursuit. In the
case of M. Gryce she had found it well to flutter ahead, |osing
herself elusively and luring himon fromdepth to depth of
unconsci ous intimacy. The surroundi ng at nosphere was propitious
to this schene of courtship. Ms. Trenor, true to her word, had
shown no signs of expecting Lily at the bridge-table, and had
even hinted to the other card-players that they were to betray no
surprise at her unwonted defection. In consequence of this hint,
Lily found herself the centre of that femninine solicitude which
envel ops a young wonman in the mati ng season. A solitude was
tacitly created for her in the crowded exi stence of Bell onont,

and her friends could not have shown a greater readiness for



sel f-ef facenent had her wooi ng been adorned with all the
attributes of romance. In Lily's set this conduct inplied a
sympat heti c conprehension of her notives, and M. Gyce rose in

her esteem as she saw the consideration he inspired.

The terrace at Bellonont on a Septenber afternoon was a spot
propitious to sentinmental nusings, and as M ss Bart stood | eaning
agai nst the bal ustrade above the sunken garden, at a little

di stance fromthe ani mated group about the tea-table, she m ght
have been lost in the mazes of an inarticul ate happiness. In
reality, her thoughts were finding definite utterance in the
tranquil recapitulation of the blessings in store for her. From
where she stood she could see them enbodied in the formof M.

G yce, who, in a light overcoat and nuffler, sat sonmewhat
nervously on the edge of his chair, while Carry Fisher, with all
the energy of eye and gesture with which nature and art had
conbi ned to endow her, pressed on himthe duty of taking part in

the task of municipal reform

Ms. Fisher's |atest hobby was nunicipal reform It had been
preceded by an equal zeal for socialism which had in turn

repl aced an energetic advocacy of Christian Science. Ms. Fisher
was small, fiery and dramatic; and her hands and eyes were

admi rabl e instrunments in the service of whatever causes he
happened to espouse. She had, however, the fault common to

ent husi asts of ignoring any sl ackness of response on the part of
her hearers, and Lily was armused by her unconsci ousness of the
resi stance displayed in every angle of M. Gyce's attitude. Lily
hersel f knew that his mind was divided between the dread of
catching cold if he remained out of doors too long at that hour
and the fear that, if he retreated to the house, Ms. Fisher

m ght follow himup with a paper to be signed. M. Gyce had a

constitutional dislike to what he called "committing hinself,"



and tenderly as he cherished his health, he evidently concl uded
that it was safer to stay out of reach of pen and ink till chance
rel eased himfrom Ms. Fisher's toils. Meanwhil e he cast agonized
glances in the direction of Mss Bart, whose only response was to
sink into an attitude of nore graceful abstraction. She had

| earned the value of contrast in throwi ng her charnms into relief,
and was fully aware of the extent to which Ms. Fisher's

vol ubility was enhanci ng her own repose.

She was roused from her nusings by the approach of her cousin
Jack Stepney who, at Gaen Van Osburgh's side, was returning

across the garden fromthe tennis court.

The couple in question were engaged in the sane kind of ronance
in which Lily figured, and the latter felt a certain annoyance in
contenpl ati ng what seened to her a caricature of her own
situation. Mss Van Gsburgh was a large girl with flat surfaces
and no high lights: Jack Stepney had once said of her that she
was as reliable as roast nutton. His own taste was in the |ine of
| ess solid and nore highly-seasoned diet; but hunger nakes any
fare pal atabl e, and there had been tines when M. Stepney had

been reduced to a crust.

Lily considered with interest the expression of their faces: the
girl's turned toward her conpanion's like an enpty plate held up
to be filled, while the nan | ounging at her side already betrayed
t he encroachi ng boredom whi ch woul d presently crack the thin

veneer of his snile.

"How i npatient nmen are!" Lily reflected. "All Jack has to do to
get everything he wants is to keep quiet and let that girl marry
him whereas | have to calculate and contrive, and retreat and
advance, as if | were going through an intricate dance,

where one misstep would throw nme hopel essly out of tine."



As they drew nearer she was whinsically struck by a kind of
famly |ikeness between M ss Van Gsburgh and Percy Gryce. There
was no resenbl ance of feature. Gryce was handsone in a didactic
way--he | ooked like a clever pupil's drawing froma

pl aster-cast--while Gmen's countenance had no nore nodel ling than
a face painted on a toy balloon. But the deeper affinity was

unm st akabl e: the two had the sanme prejudices and ideals, and the
same quality of making other standards non-existent by ignoring
them This attribute was conmon to nost of Lily's set: they had a
force of negation which elimnmnated everything beyond their own
range of perception. Gyce and Mss Van Gsburgh were, in short,
made for each other by every law of nmoral and physica

correspondence---"Yet they wouldn't | ook at each other,” Lily
mused, "they never do. Each of themwants a creature of a
different race, of Jack's race and nine, with all sorts of
intuitions, sensations and perceptions that they don't even guess

the existence of. And they always get what they want."

She stood tal king with her cousin and Mss Van Gsburgh, till a
slight cloud on the latter's brow advi sed her that even cousinly
anenities were subject to suspicion, and Mss Bart, mndful of
the necessity of not exciting ennities at this crucial point of
her career, dropped aside while the happy coupl e proceeded toward

the tea-table.

Seating herself on the upper step of the terrace, Lily |eaned her
head agai nst the honeysuckl es weathing the bal ustrade. The
fragrance of the late bl ossons seemed an emanation of the
tranquil scene, a landscape tutored to the | ast degree of rura

el egance. In the foreground glowed the warmtints of the gardens.
Beyond the lawn, with its pyramni dal pal e-gold maples and vel vety

firs, sloped pastures dotted with cattle; and through a | ong



gl ade the river wi dened like a | ake under the silver |ight of
Septenber. Lily did not want to join the circle about the
tea-table. They represented the future she had chosen, and she
was content with it, but in no haste to anticipate its joys. The
certainty that she could marry Percy G yce when she pl eased had
lifted a heavy load fromher mind, and her noney troubles were
too recent for their renoval not to | eave a sense of

relief which a |l ess discerning intelligence nmght have taken for
happi ness. Her vulgar cares were at an end. She would be able to
arrange her life as she pleased, to soar into that enpyrean of
security where creditors cannot penetrate. She woul d have smarter
gowns than Judy Trenor, and far, far nore jewels than Bertha
Dorset. She would be free forever fromthe shifts, the
expedients, the humliations of the relatively poor. Instead of
having to flatter, she would be flattered; instead of being
grateful, she would receive thanks. There were old scores she
could pay off as well as old benefits she could return. And she
had no doubts as to the extent of her power. She knew that M.

G yce was of the small chary type nobst inaccessible to inmpul ses
and enotions. He had the kind of character in which prudence is a
vi ce, and good advice the nobst dangerous nourishment. But Lily
had known the species before: she was aware that such a guarded
nature nust find one huge outlet of egoism and she deternmined to
be to himwhat his Americana had hitherto been: the one
possession in which he took sufficient pride to spend noney on
it. She knew that this generosity to self is one of the fornms of
meanness, and she resolved so to identify herself with her
husband's vanity that to gratify her w shes would be to himthe
nmost exqui site form of self-indul gence. The system m ght at first
necessitate a resort to sone of the very shifts and expedients
fromwhich she intended it should free her; but she felt sure
that in a short time she would be able to play the gane in her

own way. How shoul d she have distrusted her powers? Her beauty



itself was not the nmere epheneral possession it mght have been
in the hands of inexperience: her skill in enhancing it, the care
she took of it, the use she nmade of it, seened to give it a kind
of permanence. She felt she could trust it to carry her through

to the end.

And the end, on the whole, was worthwhile. Life was not the
nockery she had thought it three days ago. There was room for
her, after all, in this crowded selfish world of pleasure whence,
so short a time since, her poverty had seened to exclude her
These peopl e whom she had ridicul ed and yet envied were glad to
make a place for her in the charmed circle about which all her
desires revolved. They were not as brutal and self-engrossed as
she had fancied--or rather, since it would no | onger be
necessary to flatter and hurmour them that side of their nature
becane | ess conspi cuous. Society is a revolving body which is apt
to be judged according to its place in each man's heaven; and at

present it was turning its illumnated face to Lily.

In the rosy glow it diffused her conpanions seened full of

am able qualities. She liked their el egance, their I|ightness,
their lack of enphasis: even the self-assurance which at tines
was so |ike obtuseness now seenmed the natural sign of social
ascendency. They were lords of the only world she cared for, and
they were ready to admit her to their ranks and let her lord it
with them Already she felt within her a stealing allegiance to
their standards, an acceptance of their limtations, a disbelief
in the things they did not believe in, a contenptuous pity for

the people who were not able to live as they lived.

The early sunset was slanting across the park. Through the boughs
of the I ong avenue beyond the gardens she caught the flash of

wheel s, and divined that nore visitors were approaching. There



was a novenent behind her, a scattering of steps and voices: it
was evident that the party about the tea-table was breaking up
Presently she heard a tread behind her on the terrace. She
supposed that M. Gyce had at last found nmeans to escape from
hi s predi canent, and she sniled at the significance of his coning
to join her instead of beating an instant retreat to the

fire-side

She turned to give himthe wel come which such gallantry deserved
but her greeting wavered into a blush of wonder, for the man who

had approached her was Law ence Sel den

"You see | cane after all," he said; but before she had time to
answer, Ms. Dorset, breaking away froma lifeless colloquy with
her host, had stepped between themwith a little gesture of

appropri ation.

The observance of Sunday at Bellonont was chiefly nmarked by the
punctual appearance of the smart ommi bus destined to convey the
household to the little church at the gates. Wether any one got
into the omibus or not was a matter of secondary inportance,
since by standing there it not only bore witness to the orthodox
intentions of the famly, but nmade Ms. Trenor feel, when she
finally heard it drive away, that she had sonehow vicariously

made use of it.

It was Ms. Trenor's theory that her daughters actually did go to
church every Sunday; but their French governess's convictions
calling her to the rival fane, and the fatigues of the week
keeping their nmother in her roomtill luncheon, there was sel dom
any one present to verify the fact. Now and then, in a spasnodic
burst of virtue--when the house had been too uproarious over

ni ght--Gus Trenor forced his genial bulk into a tight frock-coat



and routed his daughters fromtheir slunbers; but habitually, as
Lily explained to M. Gyce, this parental duty was forgotten
till the church bells were ringing across the park, and the

omi bus had driven away enpty.

Lily had hinted to M. Gyce that this neglect of religious
observances was repugnant to her early traditions, and that
during her visits to Bellonont she regularly acconpani ed Miri el
and Hilda to church. This tallied with the assurance, also
confidentially inparted, that, never having played bridge
before, she had been "dragged into it" on the night of her
arrival, and had | ost an appalling anmount of noney in
consequence of her ignorance of the ganme and of the rul es of
betting. M. G yce was undoubtedly enjoying Bellonont. He |iked
the ease and glitter of the life, and the lustre conferred on him
by being a nmenber of this group of rich and conspi cuous peopl e.
But he thought it a very materialistic society; there were tines
when he was frightened by the talk of the nen and the | ooks of
the ladies, and he was glad to find that Mss Bart, for all her
ease and sel f-possession, was not at home in so anbi guous an

at nosphere. For this reason he had been especially pleased to

| earn that she would, as usual, attend the young Trenors

to church on Sunday norning; and as he paced the gravel sweep
before the door, his light overcoat on his armand his
prayer-book in one carefully-gloved hand, he refl ected agreeably
on the strength of character which kept her true to her early

training in surroundings so subversive to religious principles.

For along tine M. Gyce and the omi bus had the gravel sweep to
thensel ves; but, far fromregretting this deplorable indifference
on the part of the other guests, he found hinself nourishing the
hope that Mss Bart m ght be unacconpani ed. The preci ous m nutes

were flying, however; the big chestnuts pawed the ground and



flecked their inpatient sides with foam the coachman seened to
be slowy petrifying on the box, and the groom on the doorstep
and still the lady did not cone. Suddenly, however, there was a
sound of voices and a rustle of skirts in the doorway, and M.
G yce, restoring his watch to his pocket, turned with a nervous
start; but it was only to find hinself handing Ms. Wetheral

into the carriage

The Wet heralls always went to church. They bel onged to the vast
group of human automata who go through life w thout neglecting to
performa single one of the gestures executed by the surrounding
puppets. It is true that the Bell onont puppets did not go to
church; but others equally inportant did--and M. and Ms.
Wetherall's circle was so large that God was included in their
visiting-list. They appeared, therefore, punctual and resigned,
with the air of people bound for a dull "At Home," and after them
H | da and Muriel straggled, yawning and pinning each other's
veils and ribbons as they cane. They had pronmised Lily to go to
church with her, they declared, and Lily was such a dear ol d duck
that they didn't mind doing it to please her, though they
couldn't fancy what had put the idea in her head, and though for
their own part they would nmuch rather have played | awn tennis
with Jack and Gmen, if she hadn't told them she was com ng. The
M sses Trenor were followed by Lady Cressida Raith, a
weat her - beaten person in Liberty silk and ethnol ogical trinkets,
who, on seeing the omi bus, expressed her surprise that they were
not to wal k across the park; but at Ms. Wtherall's horrified
protest that the church was a nile away, her |adyship,

after a glance at the height of the other's heels, acquiesced in
the necessity of driving, and poor M. Gyce found hinself
rolling off between four |adies for whose spiritual welfare he

felt not the | east concern



It might have afforded hi msone consol ati on could he have known
that Mss Bart had really meant to go to church. She had even
risen earlier than usual in the execution of her purpose. She had
an idea that the sight of her in a grey gown of devotional cut,
with her fanous | ashes drooped above a prayer-book, would put the
finishing touch to M. Gyce's subjugation, and render inevitable
a certain incident which she had resol ved should forma part of
the wal k they were to take together after |uncheon. Her
intentions in short had never been nore definite; but poor Lily,
for all the hard glaze of her exterior, was inwardly as mall eabl e
as wax. Her faculty for adapting herself, for entering into other
people's feelings, if it served her now and then in small

conti ngenci es, hanpered her in the decisive nonents of life. She
was |like a water-plant in the flux of the tides, and today the
whol e current of her nood was carrying her toward Law ence

Sel den. Why had he come? Was it to see herself or Bertha Dorset?
It was the | ast question which, at that noment, should have
engaged her. She night better have contented herself with
thinking that he had sinply responded to the despairing sunmons
of his hostess, anxious to interpose himbetween herself and the
ill-humour of Ms. Dorset. But Lily had not rested till she

| earned from Ms. Trenor that Selden had come of his own accord
"He didn't even wire nme--he just happened to find the trap at the
station. Perhaps it's not over with Bertha after all," Ms.

Trenor nusingly concluded; and went away to arrange her

di nner-cards accordingly.

Perhaps it was not, Lily reflected; but it should be soon, unless
she had | ost her cunning. If Selden had conme at Ms. Dorset's
call, it was at her own that he would stay. So nuch the previous
evening had told her. Ms. Trenor, true to her sinple principle
of making her married friends happy, had placed Sel den and Ms.

Dorset next to each other at dinner; but, in obedience to the



ti me-honoured traditions of the match-nmaker, she had separated
Lily and M. Gyce, sending in the former with CGeorge

Dorset, while M. Gyce was coupled with Gmsen Van GCsburgh.

George Dorset's talk did not interfere with the range of his

nei ghbour's thoughts. He was a nournful dyspeptic, intent on
finding out the deleterious ingredients of every dish and
diverted fromthis care only by the sound of his wife's voice. On
this occasion, however, Ms. Dorset took no part in the genera
conversation. She sat talking in low nurnurs with Selden, and
turning a contenptuous and denuded shoul der toward her host, who,
far fromresenting his exclusion, plunged into the excesses of
the MENU with the joyous irresponsibility of a free man. To M.
Dorset, however, his wife's attitude was a subject of such

evi dent concern that, when he was not scraping the sauce fromhis
fish, or scooping the noist bread-crunbs fromthe interior of his
roll, he sat straining his thin neck for a glinpse of her between

the |ights.

Ms. Trenor, as it chanced, had placed the husband and wi fe on
opposite sides of the table, and Lily was therefore able to
observe Ms. Dorset also, and by carrying her glance a few feet
farther, to set up a rapid conparison between Lawence Sel den and
M. Gyce. It was that comparison which was her undoing. Wy el se
had she suddenly grown interested in Selden? She had known him
for eight years or nore: ever since her return to America he had
fornmed a part of her background. She had al ways been glad to sit
next to himat dinner, had found hi mnore agreeabl e than nost

men, and had vaguely w shed that he possessed the other qualities
needful to fix her attention; but till now she had been too busy
with her own affairs to regard himas nore than one of the

pl easant accessories of life. Mss Bart was a keen reader of her

own heart, and she saw that her sudden preoccupati on with Sel den



was due to the fact that his presence shed a new |light on her
surroundi ngs. Not that he was notably brilliant or exceptional

in his own profession he was surpassed by nore than one man who
had bored Lily through nany a weary dinner. It was rather that he
had preserved a certain social detachnment, a happy air of view ng
the show obj ectively, of having points of contact outside the
great gilt cage in which they were all huddled for the nob to
gape at. How alluring the world outside the cage appeared

to Lily, as she heard its door clang on her! In reality, as she
knew, the door never clanged: it stood al ways open; but nost of
the captives were like flies in a bottle, and having once flown
in, could never regain their freedom It was Selden's distinction

that he had never forgotten the way out.

That was the secret of his way of readjusting her vision. Lily,
turning her eyes fromhim found herself scanning her little
world through his retina: it was as though the pink |anmps had
been shut off and the dusty daylight let in. She | ooked down the
Il ong table, studying its occupants one by one, from Gus Trenor

wi th his heavy carnivorous head sunk between his shoul ders, as he
preyed on a jellied plover, to his wife, at the opposite end of
the | ong bank of orchids, suggestive, with her glaring

good-1 ooks, of a jeweller's window lit by electricity. And

bet ween the two, what a long stretch of vacuity! How dreary and
trivial these people were! Lily reviewed themwith a scornfu

i npatience: Carry Fisher, with her shoul ders, her eyes, her

di vorces, her general air of enbodying a "spicy paragraph"; young
Silverton, who had neant to live on proof-reading and wite an
epi c, and who now lived on his friends and had becone critical of
truffles; Alice Wetherall, an animated visiting-list, whose nost
fervid convictions turned on the wording of invitations and the
engravi ng of dinner-cards; Wtherall, with his perpetual nervous

nod of acqui escence, his air of agreeing with people before he



knew what they were saying; Jack Stepney, with his confident
smle and anxi ous eyes, half way between the sheriff and an

hei ress; Gaen Van Gsburgh, with all the guileless confidence of a
young girl who has always been told that there is no one richer

than her father.

Lily snmiled at her classification of her friends. How different
they had seemed to her a few hours ago! Then they had synbolized
what she was gai ning, now they stood for what she was giving up
That very afternoon they had seened full of brilliant qualities;
now she saw that they were nerely dull in a loud way. Under the
glitter of their opportunities she saw the poverty of their

achi evenment. It was not that she wanted themto be nore

di sinterested; but she would have liked themto be nore

pi cturesque. And she had a shaned recollection of the way

in which, a few hours since, she had felt the centripetal force
of their standards. She closed her eyes an instant, and the
vacuous routine of the life she had chosen stretched before her
like a long white road without dip or turning: it was true she
was to roll over it in a carriage instead of trudging it on foot,
but sonetines the pedestrian enjoys the diversion of a short cut

which is denied to those on wheel s.

She was roused by a chuckle which M. Dorset seened to eject from

the depths of his |ean throat.

"I say, do look at her," he exclainmed, turning to Mss Bart with
| ugubrious nerrinment--"1 beg your pardon, but do just |ook at ny
wi fe naking a fool of that poor devil over therel One would
really suppose she was gone on him-and it's all the other way

round, | assure you."

Thus adjured, Lily turned her eyes on the spectacle which was

affording M. Dorset such legitimate mirth. It certainly



appeared, as he said, that Ms. Dorset was the nore active
participant in the scene: her nei ghbour seenmed to receive her
advances with a tenperate zest which did not distract himfrom
his dinner. The sight restored Lily's good hunour, and know ng
the peculiar disguise which M. Dorset's narital fears assuned,

she asked gaily: "Aren't you horribly jeal ous of her?”

Dorset greeted the sally with delight. "Oh, abom nably--you' ve
just hit it--keeps nme awake at night. The doctors tell ne that's
what has knocked my digestion out--being so infernally jeal ous of
her.--1 can't eat a nouthful of this stuff, you know, " he added
suddenl y, pushing back his plate with a clouded countenance; and
Lily, unfailingly adaptable, accorded her radiant attention to
hi s prol onged denunci ati on of other people's cooks, with a

suppl enentary tirade on the toxic qualities of nelted butter

It was not often that he found so ready an ear; and, being a nan
as well as a dyspeptic, it may be that as he poured his
grievances into it he was not insensible to its rosy symetry. At
any rate he engaged Lily so long that the sweets were being
handed when she caught a phrase on her other side, where Mss
Corby, the com c worman of the conpany, was bantering Jack Stepney
on his approachi ng engagenent. M ss Corby's role was

jocularity: she always entered the conversation with a

handspri ng.

"And of course you'll have Sim Rosedal e as best man!" Lily heard
her fling out as the clinmax of her prognostications; and Stepney
responded, as if struck: "Jove, that's an idea. Wat a thunping

present |1'd get out of him"

SI M ROSEDALE! The nane, nmade nore odious by its dimnutive,

obtruded itself on Lily's thoughts |like a leer. It stood for one



of the many hated possibilities hovering on the edge of life. If
she did not marry Percy Gryce, the day m ght conme when she woul d
have to be civil to such nmen as Rosedale. |F SHE DI D NOT MARRY

H M? But she nmeant to marry hi m-she was sure of himand sure of
hersel f. She drew back with a shiver fromthe pleasant paths in
whi ch her thoughts had been straying, and set her feet once nore
in the mddle of the long white road.... Wen she went upstairs
that night she found that the | ate post had brought her a fresh
batch of bills. Ms. Peniston, who was a conscientious woman, had

forwarded themall to Bell onpnt.

M ss Bart, accordingly, rose the next norning with the nost
earnest conviction that it was her duty to go to church. She tore
herself betines fromthe lingering enjoynent of her
breakfast-tray, rang to have her grey gown laid out, and

despatched her maid to borrow a prayer-book from Ms. Trenor

But her course was too purely reasonable not to contain the gerns
of rebellion. No sooner were her preparations nade than they
roused a snot hered sense of resistance. A snall spark was enough
to kindle Lily's imagination, and the sight of the grey dress and
the borrowed prayer-book flashed a long Iight down the years. She
woul d have to go to church with Percy Gyce every Sunday. They
woul d have a front pew in the npst expensive church in New York,
and his name would figure handsonely in the list of parish
charities. In a few years, when he grew stouter, he woul d be nmade
a warden. Once in the winter the rector would cone to dine, and
her husband woul d beg her to go over the list and see that no

Dl VORCEES wer e included, except those who had showed signs of
penitence by being re-married to the very weal thy. There was
not hi ng especially arduous in this round of rel gious

obligations; but it stood for a fraction of that great bul k of

bor edom whi ch | ooned across her path. And who coul d consent to be



bored on such a norning? Lily had slept well, and her bath had
filled her with a pleasant glow, which was becom ngly refl ected
in the clear curve of her cheek. No lines were visible this

nmorni ng, or else the glass was at a happier angle.

And the day was the acconplice of her nmood: it was a day for
i mpul se and truancy. The light air seened full of powdered gol d;
bel ow t he dewy bl oom of the | awns the woodl ands bl ushed and
smoul dered, and the hills across the river swamin nolten bl ue.

Every drop of blood in Lily's veins invited her to happiness.

The sound of wheels roused her fromthese nusings, and | eaning
behi nd her shutters she saw the omi bus take up its freight. She
was too |late, then--but the fact did not alarmher. A glinpse of
M. Gyce's crestfallen face even suggested that she had done

wi sely in absenting herself, since the disappointnent he so
candidly betrayed would surely whet his appetite for the

aft ernoon wal k. That wal k she did not nean to niss; one gl ance at
the bills on her witing-table was enough to recall its
necessity. But neanwhile she had the norning to herself, and
could nuse pleasantly on the disposal of its hours. She was

fam liar enough with the habits of Bell onont to know that she was
likely to have a free field till luncheon. She had seen the
Wetheralls, the Trenor girls and Lady Cressida packed safely into
the omi bus; Judy Trenor was sure to be having her hair
shanmpooed; Carry Fi sher had doubtless carried off her host for a
drive; Ned Silverton was probably snoking the cigarette of young
despair in his bedroom and Kate Corby was certain to be playing
tennis with Jack Stepney and M ss Van GCsburgh. O the | adies,
this left only Ms. Dorset unaccounted for, and Ms. Dorset never
came down till luncheon: her doctors, she averred, had forbidden

her to expose herself to the crude air of the norning.



To the remaining nenbers of the party Lily gave no specia

t hought; wherever they were, they were not likely to interfere
with her plans. These, for the nmonent, took the shape of assuning
a dress sonewhat nore rustic and summerlike in style than the
garment she had first selected, and rustling downstairs,
sunshade in hand, with the disengaged air of a lady in quest of
exercise. The great hall was enpty but for the knot of dogs by
the fire, who, taking in at a glance the outdoor aspect of M ss
Bart, were upon her at once with |avish offers of conpanionship.
She put aside the ranm ng paws which conveyed these offers, and
assuring the joyous volunteers that she m ght presently have a
use for their conpany, sauntered on through the enpty

drawi ng-roomto the library at the end of the house. The library
was al nost the only surviving portion of the old manor-house of
Bel l onont: a | ong spaci ous room revealing the traditions of the
nmot her-country in its classically-cased doors, the Dutch tiles of
the chi mey, and the el aborate hob-grate with its shining brass
urns. Afew famly portraits of lantern-jawed gentlenen in
tie-wigs, and ladies with | arge head-dresses and small bodies,
hung between the shelves lined with pleasantly-shabby books:
books nostly contenporaneous with the ancestors in question, and
to which the subsequent Trenors had nmade no perceptible
additions. The library at Bellonmont was in fact never used for
readi ng, though it had a certain popularity as a snoki ng-room or
a quiet retreat for flirtation. It had occurred to Lily, however,
that it mght on this occasion have been resorted to by the only
menber of the party in the least likely to put it to its origina
use. She advanced noi sel essly over the dense old rug scattered
wi th easy-chairs, and before she reached the niddle of the room
she saw that she had not been nmistaken. Law ence Sel den was in
fact seated at its farther end; but though a book lay on his
knee, his attention was not engaged with it, but directed to a

| ady whose | ace-dad figure, as she | eaned back in an adj oi ning



chair, detached itself with exaggerated slimmess against the

dusky | eat her uphol stery.

Lily paused as she caught sight of the group; for a nonment she
seened about to withdraw, but thinking better of this, she
announced her approach by a slight shake of her skirts which made
the couple raise their heads, Ms. Dorset with a | ook of frank

di spl easure, and Selden with his usual quiet snile. The sight of
hi s conmposure had a disturbing effect on Lily; but to be

di sturbed was in her case to make a nore brilliant effort at

sel f - possessi on.

"Dear ne, am| |ate?" she asked, putting a hand in his as he

advanced to greet her.

"Late for what?" enquired Ms. Dorset tartly. "Not for |uncheon

certainly--but perhaps you had an earlier engagenent?"

"Yes, | had," said Lily confidingly.

"Real | y? Perhaps | amin the way, then? But M. Selden is
entirely at your disposal." Ms. Dorset was pale with tenper, and
her antagonist felt a certain pleasure in prol onging her

di stress.

"Ch, dear, no--do stay,"” she said good-humouredly. "I don't in

the |l east want to drive you away."

"You're awfully good, dear, but | never interfere with M.

Sel den' s engagenents. "

The remark was uttered with a little air of proprietorship not

Il ost on its object, who conceal ed a faint blush of annoyance by



stooping to pick up the book he had dropped at Lily's approach
The latter's eyes wi dened charm ngly and she broke into a |ight

| augh.

"But | have no engagenent with M. Selden! My engagenent was to
go to church; and I'mafraid the omi bus has started without ne.

HAS it started, do you know?"

She turned to Selden, who replied that he had heard it drive away

sone tinme since

"Ah, then | shall have to walk; | promised Hlda and Muriel to go
to church with them It's too late to walk there, you say? Well

I shall have the credit of trying, at any rate--and the advantage
of escaping part of the service. I'mnot so sorry for myself,

after all!"

And with a bright nod to the coupl e on whom she had i ntruded,
M ss Bart strolled through the glass doors and carried her

rustling grace down the |ong perspective of the garden wal k.

She was taking her way churchward, but at no very quick pace; a
fact not | ost on one of her observers, who stood in the doorway

| ooking after her with an air of puzzled anmusenment. The truth is
that she was conscious of a somewhat keen shock of

di sappointnent. Al her plans for the day had been built on the
assunption that it was to see her that Sel den had cone to
Bel | onont. She had expected, when she came down<p 62>stairs, to
find himon the watch for her; and she had found him instead, in
a situation which might well denote that he had been on the watch
for another lady. WAas it possible, after all, that he had cone
for Bertha Dorset? The latter had acted on the assunption to the
extent of appearing at an hour when she never showed herself to

ordinary nortals, and Lily, for the nonent, saw no way of putting



her in the wong. It did not occur to her that Selden night have
been actuated nerely by the desire to spend a Sunday out of town:
wonen never learn to dispense with the sentinental notive in
their judgnments of men. But Lily was not easily disconcerted;
competition put her on her nettle, and she reflected that
Selden's conming, if it did not declare himto be still in Ms.
Dorset's toils, showed himto be so conpletely free fromthem

that he was not afraid of her proxinmty.

These t houghts so engaged her that she fell into a gait hardly
likely to carry her to church before the sernon, and at |ength,
havi ng passed fromthe gardens to the wood-path beyond, so far
forgot her intention as to sink into a rustic seat at a bend of
the wal k. The spot was charning, and Lily was not insensible to
the charm or to the fact that her presence enhanced it; but she
was not accustoned to taste the joys of solitude except in
conpany, and the conbination of a handsone girl and a ronantic
scene struck her as too good to be wasted. No one, however,
appeared to profit by the opportunity; and after a half hour of
fruitless waiting she rose and wandered on. She felt a stealing
sense of fatigue as she wal ked; the sparkle had died out of her
and the taste of |life was stale on her lips. She hardly knew what
she had been seeking, or why the failure to find it had so
blotted the light fromher sky: she was only aware of a vague
sense of failure, of an inner isolation deeper than the

| onel i ness about her

Her footsteps flagged, and she stood gazing listlessly ahead,
digging the ferny edge of the path with the tip of her sunshade.
As she did so a step sounded behind her, and she saw Sel den at

her side.

"How fast you wal k!" he remarked. "I thought | should never catch



up with you."

She answered gaily: "You nust be quite breathless! |'ve been

sitting under that tree for an hour."

"Waiting for nme, | hope?" he rejoined; and she said with a vague
| augh:
"Wl | --waiting to see if you would cone."

"I seize the distinction, but | don't mnd it, since doing the
one involved doing the other. But weren't you sure that | should

cone?"

"If | waited |ong enough--but you see | had only a limted tine

to give to the experinent."

"Way limted? Limted by |uncheon?"

"No; by ny other engagenent."

"Your engagenent to go to church with Miuriel and Hilda?"

"No; but to cone hone from church with another person."

"Ah, | see; | mght have known you were fully provided with

alternatives. And is the other person conming hone this way?"

Lily laughed again. "That's just what | don't know, and to find
out, it is nmy business to get to church before the service is

over."

"Exactly; and it is ny business to prevent your doing so; in

whi ch case the other person, piqued by your absence, will form



the desperate resolve of driving back in the omi bus."

Lily received this with fresh appreciation; his nonsense was |ike
the bubbling of her inner nmood. "Is that what you would do in

such an energency?" she enqui red.

Sel den | ooked at her with solemity. "I amhere to prove to you,"

he cried, "what | am capable of doing in an energency!"”

"Walking a mile in an hour--you nust own that the ommi bus woul d

be quicker!"

"Ah--but will he find you in the end? That's the only test of

success. "

They | ooked at each other with the sane | uxury of enjoynent that
they had felt in exchanging absurdities over his tea-table; but
suddenly Lily's face changed, and she said: "Well, if it is, he

has succeeded. "

Sel den, follow ng her glance, perceived a party of people
advancing toward them fromthe farther bend of the path. Lady
Cressida had evidently insisted on wal king home, and the rest of
the church-goers had thought it their duty to acconpany

her. Lily's conpanion | ooked rapidly fromone to the other of the
two men of the party; Wetherall wal king respectfully at Lady
Cressida's side with his little sidelong | ook of nervous
attention, and Percy Gryce bringing up the rear with Ms.

Wet heral |l and the Trenors.

Ah--now | see why you were getting up your Americana!" Selden
exclainmed with a note of the freest admiration but the blush with

whi ch the sally was received checked whatever anplifications he



had neant to give it.

That Lily Bart should object to being bantered about her suitors,
or even about her neans of attracting them was so new to Sel den
that he had a nonentary flash of surprise, which lit up a nunber
of possibilities; but she rose gallantly to the defence of her
confusion, by saying, as its object approached: "That was why |
was waiting for you--to thank you for having given me so many

poi nts!"

"Ah, you can hardly do justice to the subject in such a short
time," said Selden, as the Trenor girls caught sight of Mss
Bart; and while she signalled a response to their boisterous
greeting, he added quickly: "Wn't you devote your afternoon to
it? You know | nust be off tomorrow norning. We'll take a walk,

and you can thank nme at your leisure.”

The afternoon was perfect. A deeper stillness possessed the air,
and the glitter of the American autumm was tenpered by a haze

whi ch diffused the brightness without dulling it.

In the woody hollows of the park there was already a faint chill
but as the ground rose the air grew lighter, and ascendi ng the
I ong sl opes beyond the high-road, Lily and her conpani on reached
a zone of lingering sunrer. The path wound across a nmeadow with
scattered trees; then it dipped into a lane pluned with asters
and purpling sprays of branble, whence, through the I|ight quiver

of ash-leaves, the country unrolled itself in pastoral distances.

H gher up, the | ane showed thickening tufts of fern and of the
creeping gl ossy verdure of shaded sl opes; trees began to overhang

it, and the shade deepened to the checkered dusk of a



beech-grove. The boles of the trees stood well apart, with only a
Iight feathering of undergrowth; the path wound al ong the edge of
the wood, now and then | ooking out on a sunlit pasture or on an

orchard spangled with fruit.

Lily had no real intinmacy with nature, but she had a passion for
the appropriate and could be keenly sensitive to a scene which
was the fitting background of her own sensations. The | andscape
out spread bel ow her seenmed an enl argenent of her present nood
and she found sonething of herself in its cal mess, its breadth,
its long free reaches. On the nearer slopes the sugar-naples
wavered |ike pyres of light; |ower down was a massing of grey
orchards, and here and there the lingering green of an oak-grove.
Two or three red farm houses dozed under the apple-trees, and the
white wooden spire of a village church showed beyond t he shoul der
of the hill; while far below, in a haze of dust, the high-road

ran between the fields.

"Let us sit here," Selden suggested, as they reached an open
| edge of rock above which the beeches rose steeply between nossy

boul ders.

Lily dropped down on the rock, glowing with her long clinb. She
sat quiet, her lips parted by the stress of the ascent,

her eyes wandering peacefully over the broken ranges of the

| andscape. Sel den stretched hinself on the grass at her feet,
tilting his hat against the |level sun-rays, and clasping his
hands behi nd his head, which rested against the side of the rock
He had no wi sh to nake her tal k; her quick-breathing silence
seened a part of the general hush and harnony of things. In his
own nmind there was only a |lazy sense of pleasure, veiling the
sharp edges of sensation as the Septenber haze veiled the scene

at their feet. But Lily, though her attitude was as cal mas his,



was throbbing inwardly with a rush of thoughts. There were in her
at the nonent two beings, one drawi ng deep breaths of freedom and
exhilaration, the other gasping for air in alittle black
prison-house of fears. But gradually the captive's gasps grew
fainter, or the other paid |l ess heed to them the horizon
expanded, the air grew stronger, and the free spirit quivered for

flight.

She coul d not herself have explai ned the sense of buoyancy which
seened to lift and swing her above the sun-suffused world at her
feet. Was it | ove, she wondered, or a mere fortuitous conbination
of happy thoughts and sensations? How nuch of it was owing to the
spell of the perfect afternoon, the scent of the fading woods,
the thought of the dul ness she had fled fron? Lily had no
definite experience by which to test the quality of her feelings.
She had several times been in love with fortunes or careers, but
only once with a nan. That was years ago, when she first cane
out, and had been snmitten with a romantic passion for a young
gentl eman nanmed Herbert Mel son, who had blue eyes and a little
wave in his hair. M. Ml son, who was possessed of no other
negoti abl e securities, had hastened to enpl oy these in capturing
the el dest M ss Van Osburgh: since then he had grown stout and
wheezy, and was given to telling anecdotes about his children. If
Lily recalled this early enption it was not to conpare it wth
that whi ch now possessed her; the only point of conparison was
the sense of |ightness, of enancipation, which she renenbered
feeling, in the whirl of a waltz or the seclusion of a
conservatory, during the brief course of her youthful ronmance.
She had not known again till today that |ightness, that gl ow of
freedom but now it was sonmething nore than a blind groping of
the bl ood. The peculiar charmof her feeling for Selden

was that she understood it; she could put her finger on every

link of the chain that was drawi ng them together. Though his



popul arity was of the quiet kind, felt rather than actively
expressed anong his friends, she had never m staken his

i nconspi cuousness for obscurity. H's reputed cultivation was
generally regarded as a slight obstacle to easy intercourse, but
Lily, who prided herself on her broad-m nded recognition of
literature, and always carried an Omar Khayamin her

travel ling-bag, was attracted by this attribute, which she felt
woul d have had its distinction in an ol der society. It was,
noreover, one of his gifts to look his part; to have a height
which lifted his head above the crowd, and the keenly-nodelled
dark features which, in a |land of anorphous types, gave himthe
air of belonging to a nore specialized race, of carrying the

i mpress of a concentrated past. Expansive persons found hima
little dry, and very young girls thought him sarcastic; but this
air of friendly aloofness, as far renoved as possible from any
assertion of personal advantage, was the quality which piqued
Lily's interest. Everything about himaccorded with the
fastidious elenent in her taste, even to the light irony with
whi ch he surveyed what seened to her npbst sacred. She admired him
nmost of all, perhaps, for being able to convey as distinct a

sense of superiority as the richest man she had ever net.

It was the unconscious prolongation of this thought which I ed her
to say presently, with a laugh: "I have broken two engagenents

for you today. How many have you broken for ne?"

"None," said Selden calmy. "My only engagenent at Bellonont was

with you."

She gl anced down at him faintly smling.

"Did you really cone to Bellonont to see nme?"



"Of course | did."

Her | ook deepened neditatively. "Wiy?" she nmurnmured, with an

accent which took all tinge of coquetry fromthe question.

"Because you're such a wonderful spectacle: | always |like to see

what you are doing."

"How do you know what | should be doing if you were not here?"

Selden smled. "I don't flatter nyself that ny com ng has

defl ected your course of action by a hair's breadth."

"That's absurd--since, if you were not here, | could obviously

not be taking a walk with you."

"No; but your taking a walk with me is only another way of naking
use of your material. You are an artist and | happen to be the
bit of colour you are using today. It's a part of your cleverness

to be able to produce preneditated effects extenporaneously."”

Lily snmiled also: his words were too acute not to strike her
sense of hunmour. It was true that she neant to use the accident
of his presence as part of a very definite effect; or that, at

| east, was the secret pretext she had found for breaking her
promse to walk with M. Gyce. She had sonetines been accused of
bei ng too eager--even Judy Trenor had warned her to go slowy.
Vel 1, she would not be too eager in this case; she would give her
suitor a longer taste of suspense. \Were duty and inclination
junped together, it was not in Lily's nature to hold them
asunder. She had excused herself fromthe walk on the plea of a
headache: the horrid headache which, in the norning, had
prevented her venturing to church. Her appearance at | uncheon

justified the excuse. She | ooked | anguid, full of a suffering



sweet ness; she carried a scent-bottle in her hand. M. Gyce was
new to such nmanifestations; he wondered rather nervously if she
were delicate, having far-reaching fears about the future of his
progeny. But synpathy won the day, and he besought her not to
expose herself: he always connected the outer air with ideas of

exposure.

Lily had received his synpathy with languid gratitude, urging
him since she should be such poor conpany, to join the rest of
the party who, after |uncheon, were starting in autonobiles on a
visit to the Van GCsburghs at Peekskill. M. Gyce was touched by
her disinterestedness, and, to escape fromthe threatened vacuity
of the afternoon, had taken her advice and departed nmournfully,
in a dust-hood and goggles: as the notor-car plunged down the
avenue she sniled at his resenblance to a baffled beetle. Selden
had wat ched her manoeuvres with |azy anusement. She had made no
reply to his suggestion that they should spend the

aft ernoon together, but as her plan unfolded itself he felt
fairly confident of being included in it. The house was enpty
when at |length he heard her step on the stair and strolled out of

the billiard-roomto join her.

She had on a hat and wal ki ng-dress, and the dogs were boundi ng at

her feet.

"I thought, after all, the air mght do ne good," she expl ai ned;

and he agreed that so sinple a renmedy was worth trying.

The excursionists would be gone at |east four hours; Lily and
Sel den had the whol e afternoon before them and the sense of

| ei sure and safety gave the |ast touch of lightness to her
spirit. Wth so nmuch tinme to talk, and no definite object to be

led up to, she could taste the rare joys of nental vagrancy.



She felt so free fromulterior notives that she took up his

charge with a touch of resentnent.

"I don't know," she said, "why you are al ways accusi ng ne of

prenmeditation.”

"I thought you confessed to it: you told nme the other day that
you had to follow a certain line--and if one does a thing at al

it is amnmerit to do it thoroughly."

"If you nmean that a girl who has no one to think for her is
obliged to think for herself, | amquite willing to accept the
i mputation. But you nust find nme a dismal kind of person if you

suppose that | never yield to an inpul se."

"Ah, but | don't suppose that: haven't | told you that your

genius lies in converting inpulses into intentions?"

"My genius?" she echoed with a sudden note of weariness. "Is
there any final test of genius but success? And | certainly

haven't succeeded.”

Sel den pushed his hat back and took a side-glance at her
"Success--what is success? | shall be interested to have your

definition."

"Success?" She hesitated. "Wiy, to get as nuch as one can out of
life, | suppose. It's a relative quality, after all. Isn't that

your idea of it?"

"My idea of it? God forbid!'" He sat up with sudden energy,

resting his el bows on his knees and staring out upon the nell ow

fields. "My idea of success," he said, "is personal freedom"



" Freedon? Freedom fromworries?"

"From everyt hing--from noney, from poverty, from ease and
anxiety, fromall the material accidents. To keep a kind of

republic of the spirit--that's what | call success.”

She | eaned forward with a responsive flash. "I know-1 know-it's

strange; but that's just what |'ve been feeling today."

He met her eyes with the latent sweetness of his. "Is the feeling

so rare with you?" he said.

She blushed a little under his gaze. "You think me horribly
sordid, don't you? But perhaps it's rather that | never had any
choice. There was no one, | nean, to tell ne about the republic

of the spirit.”

"There never is--it's a country one has to find the way to one's

sel f."

"But | should never have found ny way there if you hadn't told

ne.

"Ah, there are sign-posts--but one has to know how to read them™"

"Well, | have known, | have known!" she cried with a gl ow of
eager ness. "Wenever | see you, | find nyself spelling out a
letter of the sign--and yesterday--1last evening at dinner--I

suddenly saw a little way into your republic.”

Sel den was still looking at her, but with a changed eye. Hitherto

he had found, in her presence and her talk, the aesthetic



anusenent which a reflective man is apt to seek in desultory
intercourse with pretty women. His attitude had been one of

adm ring spectatorship, and he woul d have been al nost sorry to
detect in her any enotional weakness which should interfere with
the fulfilment of her aims. But now the hint of this weakness had
becone the nost interesting thing about her. He had cone on her
that nmorning in a nonent of disarray; her face had been pal e and
altered, and the dininution of her beauty had I ent her a poi gnhant
charm THAT IS HOW SHE LOOKS WHEN SHE IS ALONE! had been his
first thought; and the second was to note in her the change which
his coming produced. It was the danger-point of their intercourse
that he could not doubt the spontaneity of her |iking. From

what ever angl e he viewed their dawning intimcy, he could not see
it as part of her schenme of life; and to be the unforeseen
element in a career so accurately planned was stimulating

even to a man who had renounced sentinental experinents.

"Well," he said, "did it nake you want to see nore? Are you goi ng

to becone one of us?"

He had drawn out his cigarettes as he spoke, and she reached her

hand toward the case

"Ch, do give nme one--1 haven't snoked for days!"”

"Why such unnatural abstinence? Everybody snokes at Bellonont."

"Yes--but it is not considered beconming in a JEUNE FILLE A

MARI ER;, and at the present nonent | ama JEUNE FILLE A MARI ER

"Ah, then I'mafraid we can't let you into the republic."

"Way not? Is it a celibate order?"



"Not in the least, though |I'm bound to say there are not many
married people in it. But you will marry some one very rich, and
it's as hard for rich people to get into as the ki ngdom of

heaven. "

"That's unjust, | think, because, as | understand it, one of the
conditions of citizenship is not to think too nuch about noney,
and the only way not to think about noney is to have a great dea

of it."

"You might as well say that the only way not to think about air
is to have enough to breathe. That is true enough in a sense; but
your lungs are thinking about the air, if you are not. And so it
is with your rich people--they may not be thinking of noney, but
they're breathing it all the while; take theminto another

el ement and see how t hey squirm and gasp!"

Lily sat gazing absently through the blue rings of her

ci garette-snoke.

"It seens to nme," she said at length, "that you spend a good dea

of your time in the element you di sapprove of."

Sel den received this thrust without disconposure. "Yes; but |
have tried to renmain anphibious: it's all right as long as one's
lungs can work in another air. The real alcheny consists in being
able to turn gold back again into something else; and that's the

secret that nost of your friends have lost."

Lily nused. "Don't you think," she rejoined after a nonent, "that
the people who find fault with society are too apt to regard it
as an end and not a neans, just as the people who despise

nmoney speak as if its only use were to be kept in bags and



gloated over? Isn't it fairer to | ook at themboth as
opportunities, which may be used either stupidly or

intelligently, according to the capacity of the user?"

"That is certainly the sane view, but the queer thing about
society is that the people who regard it as an end are those who
are init, and not the critics on the fence. It's just the other
way with nost shows--the audi ence may be under the illusion, but
the actors know that real life is on the other side of the
footlights. The people who take society as an escape from work
are putting it to its proper use; but when it becones the thing

worked for it distorts all the relations of life." Selden raised
hi msel f on his el bow "Good heavens!" he went on, "I don't
underrate the decorative side of life. It seens to ne the sense
of splendour has justified itself by what it has produced. The
worst of it is that so much human nature is used up in the
process. If we're all the raw stuff of the cosmc effects, one
woul d rather be the fire that tenpers a sword than the fish that
dyes a purple cloak. And a society |like ours wastes such good
material in producing its little patch of purple! Look at a boy
like Ned Silverton--he's really too good to be used to refurbish
anybody' s soci al shabbiness. There's a lad just setting out to

di scover the universe: isn't it a pity he should end by finding

it in Ms. Fisher's draw ng-roon?"

"Ned is a dear boy, and | hope he will keep his illusions |ong
enough to wite sonme nice poetry about them but do you think it

is only in society that he is likely to | ose thenP"

Sel den answered her with a shrug. "Why do we call all our
generous ideas illusions, and the nean ones truths? Isn't it a
suf ficient condemmation of society to find one's self accepting

such phraseology? | very nearly acquired the jargon at



Silverton's age, and | know how names can alter the col our of

beliefs."

She had never heard himspeak with such energy of affirmation.
H s habitual touch was that of the eclectic, who lightly turns
over and conpares; and she was noved by this sudden glinpse into

the | aboratory where his faiths were forned.

"Ah, you are as bad as the other sectarians," she exclai ned;
"why do you call your republic a republic? It is a closed corporation

and you create arbitrary objections in order to keep people out."

"I't is not MY republic; if it were, | should have a COUP D ETAT

and seat you on the throne."

"Whereas, in reality, you think | can never even get ny foot
across the threshol d? Ch, | understand what you nean. You despi se

my anbitions--you think themunworthy of ne!"

Sel den smiled, but not ironically. "Well, isn't that a tribute?

think them quite worthy of nost of the people who live by them"

She had turned to gaze on himgravely. "But isn't it possible
that, if | had the opportunities of these people, |I mght nake a
better use of thenfP Mney stands for all kinds of things--its

purchasing quality isn't linmted to di anonds and notor-cars."

"Not in the least: you might expiate your enjoynent of them by

founding a hospital.”

"But if you think they are what | should really enjoy, you nust

think ny anbitions are good enough for ne."



Sel den net this appeal with a laugh. "Ah, nmy dear Mss Bart, | am
not divine Providence, to guarantee your enjoying the things you

are trying to get!"”

"Then the best you can say for ne is, that after struggling to
get them | probably shan't |ike then?" She drew a deep breath.

"What a miserable future you foresee for nme!"

"Wl | --have you never foreseen it for yourself?" The sl ow col our
rose to her cheek, not a blush of excitenent but drawn fromthe
deep wells of feeling; it was as if the effort of her spirit had

produced it.

"Often and often," she said. "But it | ooks so nmuch darker when

you show it to ne!"

He made no answer to this exclamation, and for a while they sat
silent, while sonmething throbbed between themin the wi de quiet

of the air.

But suddenly she turned on himwith a kind of vehenence. "Wy do
you do this to nme?" she cried. "Wy do you make the things | have
chosen seem hateful to ne, if you have nothing to give ne

i nst ead?"

The words roused Selden fromthe nusing fit into which he had
fallen. He hinself did not know why he had led their talk al ong
such lines; it was the | ast use he would have inmagi ned hinsel f
maki ng of an afternoon's solitude with Mss Bart. But it was one
of those nonents when neither seenmed to speak deliberately, when
an indwelling voice in each called to the other across unsounded

dept hs of feeling.

"No, | have nothing to give you instead," he said, sitting up and



turning so that he faced her. "If | had, it should be yours, you

know. "

She received this abrupt declaration in a way even stranger than
the manner of its making: she dropped her face on her hands and

he saw that for a nonent she wept.

It was for a noment only, however; for when he | eaned nearer and
drew down her hands with a gesture | ess passionate than grave,

she turned on hima face softened but not disfigured by enotion,
and he said to hinmself, sonewhat cruelly, that even her weeping

was an art.

The reflection steadied his voice as he asked, between pity and
irony: "lIsn't it natural that | should try to belittle all the

things | can't offer you?"

Her face brightened at this, but she drew her hand away, not with
a gesture of coquetry, but as though renouncing sonething to

whi ch she had no claim

"But you belittle Mg, don't you," she returned gently, "in being

so sure they are the only things | care for?"

Sel den felt an inner start; but it was only the |ast quiver of
his egoism Al nost at once he answered quite sinply: "But you do

care for them don't you? And no wi shing of nmine can alter that."

He had so conpletely ceased to consider how far this nmight carry
him that he had a distinct sense of disappointnent when she

turned on hima face sparkling with derision

"Ah," she cried, "for all your fine phrases you're really as



great a coward as | am for you wouldn't have nade one of themif

you hadn't been so sure of ny answer."

The shock of this retort had the effect of crystallizing Selden's

wavering intentions.

"I am not so sure of your answer,"” he said quietly. "And | do you

the justice to believe that you are not either."

It was her turn to look at himw th surprise; and after a

monent --"Do you want to marry me?" she asked

He broke into a laugh. "No, | don't want to--but perhaps | should

if you did!'"

"That's what | told you--you're so sure of ne that you can anuse
yourself with experinents." She drew back the hand he had

regai ned, and sat | ooking down on him sadly.

"I am not naking experinents," he returned. "Or if | am it is
not on you but on nyself. | don't know what effect they are going
to have on ne--but if marrying you is one of them | wll take

the risk."

She snmiled faintly. "It would be a great risk, certainly--1 have

never conceal ed fromyou how great."

"Ah, it's you who are the coward!" he excl ai ned.

She had risen, and he stood facing her with his eyes on hers. The
soft isolation of the falling day envel oped them they seened
lifted into a finer air. Al the exquisite influences of the hour
trenbled in their veins, and drew themto each other as the

| oosened | eaves were drawn to the earth.



"I't's you who are the coward," he repeated, catching her hands in

hi s.

She | eaned on himfor a nmonment, as if with a drop of tired w ngs:
he felt as though her heart were beating rather with the stress
of along flight than the thrill of new distances. Then, draw ng
back with a little smle of warning--"I shall |ook hideous in

dowdy clothes; but I can trimny own hats,"” she decl ared.

They stood silent for a while after this, smling at each other
I i ke adventurous children who have clinbed to a forbidden hei ght
fromwhich they discover a new world. The actual world at their
feet was veiling itself in dimess, and across the valley a clear

noon rose in the denser bl ue.

Suddenly they heard a renote sound, |ike the humof a giant
i nsect, and follow ng the high-road, which wound whiter through
the surrounding twilight, a black object rushed across their

vi si on.

Lily started fromher attitude of absorption; her smile faded and

she began to nove toward the | ane.

"l had no idea it was so late!l We shall not be back till after

dark," she said, alnost inpatiently.

Sel den was | ooking at her with surprise: it took hima nmonent to
regain his usual view of her; then he said, with an
uncontrol | abl e note of dryness: "That was not one of our party;

the motor was going the other way."

"I know -1 know --" She paused, and he saw her redden through the



twilight. "But | told them!| was not well--that | should not go

out. Let us go down!" she rurnured.

Sel den continued to | ook at her; then he drew his cigarette-case
fromhis pocket and slowy lit a cigarette. It seened to him
necessary, at that noment, to proclaim by sone habitual gesture
of this sort, his recovered hold on the actual: he had an al nost
puerile wish to let his conpanion see that, their flight over, he

had | anded on his feet.

She waited while the spark flickered under his curved paln then

he held out the cigarettes to her

She took one with an unsteady hand, and putting it to her lips,
| eaned forward to draw her light fromhis. In the indistinctness
the little red gleamlit up the |ower part of her face, and he

saw her nouth trenble into a smle.

"Were you serious?" she asked, with an odd thrill of gaiety which
she mi ght have caught up, in haste, froma heap of stock

i nflections, without having tinme to select the just note.

Sel den's voi ce was under better control. "Wy not?" he returned.

"You see | took no risks in being so.” And as she continued to
stand before him a little pale under the retort, he added

qui ckly: "Let us go down."

It spoke nmuch for the depth of Ms. Trenor's friendship that her
voi ce, in admonishing Mss Bart, took the same note of persona
despair as if she had been | anenting the collapse of a

house- party.

"All | can say is, Lily, that | can't nake you out!" She |eaned

back, sighing, in the norning abandon of |ace and muslin, turning



an indifferent shoul der to the heaped-up inportunities of her
desk, while she considered, with the eye of a physician who has
given up the case, the erect exterior of the patient confronting

her.

"If you hadn't told nme you were going in for himseriously--but
I'"msure you nade that plain enough fromthe begi nning! Wy el se
did you ask ne to let you off bridge, and to keep away Carry and
Kate Corby? | don't suppose you did it because he anused you; we
could none of us imagine your putting up with himfor a nonent
unl ess you neant to marry him And |'m sure everybody played
fair! They all wanted to help it along. Even Bertha kept her
hands off--1 will say that--till Lawence came down and you
dragged himaway fromher. After that she had a right to
retaliate--why on earth did you interfere with her? You've known
Law ence Sel den for years--why did you behave as if you had just
di scovered hin? If you had a grudge against Bertha it was a
stupid tine to show it--you could have paid her back just as well
after you were married! | told you Bertha was dangerous. She was
in an odi ous nobod when she cane here, but Lawrence's turning up
put her in a good hunour, and if you'd only let her think he came
for HER it woul d have never occurred to her to play you this

trick. Oh, Lily, you'll never do anything if you're not serious!"

M ss Bart accepted this exhortation in a spirit of the purest
inmpartiality. Why should she have been angry? It was the voice of
her own consci ence whi ch spoke to her through Ms. Trenor's
reproachful accents. But even to her own consci ence she nust
trunmp up a senbl ance of defence. "I only took a day off--I

t hought he neant to stay on all this week, and I knew M. Sel den

was | eaving this norning."

Ms. Trenor brushed aside the plea with a gesture which laid bare



its weakness.

"He did nmean to stay--that's the worst of it. It shows that he's
run away fromyou; that Bertha's done her work and poi soned him

t horoughl y. "

Lily gave a slight laugh. "Oh, if he's running I'll overtake

him™"

Her friend threw out an arresting hand. "Watever you do, Lily,

do not hi ng!"
M ss Bart received the warning with a smle. "I don't nean,
literally, to take the next train. There are ways---" But she did

not go on to specify them

Ms. Trenor sharply corrected the tense. "There WERE ways--plenty
of them | didn't suppose you needed to have them pointed out.
But don't deceive yourself--he's thoroughly frightened. He has

run straight hone to his nmother, and she'll protect him"

"Ch, to the death," Lily agreed, dinpling at the vision

"How you can LAUGH --" her friend rebuked her; and she dropped
back to a soberer perception of things with the question: "What

was it Bertha really told hinP"

"Don't ask ne--horrors! She seened to have raked up everything.
Oh, you know what | nean--of course there isn't anything, REALLY;
but | suppose she brought in Prince Varigliano--and Lord
Hubert--and there was sonme story of your having borrowed noney of

old Ned Van Al styne: did you ever?"

"He is ny father's cousin,” Mss Bart interposed.



"Wl l, of course she left THAT out. It seens Ned told Carry
Fi sher; and she told Bertha, naturally. They're all alike, you
know. they hold their tongues for years, and you think you're

safe, but when their opportunity cones they renmenber everything."

Lily had grown pale: her voice had a harsh note in it. "It was
some noney | lost at bridge at the Van Gsburghs'. | repaid it, of
course."

"Ah, well, they wouldn't remenber that; besides, it was the idea

of the ganbling debt that frightened Percy. Oh, Bertha knew her

man- - she knew just what to tell him"

In this strain Ms. Trenor continued for nearly an hour to
adnoni sh her friend. Mss Bart listened with adnirable
equanimty. Her naturally good tenper had been disciplined by
years of enforced conpliance, since she had al nost always had to
attain her ends by the circuitous path of other people's; and,
being naturally inclined to face unpl easant facts as soon as they
presented t hensel ves, she was not sorry to hear an inpartia
statenment of what her folly was likely to cost, the nore so as
her own thoughts were still insisting on the other side of the
case. Presented in the light of Ms. Trenor's vigorous conments,
the reckoning was certainly a formi dabl e one, and Lily, as she
listened, found herself gradually reverting to her friend s view
of the situation. Ms. Trenor's words were noreover enphasized
for her hearer by anxieties which she herself could scarcely
guess. Affluence, unless stinulated by a keen inmagi nation, forns
but the vaguest notion of the practical strain of poverty. Judy
knew it must be "horrid" for poor Lily to have to stop to

consi der whet her she could afford real |ace on her petticoats,

and not to have a notor-car and a steamtyacht at her orders; but



the daily friction of unpaid bills, the daily nibble of snmall
tenptations to expenditure, were trials as far out of her
experience as the donestic problens of the char-worman. Ms.
Trenor's unconsci ousness of the real stress of the situation had
the effect of making it nore galling to Lily. Wiile her friend
reproached her for missing the opportunity to eclipse her rivals,
she was once nore battling in imagination with the nounting tide
of indebtedness fromwhich she had so nearly escaped. Wat w nd

of folly had driven her out again on those dark seas?

I f anything was needed to put the |ast touch to her

sel f-abasenment it was the sense of the way her old life was
opening its ruts again to receive her. Yesterday her fancy had
fluttered free pinions above a choice of occupations; now she had
to drop to the level of the famliar routine, in which nonents of
seeming brilliancy and freedomalternated with | ong hours of

subj ecti on.

She laid a deprecating hand on her friend' s. "Dear Judy! |'m
sorry to have been such a bore, and you are very good to me. But
you must have sone letters for nme to answer--let nme at | east be

useful . "

She settled herself at the desk, and Ms. Trenor accepted her
resunption of the nmorning's task with a sigh which inplied that,

after all, she had proved herself unfit for higher uses.

The | uncheon table showed a depleted circle. ALl the nen but Jack
St epney and Dorset had returned to town (it seened to Lily a | ast
touch of irony that Selden and Percy Gryce should have gone in
the sane train), and Lady Cressida and the attendant Wetheralls
had been despatched by notor to lunch at a distant country-house.

At such nonments of dimnished interest it was usual for Ms.



Dorset to keep her roomtill the afternoon; but on this occasion
she drifted in when [ uncheon was half over, holl owed-eyed and

drooping, but with an edge of malice under her indifference.

She rai sed her eyebrows as she | ooked about the table. "How few
of us are left! | do so enjoy the quiet--don't you, Lily? | w sh
the men woul d al ways stop away--it's really much nicer w thout
them O©Ch, you don't count, George: one doesn't have to talk to
one's husband. But | thought M. G yce was to stay for the rest
of the week?" she added enquiringly. "Didn't he intend to, Judy?
He's such a nice boy--1 wonder what drove himaway? He is rather
shy, and I'mafraid we may have shocked him he has been brought
up in such an ol d-fashioned way. Do you know, Lily, he told nme he
had never seen a girl play cards for nmoney till he saw you doi ng
it the other night? And he lives on the interest of his incone,

and always has a lot left over to invest!"

Ms. Fisher |eaned forward eagerly. "I do believe it is some
one's duty to educate that young man. It is shocking that he has
never been nade to realize his duties as a citizen. Every weal thy

man shoul d be conpelled to study the laws of his country."

Ms. Dorset glanced at her quietly. "I think he HAS studied the
divorce laws. He told ne he had prom sed the Bishop to sign some

kind of a petition against divorce."

M's. Fisher reddened under her powder, and Stepney said with a
| aughi ng gl ance at Mss Bart: "l suppose he is thinking of
marriage, and wants to tinker up the old ship before he goes

aboard. "

Hi s betrothed | ooked shocked at the netaphor, and George Dorset
exclained with a sardonic growl: "Poor devil! It isn't the ship

that will do for him it's the crew"



"Or the stowaways," said Mss Corby brightly. "If | contenpl ated
a voyage with himl should try to start with a friend in the

hol d."

M ss Van Gsburgh's vague feeling of pique was struggling for
appropriate expression. "lI'msure | don't see why you | augh at
him | think he's very nice," she exclainmed; "and, at any rate, a

girl who married hi mwould al ways have enough to be confortable."

She | ooked puzzl ed at the redoubl ed | aughter which hail ed her
words, but it might have consol ed her to know how deeply they had

sunk into the breast of one of her hearers.

Confortable! At that nmonent the word was nore el oquent to Lily
Bart than any other in the | anguage. She could not even pause to
smile over the heiress's view of a colossal fortune as a nere
shelter against want: her nmind was filled with the vision of what
that shelter m ght have been to her. Ms. Dorset's pin-pricks did
not smart, for her own irony cut deeper: no one could hurt her as
much as she was hurting herself, for no one else--not even Judy

Trenor--knew the full magnitude of her folly.

She was roused fromthese unprofitable considerations by a
whi spered request from her hostess, who drew her apart as they

left the | uncheon-tabl e.

"Lily, dear, if you've nothing special to do, may | tell Carry
Fi sher that you intend to drive to the station and fetch Gus? He
wi |l be back at four, and I know she has it in her nmind to neet
him O course |I'"'mvery glad to have hi mamused, but | happen to
know t hat she has bled himrather severely since she's been here,

and she is so keen about going to fetch himthat | fancy she nust



have got a lot nore bills this norning. It seens to nme," Ms
Trenor feelingly concluded, "that nost of her alinony is paid by

ot her wonen's husbands!"”

M ss Bart, on her way to the station, had |eisure to nmuse over
her friend's words, and their peculiar application to herself.
Way shoul d she have to suffer for having once, for a few hours
borrowed noney of an elderly cousin, when a wonan like Carry

Fi sher could nake a living unrebuked fromthe good-nature of her
men friends and the tolerance of their wives? It all turned on
the tiresone distinction between what a married wonan

m ght, and a girl mght not, do. O course it was shocking for a
marri ed wonan to borrow noney--and Lily was expertly aware of the
i mplication involved--but still, it was the nmere MALUM PROH Bl TUM
which the world decries but condones, and which, though it nmay be
puni shed by private vengeance, does not provoke the collective

di sapprobation of society. To Mss Bart, in short, no such
opportunities were possible. She could of course borrow from her
worren friends--a hundred here or there, at the utnost--but they
were nore ready to give a gown or a trinket, and looked a little
askance when she hinted her preference for a cheque. Wnen are
not generous | enders, and those anong whom her ot was cast were
either in the same case as herself, or else too far renoved from
it to understand its necessities. The result of her neditations
was the decision to join her aunt at Richfield. She could not
remain at Bell onont without playing bridge, and being involved in
ot her expenses; and to continue her usual series of autum visits
woul d nerely prolong the same difficulties. She had reached a
poi nt where abrupt retrenchnment was necessary, and the only cheap
life was a dull life. She would start the next norning for

Ri chfield.

At the station she thought GQus Trenor seemned surprised, and not



whol Iy unrelieved, to see her. She yielded up the reins of the
i ght runabout in which she had driven over, and as he clinbed
heavily to her side, crushing her into a scant third of the seat,
he said: "Halloo! It isn't often you honour nme. You nust have

been uncomonly hard up for sonething to do."

The afternoon was warm and propinquity nade her nore than

usual Iy conscious that he was red and massive, and that beads of
nmoi sture had caused the dust of the train to adhere unpl easantly
to the broad expanse of cheek and neck which he turned to her
but she was aware also, fromthe look in his small dull eyes
that the contact with her freshness and sl enderness was as

agreeable to himas the sight of a cooling beverage.

The perception of this fact hel ped her to answer gaily: "It's not
often I have the chance. There are too nmany |ladies to dispute the

privilege with ne."

"The privilege of driving ne hone? Wll, |I'mglad you won
the race, anyhow. But | know what really happened--my w fe sent

you. Now didn't she?"

He had the dull man's unexpected flashes of astuteness, and Lily
could not help joining in the |augh with which he had pounced on

the truth.

"You see, Judy thinks I'mthe safest person for you to be with;

and she's quite right,"” she rejoined.

"Ch, is she, though? If she is, it's because you woul dn't waste
your tinme on an old hulk Iike me. W narried nen have to put up
with what we can get: all the prizes are for the clever chaps
who' ve kept a free foot. Let ne light a cigar, will you? |I've had

a beastly day of it.



He drew up in the shade of the village street, and passed the
reins to her while he held a match to his cigar. The little flame
under his hand cast a deeper crinmson on his puffing face, and
Lily averted her eyes with a nonentary feeling of repugnance. And

yet sone wonen thought hi m handsone!

As she handed back the reins, she said synpathetically: "Did you

have such a lot of tiresone things to do?"

"I should say so--rather!"™ Trenor, who was seldomlistened to,
either by his wife or her friends, settled down into the rare
enjoynment of a confidential talk. "You don't know how a fellow
has to hustle to keep this kind of thing going."” He waved his
whip in the direction of the Bellonont acres, which |ay outspread
before themin opul ent undul ations. "Judy has no idea of what she
spends--not that there isn't plenty to keep the thing going," he
interrupted hinself, "but a nan has got to keep his eyes open and
pick up all the tips he can. My father and nother used to live
Iike fighting-cocks on their incone, and put by a good bit of it
too--luckily for me--but at the pace we go now, | don't know
where | should be if it weren't for taking a flyer now and then
The wonen all think--1 nmean Judy thinks--1've nothing to do but
to go down town once a nonth and cut off coupons, but the truth
is it takes a devilish ot of hard work to keep the machinery
runni ng. Not that | ought to conplain to-day, though,” he went on

after a nonment, "for | did a very neat stroke of business, thanks
to Stepney's friend Rosedale: by the way, Mss Lily, | wi sh you'd
try to persuade Judy to be decently civil to that chap. He's
going to be rich enough to buy us all out one of these

days, and if she'd only ask himto dine now and then | could get

al most anything out of him The man is mad to know t he peopl e who

don't want to know him and when a fellow s in that state there



is nothing he won't do for the first woman who takes himup."

Lily hesitated a noment. The first part of her conpanion's
di scourse had started an interesting train of thought, which was
rudely interrupted by the mention of M. Rosedal e' s nane. She

uttered a faint protest.

"But you know Jack did try to take hi mabout, and he was

i mpossi ble.”

"Ch, hang it--because he's fat and shiny, and has a sl oppy
manner! Well, all | can say is that the people who are clever
enough to be civil to himnow will make a mighty good thing of
it. Afewyears fromnow he'll be in it whether we want him or
not, and then he won't be giving away a half-a-nillion tip for a

di nner."

Lily's mind had reverted fromthe intrusive personality of M.
Rosedal e to the train of thought set in notion by Trenor's first
words. This vast mysterious Wall Street world of "tips" and
"deal s"--m ght she not find in it the neans of escape from her
dreary predi canent? She had often heard of wonen naki ng noney in
this way through their friends: she had no nore notion than nost
of her sex of the exact nature of the transaction, and its
vagueness seened to dinminish its indelicacy. She could not,

i ndeed, imagine herself, in any extremty, stooping to extract a
"tip" fromM. Rosedale; but at her side was a nman in possession
of that precious comodity, and who, as the husband of her
dearest friend, stood to her in a relation of alnost fraterna

i ntinmacy.



In her innost heart Lily knew it was not by appealing to the
fraternal instinct that she was likely to nove Gus Trenor; but
this way of explaining the situation helped to drape its crudity,
and she was al ways scrupul ous about keepi ng up appearances to
hersel f. Her personal fastidiousness had a noral equival ent, and
when she nmade a tour of inspection in her own nind there were

certain closed doors she did not open

As they reached the gates of Bellonont she turned to Trenor with

a smle. "The afternoon is so perfect--don't you want to drive ne
<p 85> a little farther? |I've been rather out of spirits all day,
and it's so restful to be away from people, with sone one who

won't mnd if I'malittle dull."”

She | ooked so plaintively Iovely as she proffered the request, so
trustfully sure of his synpathy and understandi ng, that Trenor
felt himself wishing that his wife could see how ot her wonen
treated him-not battered wire-pullers like Ms. Fisher, but a
girl that nost nmen would have given their boots to get such a

| ook from

"Qut of spirits? Wiy on earth should you ever be out of spirits?
Is your |ast box of Doucet dresses a failure, or did Judy rook

you out of everything at bridge |ast night?"

Lily shook her head with a sigh. "I have had to give up Doucet;
and bridge too--1 can't afford it. In fact | can't afford any of
the things ny friends do, and | amafraid Judy often thinks nme a
bore because | don't play cards any |onger, and because | am not
as smartly dressed as the other wonen. But you will think ne a
bore too if I talk to you about ny worries, and | only mention
them because | want you to do nme a favour--the very greatest of

favours."



Her eyes sought his once nore, and she smled inwardly at the

ti nge of apprehension that she read in them

"Way, of course--if it's anything | can nanage---" He broke off,
and she guessed that his enjoynent was di sturbed by the

renmenbrance of Ms. Fisher's nethods.

"The greatest of favours,"” she rejoined gently. "The fact is,

Judy is angry with ne, and | want you to nake ny peace."

"Angry with you? Ch, conme, nonsense---" his relief broke through

in a laugh. "Wy, you know she's devoted to you."

"She is the best friend | have, and that is why | mind having to
vex her. But | daresay you know what she has wanted ne to do. She
has set her heart--poor dear--on ny narrying--nmarrying a great

deal of noney."

She paused with a slight falter of enbarrassnent, and Trenor

turning abruptly, fixed on her a | ook of growing intelligence.

"A great deal of nobney? Ch, by Jove--you don't nean Gyce?
What - -you do? Ch, no, of course | won't nention it--you can trust
me to keep ny nouth shut--but Gyce--<p 86> good Lord, GRYCE! Did
Judy really think you could bring yourself to marry that
portentous little ass? But you couldn't, eh? And so you gave him
the sack, and that's the reason why he lit out by the first train
this nmorning?" He | eaned back, spreading hinself farther across
the seat, as if dilated by the joyful sense of his own

di scernment. "How on earth could Judy think you would do such a
thing? | could have told her you'd never put up with such a

little mlksop!"



Lily sighed nore deeply. "I sonetinmes think," she nmurnured, "that

men understand a wonan's notives better than other wonen do."

"Some nen--1"mcertain of it! | could have TOLD Judy," he

repeated, exulting in the inplied superiority over his wfe.

"I thought you would understand; that's why | wanted to speak to
you," Mss Bart rejoined. "I can't make that kind of marriage;
it's inpossible. But neither can | go on living as all the wonen
innm set do. | amalnost entirely dependent on ny aunt, and

t hough she is very kind to nme she makes ne no regul ar all owance,
and lately I've lost noney at cards, and | don't dare tell her
about it. | have paid ny card debts, of course, but there is
hardly anything left for nmy other expenses, and if | go on with
my present life |l shall be in horrible difficulties. | have a
tiny income of my own, but I'mafraid it's badly invested, for it
seenms to bring in less every year, and | am so ignorant of nobney
matters that | don't know if my aunt's agent, who | ooks after it,

is a good adviser." She paused a nonent, and added in a lighter
tone: "I didn't nean to bore you with all this, but | want your
hel p in maki ng Judy understand that | can't, at present, go on
living as one nmust live anong you all. | am going away tonorrow
to join ny aunt at Richfield, and | shall stay there for the rest

of the autum, and dismiss ny maid and |l earn how to nmend my own

cl othes. ™

At this picture of loveliness in distress, the pathos of which
was hei ghtened by the Iight touch with which it was drawn, a

mur mur of indi gnant synpathy broke from Trenor. Twenty-four hours
earlier, if his wife had consulted himon the subject of Mss
Bart's future, he woul d have said that a girl wth extravagant
tastes and no noney had better marry the first rich man she could

get; but with the subject of dis<p 87>cussion at his side,



turning to himfor synpathy, naking himfeel that he understood
her better than her dearest friends, and confirm ng the assurance
by the appeal of her exquisite nearness, he was ready to swear
that such a marriage was a desecration, and that, as a man of
honour, he was bound to do all he could to protect her fromthe
results of her disinterestedness. This inpulse was reinforced by
the reflection that if she had married Gyce she woul d have been
surrounded by flattery and approval, whereas, having refused to
sacrifice herself to expediency, she was |l eft to bear the whol e
cost of her resistance. Hang it, if he could find a way out of
such difficulties for a professional sponge |like Carry Fisher

who was sinply a nmental habit corresponding to the physica
titillations of the cigarette or the cock-tail, he could surely
do as nuch for a girl who appeal ed to his highest synpathies, and

who brought her troubles to himwith the trustful ness of a child.

Trenor and M ss Bart prolonged their drive till long after
sunset; and before it was over he had tried, with some show of
success, to prove to her that, if she would only trust him he
could make a handsone sum of noney for her w thout endangering
the small anmount she possessed. She was too genuinely ignorant of
the mani pul ati ons of the stock-market to understand his technica
expl anations, or even perhaps to perceive that certain points in
them were slurred; the haziness envel opi ng the transacti on served
as a veil for her enbarrassnent, and through the general blur her
hopes dilated like lanps in a fog. She understood only that her
nmodest investnments were to be nysteriously multiplied wthout
risk to herself; and the assurance that this mracle would take
place within a short tine, that there would be no tedious
interval for suspense and reaction, relieved her of her lingering

scrupl es.

Again she felt the lightening of her load, and with it the



rel ease of repressed activities. Her imedi ate worries conjured,
it was easy to resolve that she would never again find herself in
such straits, and as the need of econony and sel f-denial receded
fromher foreground she felt herself ready to neet any other
demand which life m ght make. Even the inmmedi ate one of letting
Trenor, as they drove honeward, lean a little nearer and

rest his hand reassuringly on hers, cost her only a nonentary
shiver of reluctance. It was part of the gane to nmake himfee
that her appeal had been an uncal cul ated inpul se, provoked by the
liking he inspired; and the renewed sense of power in handling
men, while it consol ed her wounded vanity, hel ped also to obscure
the thought of the claimat which his manner hinted. He was a
coarse dull man who, under all his show of authority, was a mnere
supernunerary in the costly show for which his noney paid:

surely, to a clever girl, it would be easy to hold himby his

vanity, and so keep the obligation on his side.

The first thousand dollar cheque which Lily received with a
blotted scrawl from Gus Trenor strengthened her self-confidence

in the exact degree to which it effaced her debts.

The transaction had justified itself by its results: she saw now
how absurd it would have been to let any prinitive scruple
deprive her of this easy neans of appeasing her creditors. Lily
felt really virtuous as she dispensed the sumin sops to her
tradesnen, and the fact that a fresh order acconpani ed each
payment did not |essen her sense of disinterestedness. How nmany
wornen, in her place, would have given the orders without making

t he paynent!

She had found it reassuringly easy to keep Trenor in a good
hurmour. To listen to his stories, to receive his confidences and

| augh at his jokes, seened for the nmonent all that was required



of her, and the conplacency with which her hostess regarded these
attentions freed themof the least hint of ambiguity. Ms. Trenor
evidently assuned that Lily's growing intimcy wi th her husband

was sinply an indirect way of returning her own kindness.

"I"'mso glad you and Gus have beconme such good friends," she said
approvingly. "It's too delightful of you to be so nice to him
and put up with all his tiresone stories. | know what they are,
because | had to listen to them when we were engaged--1'm sure he
is telling the sane ones still. And now | shan't always have to
be asking Carry Fisher here to keep himin a good-hunour. She's a
perfect vulture, you know, and she hasn't the | east noral sense.

She is always getting Gus to speculate for her, and |I'm sure she

never pays when she | oses."

M ss Bart could shudder at this state of things w thout the
enbarrassnent of a personal application. Her own position was
surely quite different. There could be no question of her not
payi ng when she | ost, since Trenor had assured her that she was
certain not to lose. In sending her the cheque he had expl ai ned
that he had made five thousand for her out of Rosedale's "tip,"
and had put four thousand back in the sane venture, as

there was the prom se of another "big rise"; she understood
therefore that he was now specul ating with her own noney, and
that she consequently owed himno nore than the gratitude which
such a trifling service demanded. She vaguely supposed that, to
raise the first sum he had borrowed on her securities; but this
was a point over which her curiosity did not linger. It was
concentrated, for the nonment, on the probable date of the next

"big rise.”

The news of this event was received by her sone weeks |later, on

the occasion of Jack Stepney's marriage to Mss Van Gshurgh. As a



cousin of the bridegroom M ss Bart had been asked to act as
bridesnai d; but she had declined on the plea that, since she was
much taller than the other attendant virgins, her presence m ght
mar the symmetry of the group. The truth was, she had attended
too many brides to the altar: when next seen there she neant to
be the chief figure in the cerenony. She knew the pl easantries
made at the expense of young girls who have been too | ong before
the public, and she was resolved to avoid such assunptions of
yout hf ul ness as m ght | ead people to think her older than she

really was.

The Van Gsburgh nmarriage was celebrated in the village church
near the paternal estate on the Hudson. It was the "sinple
country weddi ng" to which guests are convoyed in special trains,
and from which the hordes of the uninvited have to be fended off
by the intervention of the police. Wiile these sylvan rites were
taking place, in a church packed with fashion and festooned with
orchids, the representatives of the press were threading their
way, note-book in hand, through the labyrinth of wedding
presents, and the agent of a cinematograph syndicate was setting
up his apparatus at the church door. It was the kind of scene in
which Lily had often pictured herself as taking the principa
part, and on this occasion the fact that she was once nore nerely
a casual spectator, instead of the mystically veiled figure
occupying the centre of attention, strengthened her resolve to
assune the latter part before the year was over. The fact that
her inmredi ate anxieties were relieved did not blind her to a
possibility of their recurrence; it nerely gave her enough
buoyancy to rise once nore above her doubts and feel a renewed
faith in her beauty, her power, and her general fitness to
attract a brilliant destiny. It could not be that one

consci ous of such aptitudes for nmastery and enjoynment was dooned

to a perpetuity of failure; and her mistakes | ooked easily



reparable in the light of her restored sel f-confidence.

A speci al appositeness was given to these reflections by the

di scovery, in a neighbouring pew, of the serious profile and
neatly-trinmed beard of M. Percy Gryce. There was sonet hi ng

al rost bridal in his own aspect: his large white gardenia had a
synbolic air that struck Lily as a good onmen. After all, seen in
an assenbl age of his kind he was not ridicul ous-1o0king: a
friendly critic might have called his heaviness weighty, and he
was at his best in the attitude of vacant passivity which brings
out the oddities of the restless. She fancied he was the kind of
man whose sentinental associations would be stirred by the
conventional imagery of a wedding, and she pictured herself, in
the seclusion of the Van Gsburgh conservatories, playing
skillfully upon sensibilities thus prepared for her touch. In
fact, when she | ooked at the other wonen about her, and recalled
the i mage she had brought away from her own glass, it did not
seem as though any special skill would be needed to repair her

bl under and bring himonce nore to her feet.

The sight of Selden's dark head, in a pew al nost facing her

di sturbed for a nmonent the bal ance of her conpl acency. The rise
of her blood as their eyes net was succeeded by a contrary
notion, a wave of resistance and withdrawal. She did not wish to
see himagain, not because she feared his influence, but because
his presence always had the effect of cheapening her aspirations,
of throwi ng her whole world out of focus. Besides, he was a
living rem nder of the worst mistake in her career, and the fact
that he had been its cause did not soften her feelings toward
him She could still imagine an ideal state of existence in

whi ch, all el se being superadded, intercourse with Sel den night
be the last touch of luxury; but in the world as it was, such a

privilege was likely to cost nmore than it was worth



"Lily, dear, | never saw you | ook so |lovely! You look as if

sonet hing delightful had just happened to you!"

The young | ady who thus fornul ated her admiration of her
brilliant friend did not, in her own person, suggest such

happy possibilities. Mss Gertrude Farish, in fact, typified the
nmedi ocre and the ineffectual. If there were conpensating
qualities in her wide frank gl ance and the freshness of her
smle, these were qualities which only the synpathetic observer
woul d perceive before noticing that her eyes were of a workaday
grey and her lips wthout haunting curves. Lily's own view of her
wavered between pity for her limtations and inpatience at her
cheerful acceptance of them To Mss Bart, as to her nother,
acqui escence in dinginess was evidence of stupidity; and there
were nmonents when, in the consciousness of her own power to | ook
and to be so exactly what the occasion required, she alnost felt
that other girls were plain and inferior fromchoice. Certainly
no one need have confessed such acqui escence in her ot as was
revealed in the "useful" colour of Gerty Farish's gown and the
subdued lines of her hat: it is alnost as stupid to let your
clothes betray that you know you are ugly as to have them

proclaimthat you think you are beautiful

O course, being fatally poor and dingy, it was wi se of Gerty to
have taken up philanthropy and synphony concerts; but there was
sonmething irritating in her assunption that existence yielded no
hi gher pl easures, and that one m ght get as much interest and
excitenent out of life in a cranped flat as in the spl endours of
the Van Gsburgh establishnment. Today, however, her chirping
enthusiasnms did not irritate Lily. They seened only to throw her
own exceptional ness into becomng relief, and give a soaring

vastness to her schene of life.



"Do let us go and take a peep at the presents before everyone

el se | eaves the dining-room" suggested M ss Farish, |inking her
armin her friend's. It was characteristic of her to take a
sentinmental and unenvious interest in all the details of a

weddi ng: she was the kind of person who al ways kept her
handker chi ef out during the service, and departed clutching a box

of weddi ng- cake.

"I'sn't everything beautifully done?" she pursued, as they entered
the di stant draw ng-room assigned to the display of Mss Van
Gsburgh's bridal spoils. "I always say no one does things better
than cousin Grace! Did you ever taste anything nore delicious
than that MOUSSE of |obster with chanpagne sauce? | nade up ny

m nd weeks ago that | wouldn't mss this wedding, and just

fancy how delightfully it all canme about. Wen Law ence Sel den
heard | was coming, he insisted on fetching ne hinmself and
driving nme to the station, and when we go back this evening | am
to dine with himat Sherry's. | really feel as excited as if |

were getting married nyself!"

Lily smiled: she knew that Sel den had al ways been kind to his
dull cousin, and she had sonetimes wondered why he wasted so nuch
time in such an unrenunerative manner; but now the thought gave

her a vague pl easure.

"Do you see himoften?" she asked.

"Yes; he is very good about dropping in on Sundays. And now and
then we do a play together; but lately I haven't seen much of
him He doesn't |ook well, and he seems nervous and unsettl| ed.
The dear fellow | do wish he would marry sonme nice girl. | told

himso today, but he said he didn't care for the really nice



ones, and the other kind didn't care for him-but that was just
his joke, of course. He could never marry a girl who WASN T ni ce.

Oh, ny dear, did you ever see such pearls?”

They had paused before the table on which the bride's jewels were
di spl ayed, and Lily's heart gave an envious throb as she caught
the refraction of light fromtheir surfaces--the mlky gl eam of
perfectly matched pearls, the flash of rubies relieved agai nst
contrasting velvet, the intense blue rays of sapphires kindled
into light by surrounding dianonds: all these precious tints
enhanced and deepened by the varied art of their setting. The

gl ow of the stones warned Lily's veins like wine. Mre conpletely
than any ot her expression of wealth they synmbolized the life she
longed to lead, the life of fastidious al oof ness and refinenent
in which every detail should have the finish of a jewel, and the

whol e form a harnonious setting to her own jewel-1ike rareness.

"Ch, Lily, do look at this dianond pendant--it's as big as a

di nner-pl ate! Who can have given it?" Mss Farish bent
short-sightedly over the acconpanying card. "MR S| MON ROSEDALE
What, that horrid man? Oh, yes--1 renmenber he's a friend of
Jack's, and | suppose cousin G ace had to ask himhere today; but
she nust rather hate having to Il et Gmven accept such a present

fromhim?"

Lily snmiled. She doubted Ms. Van Gsburgh's reluctance, but was
aware of Mss Farish's habit of ascribing her own delicacies of

feeling to the persons least likely to be encunbered by them

"Well, if Onen doesn't care to be seen wearing it she can al ways

exchange it for sonmething el se," she remarked

"Ah, here is something so nuch prettier," Mss Farish continued

"Do ook at this exquisite white sapphire. |I'msure the person



who chose it nust have taken particular pains. Wat is the name?
Percy Gryce? Ah, then I'mnot surprised!'" She sniled
significantly as she replaced the card. "O course you've heard
that he's perfectly devoted to Evie Van Gsburgh? Cousin Gace is
so pleased about it--it's quite a romance! He nmet her first at
the George Dorsets', only about six weeks ago, and it's just the
ni cest possible marriage for dear Evie. Ch, | don't mean the
nmoney- - of course she has plenty of her own--but she's such a
qui et stay-at-honme kind of girl, and it seens he has just the

same tastes; so they are exactly suited to each other."

Lily stood staring vacantly at the white sapphire on its vel vet
bed. Evie Van Gsburgh and Percy Gryce? The names rang derisively
t hrough her brain. EVIE VAN OSBURGH? The youngest, dunpi est,
dul l est of the four dull and dunmpy daughters whom Ms. Van
Gsburgh, wi th unsurpassed astuteness, had "placed" one by one in
envi abl e ni ches of existence! Ah, lucky girls who grow up in the
shelter of a nother's |ove--a nother who knows how to contrive
opportunities wi thout conceding favours, how to take advantage of
propinquity wi thout allow ng appetite to be dulled by habit! The
cleverest girl may niscal cul ate where her own interests are
concerned, may yield too nmuch at one nonent and wi thdraw too far
at the next: it takes a nother's unerring vigilance and foresight
to |l and her daughters safely in the arnms of wealth and

suitability.

Lily's passing |ight-heartedness sank beneath a renewed sense of
failure. Life was too stupid, too blundering! Wiy should Percy

Gyce's nmillions be joined to another great fortune, why shoul d
this clunsy girl be put in possession of powers she woul d never

know how to use?

She was roused fromthese speculations by a fam liar touch



on her arm and turning saw Gus Trenor beside her. She felt a
thrill of vexation: what right had he to touch her? Luckily Certy

Fari sh had wandered off to the next table, and they were al one.

Trenor, |ooking stouter than ever in his tight frock-coat, and
unbecomnmingly flushed by the bridal libations, gazed at her with

undi sgui sed approval

"By Jove, Lily, you do | ook a stunner!"” He had slipped insensibly
into the use of her Christian nane, and she had never found the
right monment to correct him Besides, in her set all the nen and
worren cal |l ed each other by their Christian nanes; it was only on
Trenor's lips that the fanmiliar address had an unpl easant

significance

"Well," he continued, still jovially inpervious to her annoyance,
"have you made up your mnd which of these little trinkets you
mean to duplicate at Tiffany's tonorrow? |'ve got a cheque for

you in my pocket that will go a long way in that linel"

Lily gave hima startled | ook: his voice was |ouder than usual
and the roomwas beginning to fill with people. But as her glance

assured her that they were still beyond ear-shot a sense of

pl easure repl aced her apprehension

"Anot her dividend?" she asked, smiling and drawing near himin

the desire not to be overheard.

"Well, not exactly: | sold out on the rise and |'ve pulled off
four thou' for you. Not so bad for a beginner, eh? | suppose
you'll begin to think you're a pretty know ng specul ator. And
perhaps you won't think poor old Gus such an awful ass as sone

peopl e do."



"I think you the kindest of friends; but | can't thank you

properly now. "

She I et her eyes shine into his with a ook that nmade up for the
hand-cl asp he would have clainmed if they had been al one--and how
gl ad she was that they were not! The news filled her with the

gl ow produced by a sudden cessation of physical pain. The world
was not so stupid and blundering after all: now and then a stroke
of luck canme to the unluckiest. At the thought her spirits began
torise: it was characteristic of her that one trifling piece of
good fortune should give wings to all her hopes. Instantly cane
the reflection that Percy Gyce was not irretrievably

lost; and she snmiled to think of the excitenent of recapturing
himfrom Evie Van Gsburgh. What chance could such a sinpleton
have agai nst her if she chose to exert hersel f? She gl anced
about, hoping to catch a glinpse of Gyce; but her eyes lit

i nstead on the gl ossy countenance of M. Rosedal e, who was
slipping through the crowd with an air half obsequi ous, half
obtrusive, as though, the nonment his presence was recognized, it

woul d swell to the di nensions of the room

Not w shing to be the means of effecting this enlargenment, Lily
qui ckly transferred her glance to Trenor, to whomthe expression
of her gratitude seenmed not to have brought the conplete

gratification she had neant it to give.

"Hang thanking me--1 don't want to be thanked, but | SHOULD like
the chance to say two words to you now and then," he grunbled. "I
t hought you were going to spend the whole autum with us, and
I've hardly laid eyes on you for the last nonth. Why can't you
come back to Bellonont this evening? W're all alone, and Judy is

as cross as two sticks. Do conme and cheer a fellow up. If you say



yes I'll run you over in the notor, and you can tel ephone your

maid to bring your traps fromtown by the next train."

Lily shook her head with a charm ng senbl ance of regret. "I w sh
I could--but it's quite inpossible. My aunt has come back to

town, and | nust be with her for the next few days."

"Well, 1've seen a good deal |ess of you since we've got to be
such pals than | used to when you were Judy's friend," he

continued with unconsci ous penetration

"When | was Judy's friend? AmI| not her friend still? Really, you
say the nost absurd things! If | were always at Bellonont you
would tire of me much sooner than Judy--but conme and see nme at ny
aunt's the next afternoon you are in town; then we can have a
nice quiet talk, and you can tell me how | had better invest ny

fortune."

It was true that, during the last three or four weeks, she had

absented herself from Bel |l onont on the pretext of having other

visits to pay; but she now began to feel that the reckoning she
had thus contrived to evade had rolled up interest in the

interval.

The prospect of the nice quiet talk did not appear as all-<p
97>sufficing to Trenor as she had hoped, and his brows continued
to lower as he said: "Ch, | don't know that | can pronise you a
fresh tip every day. But there's one thing you m ght do for ne;
and that is, just to be a little civil to Rosedal e. Judy has
promi sed to ask himto dine when we get to town, but | can't

i nduce her to have himat Bellonont, and if you would let me
bring himup nowit would nmake a | ot of difference. | don't

beli eve two wonmen have spoken to himthis afternoon, and | can

tell you he's a chap it pays to be decent to."



M ss Bart nade an inpatient novenent, but suppressed the words
whi ch seenmed about to acconpany it. After all, this was an
unexpectedly easy way of acquitting her debt; and had she not

reasons of her own for wishing to be civil to M. Rosedal e?

"Ch, bring himby all neans," she said smling; "perhaps | can

get a tip out of himon nmy own account."

Trenor paused abruptly, and his eyes fixed thensel ves on hers

with a | ook which made her change col our.

"I say, you know-you'll please renmenber he's a bl oom ng

bounder," he said; and with a slight |Iaugh she turned toward the

open wi ndow near which they had been standing.

The throng in the room had increased, and she felt a desire for
space and fresh air. Both of these she found on the terrace,
where only a few men were lingering over cigarettes and |iqueur,
whil e scattered couples strolled across the lawn to the

autumm-tinted borders of the flower-garden.

As she energed, a man noved toward her fromthe knot of snokers,
and she found herself face to face with Selden. The stir of the
pul ses which his nearness al ways caused was increased by a slight
sense of constraint. They had not net since their Sunday
afternoon wal k at Bell onont, and that episode was still so vivid
to her that she could hardly believe himto be | ess conscious of
it. But his greeting expressed no nore than the satisfaction

whi ch every pretty wonman expects to see reflected in nasculine
eyes; and the discovery, if distasteful to her vanity, was
reassuring to her nerves. Between the relief of her escape from

Trenor, and the vague apprehensi on of her neeting with Rosedal e,



it was pleasant to rest a nonent on the sense of conplete

under st andi ng whi ch Law ence Sel den's manner al ways conveyed.

"This is luck," he said smiling. "I was wondering if | should be
able to have a word with you before the special snatches us away.
| canme with Gerty Farish, and promised not to let her miss the
train, but | amsure she is still extracting sentinental sol ace
fromthe weddi ng presents. She appears to regard their nunber and
val ue as evidence of the disinterested affection of the

contracting parties.”

There was not the |east trace of enbarrassnment in his voice, and
as he spoke, leaning slightly against the janmb of the w ndow, and
letting his eyes rest on her in the frank enjoynent of her grace,
she felt with a faint chill of regret that he had gone back

wi thout an effort to the footing on which they had stood before
their last talk together. Her vanity was stung by the sight of
his unscathed snile. She longed to be to himsonething nore than
a piece of sentient prettiness, a passing diversion to his eye

and brain; and the longing betrayed itself in her reply.

"Ah," she said, "I envy Gerty that power she has of dressing up
with romance all our ugly and prosaic arrangenents! | have never
recovered ny self-respect since you showed nme how poor and

uni nportant ny anbitions were."

The words were hardly spoken when she realized their infelicity.

It seemed to be her fate to appear at her worst to Sel den

"I thought, on the contrary," he returned lightly, "that | had
been the nmeans of proving they were nore inportant to you than

anything el se."

It was as if the eager current of her being had been checked by a



sudden obstacl e which drove it back upon itself. She | ooked at
hi m hel pl essly, like a hurt or frightened child: this real self
of hers, which he had the faculty of drawi ng out of the depths,

was so little accustoned to go al one!

The appeal of her hel pl essness touched in him as it always did,
a latent chord of inclination. It would have nmeant nothing to him
to discover that his nearness made her nore brilliant, but this
glinpse of a twilight nood to which he alone had the clue seened

once nore to set himin a world apart with her

"At least you can't think worse things of me than you say!" she
exclainmed with a trenbling | augh; but before he could

answer, the flow of conprehension between them was abruptly
stayed by the reappearance of Gus Trenor, who advanced with M.

Rosedal e in his wake

"Hang it, Lily, | thought you'd given ne the slip: Rosedal e and

have been hunting all over for you!"

Hi s voice had a note of conjugal famliarity: Mss Bart fancied
she detected in Rosedale's eye a tw nkling perception of the

fact, and the idea turned her dislike of himto repugnance.

She returned his profound bowwith a slight nod, nade nore

di sdai nful by the sense of Selden's surprise that she should
nunber Rosedal e anbng her acquai ntances. Trenor had turned away,
and his conpanion continued to stand before Mss Bart, alert and
expectant, his lips parted in a snmle at whatever she might be
about to say, and his very back conscious of the privil ege of

bei ng seen with her.

It was the nonent for tact; for the quick bridging over of gaps;



but Selden still |eaned against the wi ndow, a detached observer
of the scene, and under the spell of his observation Lily felt
hersel f powerless to exert her usual arts. The dread of Selden's
suspecting that there was any need for her to propitiate such a
man as Rosedal e checked the trivial phrases of politeness.
Rosedal e still stood before her in an expectant attitude, and she
continued to face himin silence, her glance just level with his
pol i shed bal dness. The | ook put the finishing touch to what her

silence inplied.

He reddened slowy, shifting fromone foot to the other, fingered
the plunp black pearl in his tie, and gave a nervous twist to his
moust ache; then, running his eye over her, he drew back, and
said, with a side-glance at Sel den: "Upon ny soul, | never saw a
nmore ripping get-up. Is that the |ast creation of the dress-naker
you go to see at the Benedick? If so, | wonder all the other

worren don't go to her too!"

The words were projected sharply against Lily's silence, and she
saw in a flash that her own act had given themtheir enphasis. In
ordinary talk they m ght have passed unheeded; but follow ng on
her prol onged pause they acquired a special neaning. She felt,

wi t hout | ooki ng, that Selden had i medi ately seized it, and would
i nevitably connect the allusion with her visit to hinmself. The
consci ousness increased her irritation agai nst Rosedal e, but al so
her feeling that now, if ever, was the nonent to

propitiate him hateful as it was to do so in Selden's presence.

"How do you know t he other woren don't go to ny dress-maker?" she
returned. "You see |'mnot afraid to give her address to ny

friends!"

Her gl ance and accent so plainly included Rosedale in this

privileged circle that his small eyes puckered with



gratification, and a knowi ng snmle drew up his noustache.

"By Jove, you needn't be!" he declared. "You could give 'emthe

whole outfit and win at a canter!"

"Ah, that's nice of you; and it would be nicer still if you would
carry ne off to a quiet corner, and get ne a glass of |enbnade or

sone i nnocent drink before we all have to rush for the train.”

She turned away as she spoke, letting himstrut at her side
through the gathering groups on the terrace, while every nerve in
her throbbed with the consci ousness of what Sel den nmust have

t hought of the scene.

But under her angry sense of the perverseness of things, and the
light surface of her talk with Rosedale, a third idea persisted
she did not nean to | eave without an attenpt to di scover the
truth about Percy Gryce. Chance, or perhaps his own resolve, had
kept them apart since his hasty w thdrawal from Bel |l onont; but

M ss Bart was an expert in making the nost of the unexpected, and
the distasteful incidents of the |ast few minutes--the revelation
to Selden of precisely that part of her life which she nost

wi shed himto ignore--increased her |longing for shelter, for
escape from such humliating contingencies. Any definite
situation would be nore tolerable than this buffeting of chances,
whi ch kept her in an attitude of uneasy al ertness toward every

possibility of life.

I ndoors there was a general sense of dispersal in the air, as of
an audi ence gathering itself up for departure after the principa
actors had |l eft the stage; but anong the remaining groups, Lily
coul d di scover neither Gryce nor the youngest Mss Van Gshurgh

That both should be missing struck her w th foreboding; and she



charned M. Rosedal e by proposing that they should nake their way
to the conservatories at the farther end of the house. There were
just enough people left in the long suite of rooms to nake their
progress con<p 101>spi cuous, and Lily was aware of being followed
by | ooks of amusenent and interrogation, which glanced off as
harm essly fromher indifference as fromher conpanion's
self-satisfaction. She cared very little at that nonent about
bei ng seen with Rosedal e: all her thoughts were centred on the
obj ect of her search. The latter, however, was not discoverable
in the conservatories, and Lily, oppressed by a sudden conviction
of failure, was casting about for a way to rid herself of her now
super fl uous conpani on, when they cane upon Ms. Van Gsburgh
flushed and exhausted, but beam ng with the consci ousness of duty

per f or med.

She gl anced at them a nmonment with the benign but vacant eye of
the tired hostess, to whom her guests have becone nere whirling
spots in a kal ei doscope of fatigue; then her attention becane
suddenly fixed, and she seized on Mss Bart with a confidential
gesture. "My dear Lily, | haven't had tine for a word with you
and now | suppose you are just off. Have you seen Evie? She's
been | ooki ng everywhere for you: she wanted to tell you her
little secret; but | daresay you have guessed it already. The
engagenent is not to be announced till next week--but you are
such a friend of M. Gyce's that they both wi shed you to be the

first to know of their happiness.”

In Ms. Peniston's youth, fashion had returned to town in
Cctober; therefore on the tenth day of the nonth the blinds of
her Fifth Avenue residence were drawn up, and the eyes of the
Dyi ng G adi ator in bronze who occupi ed the draw ng-room w ndow

resuned their survey of that deserted thoroughfare.



The first two weeks after her return represented to Ms. Peniston
the donestic equivalent of a religious retreat. She "went
through” the linen and bl ankets in the precise spirit of the
penitent exploring the inner folds of conscience; she sought for
nmot hs as the stricken soul seeks for lurking infirmities. The
topnost shelf of every closet was nade to yield up its secret,
cellar and coal -bin were probed to their darkest depths and, as a
final stage in the lustral rites, the entire house was swathed in

penitential white and deluged with expiatory soapsuds.

It was on this phase of the proceedings that Mss Bart entered on
the afternoon of her return fromthe Van OGsburgh weddi ng. The
journey back to town had not been cal cul ated to soothe her

nerves. Though Evie Van Osburgh's engagenent was still officially
a secret, it was one of which the innunerable intimate friends of
the fanmily were already possessed; and the trainful of returning
guests buzzed with allusions and anticipations. Lily was acutely
aware of her own part in this drana of innuendo: she knew the
exact quality of the anusenent the situation evoked. The crude
forns in which her friends took their pleasure included a |oud
enj oynent of such conplications: the zest of surprising destiny
in the act of playing a practical joke. Lily knew well enough how
to bear herself in difficult situations. She had, to a shade, the
exact manner between victory and defeat: every insinuation was
shed without an effort by the bright indifference of her manner.
But she was beginning to feel the strain of the attitude; the

reaction was nore rapid, and she | apsed to a deeper sel f-disgust.

As was al ways the case with her, this noral repul sion found a
physical outlet in a quickened distaste for her surroundi ngs.
She revolted fromthe conplacent ugliness of Ms. Peniston's

bl ack wal nut, fromthe slippery gloss of the vestibule tiles,



and the mngled odour of sapolio and furniture-polish that

net her at the door.

The stairs were still carpetless, and on the way up to her room
she was arrested on the | anding by an encroaching tide of
soapsuds. Gathering up her skirts, she drew aside with an

i mpatient gesture; and as she did so she had the odd sensation of
havi ng al ready found herself in the sane situation but in
different surroundings. It seened to her that she was again
descendi ng the staircase from Selden's roons; and | ooki ng down to
renonstrate with the di spenser of the soapy flood, she found
herself nmet by a lifted stare which had once before confronted
her under sinilar circunstances. It was the char-wonman of the
Benedi ck who, resting on crinmson el bows, exam ned her with the
same unflinching curiosity, the sane apparent reluctance to |let
her pass. On this occasion, however, Mss Bart was on her own

ground.

"Don't you see that | wish to go by? Please nove your pail," she

sai d sharply.

The woman at first seemed not to hear; then, without a word of
excuse, she pushed back her pail and dragged a wet floor-cloth
across the | anding, keeping her eyes fixed on Lily while the

|latter swept by. It was insufferable that Ms. Peniston should
have such creatures about the house; and Lily entered her room

resol ved that the wonman shoul d be di sm ssed that evening.

M's. Peniston, however, was at the nmonent inaccessible to
renonstrance: since early norning she had been shut up with her
mai d, goi ng over her furs, a process which forned the cul m nating
epi sode in the drama of household renovation. In the evening al so
Lily found herself alone, for her aunt, who rarely dined out, had

responded to the sunmons of a Van Al styne cousin who was passing



through town. The house, in its state of unnatural imuacul ateness
and order, was as dreary as a tonb, and as Lily, turning from her
brief repast between shrouded sideboards, wandered into the
new y-uncovered gl are of the draw ng-roomshe felt as though she
were buried alive in the stifling limts of Ms. Peniston's

exi st ence.

She usually contrived to avoid being at honme during the season of
domestic renewal. On the present occasion, however, a variety of
reasons had conbined to bring her to town; and forenost anong
them was the fact that she had fewer invitations than usual for
the autum. She had so | ong been accustoned to pass from one
country-house to another, till the close of the holidays brought
her friends to town, that the unfilled gaps of tine confronting
her produced a sharp sense of waning popularity. It was as she
had said to Sel den--people were tired of her. They woul d wel cone
her in a new character, but as Mss Bart they knew her by heart.
She knew hersel f by heart too, and was sick of the old story.
There were nonents when she |onged blindly for anything
different, anything strange, renote and untried; but the utnopst
reach of her imagination did not go beyond picturing her usua
life in a new setting. She could not figure herself as anywhere
but in a drawi ng-room diffusing el egance as a fl ower sheds

per f une.

Meanwhi |l e, as October advanced she had to face the alternative of
returning to the Trenors or joining her aunt in town. Even the
desol ati ng dul ness of New York in Cctober, and the soapy

di sconforts of Ms. Peniston's interior, seenmed preferable to
what might await her at Bellonont; and with an air of heroic
devotion she announced her intention of remaining with her

aunt till the holidays.



Sacrifices of this nature are sonetines received with feelings as
nm xed as those which actuate them and Ms. Peniston remarked to
her confidential maid that, if any of the fanily were to be with
her at such a crisis (though for forty years she had been thought
competent to see to the hanging of her own curtains), she would
certainly have preferred Mss Grace to Mss Lily. Grace Stepney
was an obscure cousin, of adaptable manners and vicarious
interests, who "ran in" to sit with Ms. Peniston when Lily dined
out too continuously; who played bezi que, picked up dropped
stitches, read out the deaths fromthe Tines, and sincerely

adm red the purple satin drawi ng-room curtains, the Dying

d adiator in the window, and the seven-by-five painting of

Ni agara which represented the one artistic excess of M.

Peni ston's tenperate career.

M's. Peniston, under ordinary circunstances, was as nuch

bored by her excellent cousin as the recipient of such services
usually is by the person who perfornms them She greatly preferred
the brilliant and unreliable Lily, who did not know one end of a
crochet-needle fromthe other, and had frequently wounded her
susceptibilities by suggesting that the draw ng-room should be

"done over." But when it cane to hunting for m ssing napkins, or
hel ping to deci de whether the backstairs needed re-carpeting,
Grace's judgnent was certainly sounder than Lily's: not to
mention the fact that the latter resented the snmell of beeswax

and brown soap, and behaved as though she thought a house ought

to keep clean of itself, wthout extraneous assistance.

Seat ed under the cheerl ess bl aze of the draw ng-room
chandel i er--Ms. Peniston never |lit the |anps unless there was
"conpany"--Lily seened to watch her own figure retreati ng down
vistas of neutral-tinted dulness to a nmiddle age like Gace

St epney's. Wien she ceased to anuse Judy Trenor and her friends



she woul d have to fall back on anusing Ms. Peniston; whichever
way she | ooked she saw only a future of servitude to the whins of
others, never the possibility of asserting her own eager

i ndividuality.

A ring at the door-bell, sounding enphatically through the enpty
house, roused her suddenly to the extent of her boredom It was

as though all the weariness of the past nonths had cul mnated in
the vacuity of that intermninable evening. If only the ring neant
a summons fromthe outer world--a token that she was stil

renenbered and want ed!

After sone delay a parlour-maid presented herself with the
announcenent that there was a person outside who was asking to
see Mss Bart; and on Lily's pressing for a nore specific

description, she added:

"It's Ms. Haffen, Mss; she won't say what she wants."

Lily, to whomthe nanme conveyed not hi ng, opened the door upon a
worman in a battered bonnet, who stood firmy planted under the
hal | -1ight. The glare of the unshaded gas shone familiarly on her
pock- marked face and the reddi sh bal dness visible through thin
strands of straw coloured hair. Lily | ooked at the char-woman in

surprise.

"Do you wish to see me?" she asked.

"I should like to say a word to you, Mss." The tone was
nei t her aggressive nor conciliatory: it revealed nothing of the

speaker's errand. Neverthel ess, sone precautionary instinct



warned Lily to w thdraw beyond ear-shot of the hovering

par | our - mai d.

She signed to Ms. Haffen to follow her into the draw ng-room

and cl osed the door when they had entered.

"What is it that you wi sh?" she enquired

The char-wonman, after the manner of her kind, stood with her arns
folded in her shawl . Unwi nding the latter, she produced a small

parcel wapped in dirty newspaper

"l have somet hing here that you might like to see, Mss Bart."
She spoke the name with an unpl easant enphasis, as though her
knowi ng it nade a part of her reason for being there. To Lily the

i ntonation sounded |ike a threat.

"You have found somnet hing belonging to nme?" she asked, extending

her hand.

Ms. Haffen drew back. "Well, if it comes to that, | guess it's

m ne as much as anybody's," she returned.

Lily | ooked at her perplexedly. She was sure, now, that her
visitor's manner conveyed a threat; but, expert as she was in
certain directions, there was nothing in her experience to
prepare her for the exact significance of the present scene. She

felt, however, that it nust be ended as pronptly as possible.

"I don't understand; if this parcel is not nmine, why have you

asked for nme?"

The wonan was unabashed by the question. She was evidently

prepared to answer it, but like all her class she had to go a



| ong way back to nake a beginning, and it was only after a pause
that she replied: "My husband was janitor to the Benedick till

the first of the nmonth; since then he can't get nothing to do."

Lily remai ned silent and she continued: "It wasn't no fault of
our own, neither: the agent had another nman he wanted the place
for, and we was put out, bag and baggage, just to suit his fancy.
I had a long sickness last winter, and an operation that ate up
all we'd put by; and it's hard for ne and the children, Haffen

being so long out of a job."

After all, then, she had cone only to ask Mss Bart to find a
pl ace for her husband; or, nore probably, to seek the young
lady's intervention with Ms. Peniston. Lily had such an air
of always getting what she wanted that she was used to being
appealed to as an intermediary, and, relieved of her vague

appr ehensi on, she took refuge in the conventional fornula.

"I amsorry you have been in trouble," she said.

"Ch, that we have, Mss, and it's on'y just beginning. If on'y

we'd 'a got another situation--but the agent, he's dead agai nst

us. It ain't no fault of ours, neither, but---"

At this point Lily's inpatience overcame her. "If you have

anything to say to ne---" she interposed.

The wonan's resentnent of the rebuff seenmed to spur her |agging ideas.

"Yes, Mss; I'mconing to that," she said. She paused again, with
her eyes on Lily, and then continued, in a tone of diffuse
narrative: "Wien we was at the Benedick | had charge of some of

the gentlenen's roons; |eastways, | swep' 'emout on Saturdays.



Sone of the gentlenmen got the greatest sight of letters: | never
saw the like of it. Their waste-paper baskets 'd be fairly
bri mm ng, and papers falling over on the floor. Maybe havin' so
many i s how they get so careless. Sone of 'emis worse than
others. M. Selden, M. Lawence Sel den, he was al ways one of the
carefullest: burnt his letters in winter, and tore "emin little
bits in sunmer. But sonetinmes he'd have so many he'd just bunch
"emtogether, the way the others did, and tear the | ot through

once--like this."

Wi | e she spoke she had | oosened the string fromthe parcel in
her hand, and now she drew forth a letter which she laid on the
tabl e between Mss Bart and herself. As she had said, the letter
was torn in two; but with a rapid gesture she laid the torn edges

t oget her and snoot hed out the page.

A wave of indignation swept over Lily. She felt herself in the
presence of something vile, as yet but dinly conjectured--the

ki nd of vileness of which people whispered, but which she had
never thought of as touching her own life. She drew back with a
nmotion of disgust, but her wi thdrawal was checked by a sudden

di scovery: under the glare of Ms. Peniston's chandelier she had
recogni zed the hand-witing of the letter. It was a large

di sjointed hand, with a flourish of masculinity which but
slightly disguised its ranbling weakness, and the words, scraw ed
in heavy ink on pale-tinted note<p 108>paper, snote on Lily's

ear as though she had heard them spoken

At first she did not grasp the full inport of the situation. She
understood only that before her lay a letter witten by Bertha
Dorset, and addressed, presunably, to Lawence Sel den. There was
no date, but the blackness of the ink proved the witing to be

comparatively recent. The packet in Ms. Haffen's hand doubtl ess



contained nore letters of the sane kind--a dozen, Lily
conjectured fromits thickness. The letter before her was short,
but its few words, which had leapt into her brain before she was
consci ous of reading them told a long history--a history over
whi ch, for the last four years, the friends of the witer had
smled and shrugged, viewing it nmerely as one anong the countl ess
"good situations" of the nundane conedy. Now the other side
presented itself to Lily, the vol canic nether side of the surface
over which conjecture and innuendo glide so lightly till the
first fissure turns their whisper to a shriek. Lily knew that
there is nothing society resents so nmuch as having given its
protection to those who have not known how to profit by it: it is
for having betrayed its connivance that the body social punishes
the of fender who is found out. And in this case there was no
doubt of the issue. The code of Lily's world decreed that a
worman' s husband shoul d be the only judge of her conduct: she was
techni cal ly above suspicion while she had the shelter of his
approval, or even of his indifference. But with a man of George
Dorset's tenper there could be no thought of condonation--the
possessor of his wife's letters could overthrow with a touch the
whol e structure of her existence. And into what hands Bertha
Dorset's secret had been delivered! For a nonent the irony of the
coincidence tinged Lily's disgust with a confused sense of
triunmph. But the disgust prevailed--all her instinctive

resi stances, of taste, of training, of blind inherited scruples,
rose against the other feeling. Her strongest sense was one of

personal contam nation

She noved away, as though to put as nuch di stance as possible
bet ween herself and her visitor. "I know nothing of these

letters," she said; "I have no idea why you have brought them

her e.



"Ms. Haffen faced her steadily. "I'Il tell you why, Mss

| brought '"emto you to sell, because | ain't got no other way
of raising noney, and if we don't pay our rent by tonorrow night
we'll be put out. | never done anythin' of the kind before, and
if you' d speak to M. Selden or to M. Rosedal e about getting
Haf fen taken on again at the Benedick--1 seen you talking to M.
Rosedal e on the steps that day you cone out of M. Selden's

roons---"

The bl ood rushed to Lily's forehead. She understood now -Ms.
Haf f en supposed her to be the witer of the letters. In the first
| eap of her anger she was about to ring and order the worman out;
but an obscure inpul se restrained her. The mention of Selden's
nane had started a new train of thought. Bertha Dorset's letters
were nothing to her--they might go where the current of chance
carried them But Selden was inextricably involved in their fate.
Men do not, at worst, suffer much from such exposure; and in this
i nstance the flash of divination which had carried the neaning of
the letters to Lily's brain had reveal ed al so that they were
appeal s--repeated and therefore probably unanswered--for the
renewal of a tie which tine had evidently rel axed. Neverthel ess,
the fact that the correspondence had been allowed to fall into
strange hands woul d convict Sel den of negligence in a matter
where the world holds it | east pardonable; and there were graver
risks to consider where a man of Dorset's ticklish balance was

concer ned.

If she weighed all these things it was unconsciously: she was
aware only of feeling that Selden would wish the letters rescued,
and that therefore she nust obtain possession of them Beyond
that her mnd did not travel. She had, indeed, a quick vision of
returning the packet to Bertha Dorset, and of the opportunities

the restitution offered; but this thought lit up abysses from



whi ch she shrank back ashaned.

Meanwhil e Ms. Haffen, pronpt to perceive her hesitation, had

al ready opened the packet and ranged its contents on the table.
Al'l the letters had been pieced together with strips of thin
paper. Sone were in small fragnents, the others nerely tomin
hal f. Though there were not nany, thus spread out they nearly
covered the table. Lily's glance fell on a word here and
there--then she said in a | ow voice: "Wat do you wish ne to pay

you?"

Ms. Haffen's face reddened with satisfaction. It was clear that
the young | ady was badly frightened, and Ms. Haffen was the
worman to nmake the nost of such fears. Anticipating an easier

victory than she had foreseen, she naned an exorbitant sum

But M ss Bart showed herself a |less ready prey than mi ght have
been expected from her inprudent opening. She refused to pay the
price nanmed, and after a nonent's hesitation, net it by a

counter-offer of half the anobunt.

Ms. Haffen imedi ately stiffened. Her hand travelled toward the
outspread letters, and folding themslowy, she nade as though to

restore themto their wapping.

"l guess they're worth nore to you than to ne, Mss, but the poor

has got to live as well as the rich," she observed sententiously.

Lily was throbbing with fear, but the insinuation fortified her

resi st ance.

"You are m staken," she said indifferently. "I have offered all

amwilling to give for the letters; but there may be ot her ways



of getting them"

Ms. Haffen rai sed a suspicious glance: she was too experienced
not to know that the traffic she was engaged in had perils as
great as its rewards, and she had a vision of the el aborate

machi nery of revenge which a word of this comrandi ng young | ady's

m ght set in notion.

She applied the corner of her shawl to her eyes, and nurnured

through it that no good cane of bearing too hard on the poor, but
that for her part she had never been mixed up in such a business
before, and that on her honour as a Christian all she and Haffen

had t hought of was that the letters nustn't go any farther

Lily stood notionless, keeping between herself and the char-wonman
the greatest distance conpatible with the need of speaking in | ow
tones. The idea of bargaining for the letters was intolerable to
her, but she knew that, if she appeared to weaken, Ms. Haffen

woul d at once increase her original demand.

She coul d never afterward recall how |l ong the duel |asted, or
what was the decisive stroke which finally, after a |l apse of tine
recorded in mnutes by the clock, in hours by the pre<p
111>cipitate beat of her pul ses, put her in possession of the
letters; she knew only that the door had finally closed, and that

she stood al one with the packet in her hand.

She had no idea of reading the letters; even to unfold Ms.
Haffen's dirty newspaper woul d have seened degradi ng. But what
did she intend to do with its contents? The recipient of the
letters had neant to destroy them and it was her duty to carry
out his intention. She had no right to keep them-to do so was to

| essen whatever nerit lay in having secured their possession. But



how destroy them so effectually that there should be no second
risk of their falling in such hands? Ms. Peniston's icy
drawi ng-room grate shone with a forbidding lustre: the fire, like

the | anps, was never |it except when there was conpany.

Mss Bart was turning to carry the letters upstairs when she
heard the opening of the outer door, and her aunt entered the
drawi ng-room Ms. Peniston was a small plunp wonman, with a
colourless skin lined with trivial winkles. Her grey hair was
arranged with precision, and her clothes | ooked excessively new
and yet slightly ol d-fashioned. They were al ways bl ack and
tightly fitting, with an expensive glitter: she was the kind of
worman who wore jet at breakfast. Lily had never seen her when she
was not cuirassed in shining black, with small tight boots, and

an air of being packed and ready to start; yet she never started.

She | ooked about the draw ng-roomw th an expression of mnute
scrutiny. "l saw a streak of |ight under one of the blinds as
drove up: it's extraordinary that | can never teach that woman to

draw t hem down evenly."

Havi ng corrected the irregularity, she seated herself on one of
the glossy purple armchairs; Ms. Peniston always sat on a

chair, never in it

Then she turned her glance to Mss Bart. "My dear, you | ook
tired; | suppose it's the excitenent of the wedding. Cornelia Van
Al styne was full of it: Mdlly was there, and Gerty Farish ran in
for a minute to tell us about it. | think it was odd, their
serving nel ons before the CONSOME: a weddi ng breakfast should

al ways begin with CONSOMMVE. Molly didn't care for the
bridesnai ds' dresses. She had it straight fromJulia Ml son that
they cost three hundred dollars apiece at Celeste's, but she says

they didn't look it. I'mglad you decided not to be a



bridesnuai d; that shade of sal non-pi nk woul dn't have suited you."
Ms. Peniston delighted in discussing the mnutest details of
festivities in which she had not taken part. Nothing would have
i nduced her to undergo the exertion and fatigue of attending the
Van Gsburgh weddi ng, but so great was her interest in the event
that, having heard two versions of it, she now prepared to
extract a third fromher niece. Lily, however, had been

depl orably careless in noting the particulars of the

entertai nment. She had failed to observe the colour of Ms. Van
Gsburgh's gown, and coul d not even say whether the old Van
Gsburgh Sevres had been used at the bride's table: Ms. Peniston
in short, found that she was of nore service as a |listener than

as a narrator.

"Really, Lily, | don't see why you took the trouble to go to the
weddi ng, if you don't renenber what happened or whom you saw
there. When | was a girl | used to keep the MENU of every dinner
I went to, and wite the nanmes of the people on the back; and
never threw away ny cotillion favours till after your uncle's
death, when it seemed unsuitable to have so many col oured things
about the house. | had a whole closet-full, | renmenber; and | can
tell to this day what balls | got themat. MIlly Van Al styne
reminds me of what | was at that age; it's wonderful how she
notices. She was able to tell her nother exactly how the

weddi ng-dress was cut, and we knew at once, fromthe fold in the

back, that it nmust have come from Paquin."

M's. Peniston rose abruptly, and, advancing to the ornmolu cl ock
surmounted by a hel neted M nerva, which throned on the
chi mey- pi ece between two nal achite vases, passed her [|ace

handker chi ef between the helnmet and its visor

"I knew it--the parlour-maid never dusts there!" she excl ai ned,



triunmphantly displaying a mnute spot on the handkerchief; then,
reseating herself, she went on: "Ml ly thought Ms. Dorset the
best-dressed wonan at the wedding. |'ve no doubt her dress DI D
cost nore than any one else's, but | can't quite like the idea--a
combi nation of sable and PONT DE MLAN. It seens she goes to a
new man in Paris, who won't take an order till his client has
spent a day with himat his villa at Neuilly. He says he nust
study his subject's hone life--a nost peculiar

arrangenent, | should say! But Ms. Dorset told Mdlly about it
herself: she said the villa was full of the npbst exquisite things
and she was really sorry to | eave. Mdlly said she never saw her

| ooking better; she was in trenendous spirits, and said she had
made a match between Evie Van Gsburgh and Percy G yce. She really
seens to have a very good influence on young nmen. | hear she is
interesting herself nowin that silly Silverton boy, who has had
his head turned by Carry Fisher, and has been ganbling so
dreadfully. Well, as | was saying, Evie is really engaged: Ms.
Dorset had her to stay with Percy Gyce, and nanaged it all, and
Grace Van Gsburgh is in the seventh heaven--she had al nost

despaired of marrying Evie."

M's. Peniston again paused, but this tine her scrutiny addressed

itself, not to the furniture, but to her niece.

"Cornelia Van Al styne was so surprised: she had heard that you
were to marry young Gryce. She saw the Wetheralls just after they
had stopped with you at Bellonmont, and Alice Wetherall was quite
sure there was an engagenent. She said that when M. Gyce left
unexpectedly one norning, they all thought he had rushed to town

for the ring.”

Lily rose and noved toward the door.



"I believe | AMtired: | think | will go to bed," she said; and
M's. Peniston, suddenly distracted by the discovery that the
easel sustaining the late M. Peniston's crayon-portrait was not
exactly inline with the sofa in front of it, presented an

absent - m nded brow to her ki ss.

In her own roomLily turned up the gas-jet and gl anced toward the
grate. It was as brilliantly polished as the one bel ow, but here
at least she could burn a few papers with less risk of incurring
her aunt's di sapproval. She made no i medi ate notion to do so,
however, but dropping into a chair |ooked wearily about her. Her
roomwas | arge and confortably-furnished--it was the envy and
adm ration of poor G ace Stepney, who boarded; but, contrasted
with the light tints and | uxurious appoi ntnents of the

guest -roons where so many weeks of Lily's existence were spent,

it seemed as dreary as a prison. The nonunental wardrobe and
bedst ead of bl ack wal nut had mgrated from M. Peniston's
bedroom and the magenta "fl ock" wall-paper, of a pattern dear to
the early 'sixties, was hung with | arge steel engravings

of an anecdotic character. Lily had tried to mtigate this

charnl ess background by a few frivol ous touches, in the shape of
a |l ace-decked toilet table and a little painted desk surnounted
by photographs; but the futility of the attenpt struck her as she
| ooked about the room What a contrast to the subtle el egance of
the setting she had pictured for herself--an apartnent which
shoul d surpass the conplicated |luxury of her friends

surroundi ngs by the whole extent of that artistic sensibility

whi ch nade her feel herself their superior; in which every tint
and |ine should combine to enhance her beauty and give
distinction to her leisure! Once nore the haunting sense of

physi cal ugliness was intensified by her nmental depression, so
that each piece of the offending furniture seemed to thrust forth

its nost aggressive angle.



Her aunt's words had told her nothing new, but they had revived
the vision of Bertha Dorset, smling, flattered, victorious,

hol ding her up to ridicule by insinuations intelligible to every
menber of their little group. The thought of the ridicule struck
deeper than any other sensation: Lily knew every turn of the

al l usive jargon which could flay its victinms w thout the shedding
of bl ood. Her cheek burned at the recollection, and she rose and
caught up the letters. She no |onger nmeant to destroy them that

i ntention had been effaced by the quick corrosion of Ms.

Peni ston' s words.

I nst ead, she approached her desk, and lighting a taper, tied and
seal ed the packet; then she opened the wardrobe, drew out a

despat ch-box, and deposited the letters within it. As she did so,
it struck her with a flash of irony that she was indebted to Cus

Trenor for the neans of buying them

The aut um dragged on nonotonously. Mss Bart had recei ved one

or two notes fromJudy Trenor, reproaching her for not returning
to Bellonont; but she replied evasively, alleging the obligation
to remain with her aunt. In truth, however, she was fast wearying
of her solitary existence with Ms. Peniston, and only the
excitenent of spending her new y-acquired noney |ightened the

dul ness of the days.

Al'l her life Lily had seen noney go out as quickly as it cane in,
and what ever theories she cultivated as to the prudence of
setting aside a part of her gains, she had unhappily no saving
vision of the risks of the opposite course. It was a keen
satisfaction to feel that, for a few nonths at |east, she would
be i ndependent of her friends' bounty, that she could show
hersel f abroad wi t hout wonderi ng whet her sone penetrating eye

woul d detect in her dress the traces of Judy Trenor's refurbished



spl endour. The fact that the noney freed her tenporarily from al
nmi nor obligations obscured her sense of the greater one it
represented, and having never before known what it was to conmand
so large a sum she lingered del ectably over the anusenent of

spending it.

It was on one of these occasions that, |eaving a shop where she
had spent an hour of deliberation over a dressing-case of the
nost conplicated el egance, she ran across M ss Farish, who had
entered the sane establishnent with the nodest object of having
her watch repaired. Lily was feeling unusually virtuous. She had
decided to defer the purchase of the dressing-case till she
shoul d receive the bill for her new opera-cloak, and the resolve
made her feel nuch richer than when she had entered the shop. In
this nmood of self-approval she had a synpathetic eye for others,

and she was struck by her friend' s air of dejection.

M ss Farish, it appeared, had just left the comittee-neeting of
a struggling charity in which she was interested. The object of
the association was to provide confortable |odgings, with a
readi ng-room and ot her nodest distractions, where young wonmen of
the cl ass enployed in down town offices mght find a hone when
out of work, or in need of rest, and the first year's

financial report showed so deplorably small a bal ance that M ss
Fari sh, who was convinced of the urgency of the work, felt
proportionately discouraged by the snall anmount of interest it
aroused. The other-regarding sentinments had not been cultivated
in Lily, and she was often bored by the relation of her friend s
philanthropic efforts, but today her quick dramatizing fancy
seized on the contrast between her own situation and that
represented by sone of Gerty's "cases." These were young girls,
i ke herself; sone perhaps pretty, sonme not without a trace of

her finer sensibilities. She pictured herself |eading such a life



as theirs--a life in which achieverent seenmed as squalid as
failure--and the vision nade her shudder synpathetically. The
price of the dressing-case was still in her pocket; and draw ng
out her little gold purse she slipped a liberal fraction of the

amount into Mss Farish's hand.

The satisfaction derived fromthis act was all that the nost
ardent noralist could have desired. Lily felt a newinterest in
herself as a person of charitable instincts: she had never before
t hought of doing good with the wealth she had so often dreamnmed of
possessi ng, but now her horizon was enl arged by the vision of a
prodi gal phil ant hropy. Mreover, by sone obscure process of

logic, she felt that her nonmentary burst of generosity had
justified all previous extravagances, and excused any in which
she ni ght subsequently indulge. Mss Farish's surprise and
gratitude confirmed this feeling, and Lily parted fromher with a
sense of self-esteem which she naturally mstook for the fruits

of altruism

About this tine she was farther cheered by an invitation to spend
t he Thanksgiving week at a canp in the Adirondacks. The
invitation was one which, a year earlier, would have provoked a

| ess ready response, for the party, though organized by Ms.

Fi sher, was ostensibly given by a | ady of obscure origin and

i ndom tabl e social anbitions, whose acquai ntance Lily had
hitherto avoi ded. Now, however, she was di sposed to coincide with
Ms. Fisher's view, that it didn't nmatter who gave the party, as
Il ong as things were well done; and doing things well (under
conmpetent direction) was Ms. Wellington Bry's strong point. The
| ady (whose consort was known as "Welly" Bry on the Stock
Exchange and in sporting circles) had already sacrificed

one husband, and sundry mi nor considerations, to her



determination to get on; and, having obtained a hold on Carry

Fi sher, she was astute enough to perceive the w sdom of
committing herself entirely to that |ady's gui dance. Everything,
accordingly, was well done, for there was no linit to Ms.
Fisher's prodigality when she was not spending her own noney, and
as she renmarked to her pupil, a good cook was the best
introduction to society. If the conmpany was not as select as the
CU SINE, the Wlly Brys at |east had the satisfaction of

figuring for the first time in the society colums in conpany
with one or two noticeabl e nanes; and forenost anong these was of
course Mss Bart's. The young | ady was treated by her hosts with
correspondi ng deference; and she was in the nood when such
attentions are acceptable, whatever their source. Ms. Bry's
admration was a mirror in which Lily's self-conpl acency
recovered its lost outline. No insect hangs its nest on threads
as frail as those which will sustain the weight of human vanity;
and the sense of being of inportance anbng the insignificant was
enough to restore to Mss Bart the gratifying consciousness of
power. |If these people paid court to her it proved that she was
still conspicuous in the world to which they aspired; and she was
not above a certain enjoynent in dazzling themby her fineness,

in devel oping their puzzled perception of her superiorities.

Per haps, however, her enjoyment proceeded nore than she was aware
fromthe physical stinulus of the excursion, the chall enge of
crisp cold and hard exercise, the responsive thrill of her body
to the influences of the winter woods. She returned to town in a
gl ow of rejuvenation, conscious of a clearer colour in her

cheeks,

a fresh elasticity in her nuscles. The future seenmed full of a
vague promi se, and all her apprehensions were swept out of sight

on the buoyant current of her nood.



A few days after her return to town she had the unpl easant
surprise of a visit fromM. Rosedale. He came late, at the
confidential hour when the tea-table still lingers by the fire in
friendly expectancy; and his nmanner showed a readiness to adapt

itself to the intimcy of the occasion

Lily, who had a vague sense of his being sonmehow con<p 118>nected
with her lucky speculations, tried to give himthe wel cone he

expected; but there was sonmething in the quality of his geniality
whi ch chilled her own, and she was conscious of marking each step

in their acquaintance by a fresh bl under

M . Rosedal e--nmaking hinself pronptly at hone in an adjoi ni ng
easy-chair, and sipping his tea critically, with the coment:
"You ought to go to ny man for sonething really good"--appeared
totally unconsci ous of the repugnance which kept her in frozen
erectness behind the urn. It was perhaps her very nmanner of
hol di ng hersel f al oof that appealed to his collector's passion
for the rare and unattai nable. He gave, at any rate, no sign of
resenting it and seened prepared to supply in his own nmanner al

the ease that was |acking in hers.

H's object in calling was to ask her to go to the opera in his
box on the opening night, and seeing her hesitate he said
persuasively: "Ms. Fisher is conming, and |'ve secured a
trenmendous admirer of yours, who'll never forgive ne if you don't

accept."

As Lily's silence left himwth this allusion on his hands, he
added with a confidential smle: "Qus Trenor has pronised to cone
to town on purpose. | fancy he'd go a good deal farther for the

pl easure of seeing you."



Mss Bart felt an inward notion of annoyance: it was distastefu
enough to hear her nanme coupled with Trenor's, and on Rosedale's

lips the allusion was peculiarly unpl easant.

"The Trenors are ny best friends--1 think we should all go a | ong

way to see each other," she said, absorbing herself in the

preparation of fresh tea

Her visitor's smile grewincreasingly intinmate. "Wll, | wasn't
thinking of Ms. Trenor at the noment--they say Gus doesn't

al ways, you know." Then, dimy conscious that he had not struck
the right note, he added, with a well-nmeant effort at diversion
"How s your luck been going in Wall Street, by the way? | hear

Gus pulled off a nice little pile for you last nonth."

Lily put down the tea-caddy with an abrupt gesture. She felt that
her hands were trenbling, and clasped them on her knee to steady
them but her lip trenbled too, and for a nonment she was afraid
the trenor m ght conmunicate itself to her voice. Wen

she spoke, however, it was in a tone of perfect |ightness.

"Ah, yes--1 had a little bit of noney to invest, and M. Trenor
who hel ps nme about such matters, advised ny putting it in stocks
instead of a nortgage, as nmy aunt's agent wanted ne to do; and as
it happened, | nade a lucky 'turn'--is that what you call it? For

you make a great many yourself, | believe."

She was smiling back at himnow, relaxing the tension of her
attitude, and admitting him by inperceptible gradations of

gl ance and manner, a step farther toward intimacy. The protective
instinct always nerved her to successful dissinulation, and it
was not the first tinme she had used her beauty to divert

attention froman inconvenient topic.



When M. Rosedal e took | eave, he carried with him not only her
acceptance of his invitation, but a general sense of having
conmported hinself in a way cal cul ated to advance his cause. He
had al ways believed he had a light touch and a knowing way with
worren, and the pronpt manner in which Mss Bart (as he woul d have
phrased it) had "cone into line," confirmed his confidence in his
powers of handling this skittish sex. Her way of gl ossing over
the transaction with Trenor he regarded at once as a tribute to
his own acuteness, and a confirmati on of his suspicions. The girl
was evidently nervous, and M. Rosedale, if he saw no ot her neans
of advanci ng his acquai ntance with her, was not above taking

advant age of her nervousness.

He left Lily to a passion of disgust and fear. It seened
incredible that Gus Trenor should have spoken of her to Rosedal e.
Wth all his faults, Trenor had the safeguard of his traditions,
and was the less likely to overstep them because they were so
purely instinctive. But Lily recalled with a pang that there were
convivial monents when, as Judy had confided to her, CGus "tal ked
foolishly": in one of these, no doubt, the fatal word had slipped
fromhim As for Rosedale, she did not, after the first shock
greatly care what concl usions he had drawn. Though usually adroit
enough where her own interests were concerned, she nade the

m st ake, not uncommon to persons in whomthe social habits are
instinctive, of supposing that the inability to acquire them

qui ckly inkp 120>plies a general dul ness. Because a blue-bottle
bangs irrationally agai nst a wi ndow pane, the draw ng-room
naturalist may forget that under less artificial conditions it is
capabl e of neasuring distances and draw ng conclusions with al
the accuracy needful to its welfare; and the fact that M.
Rosedal e' s draw ng-room manner | acked perspective made Lily class
himw th Trenor and the other dull nen she knew, and assune that

alittle flattery, and the occasi onal acceptance of his



hospitality, would suffice to render himinnocuous. However,
there could be no doubt of the expedi ency of showi ng herself in
his box on the opening night of the opera; and after all, since
Judy Trenor had pronised to take himup that winter, it was as

well to reap the advantage of being first in the field.

For a day or two after Rosedale's visit, Lily's thoughts were
dogged by the consciousness of Trenor's shadowy claim and she
wi shed she had a clearer notion of the exact nature of the
transacti on which seened to have put her in his power; but her
m nd shrank from any unusual application, and she was al ways
hel pl essly puzzled by figures. Mreover she had not seen Trenor
since the day of the Van Gsburgh wedding, and in his continued
absence the trace of Rosedal e's words was soon effaced by other

i mpr essi ons.

When the opening night of the opera came, her apprehensions had
so conpl etely vanished that the sight of Trenor's ruddy
countenance in the back of M. Rosedale's box filled her with a
sense of pleasant reassurance. Lily had not quite reconcil ed
herself to the necessity of appearing as Rosedal e's guest on so
conspi cuous an occasion, and it was a relief to find herself
supported by any one of her own set--for Ms. Fisher's socia
habits were too prom scuous for her presence to justify Mss

Bart's.

To Lily, always inspirited by the prospect of show ng her beauty
in public, and conscious tonight of all the added enhancenents of
dress, the insistency of Trenor's gaze nerged itself in the
general streamof admring | ooks of which she felt herself the
centre. Ah, it was good to be young, to be radiant, to glow with
the sense of slenderness, strength and elasticity, of well-poised

lines and happy tints, to feel one's self lifted to a height



apart by that incomunicable grace which is the bodily

counterpart of geni us!

Al'l means seened justifiable to attain such an end, or rather, by
a happy shifting of lights with which practice had famliarized
M ss Bart, the cause shrank to a pin-point in the genera
brightness of the effect. But brilliant young ladies, alittle
blinded by their own efful gence, are apt to forget that the
nmodest satellite drowned in their light is still perfornmng its
own revol utions and generating heat at its ow rate. If Lily's
poetic enjoynent of the nonment was undi sturbed by the base

t hought that her gown and opera cloak had been indirectly paid
for by Gus Trenor, the latter had not sufficient poetry in his
conposition to | ose sight of these prosaic facts. He knew only
that he had never seen Lily look smarter in her life, that there
wasn't a wonman in the house who showed of f good cl othes as she
did, and that hitherto he, to whom she owed the opportunity of
maki ng this display, had reaped no return beyond that of gazing

at her in conpany with several hundred other pairs of eyes.

It cane to Lily therefore as a disagreeable surprise when, in the
back of the box, where they found thensel ves al one between two
acts, Trenor said, without preanmble, and in a tone of sulky
authority: "Look here, Lily, howis a fellow ever to see anything
of you? I'min town three or four days in the week, and you know
alinetothe club will always find nme, but you don't seemto
renmenber ny exi stence nowadays unl ess you want to get a tip out

of ne."

The fact that the remark was in distinctly bad taste did not nake
it any easier to answer, for Lily was vividly aware that it was
not the monent for that drawing up of her slimfigure and

surprised lifting of the brows by which she usually quelled



i ncipient signs of famliarity.

"I'"'mvery much flattered by your wanting to see ne," she
returned, essaying lightness instead, "but, unless you have

m slaid nmy address, it would have been easy to find ne any
afternoon at ny aunt's--in fact, | rather expected you to | ook me

up there.”

If she hoped to nollify himby this |ast concession the attenpt
was a failure, for he only replied, with the famliar |owering of
the brows that made himl ook his dullest when he was angry: "Hang
going to your aunt's, and wasting the afternoon listening to a

| ot of other chaps talking to you! You know |I'm not the

kind to sit in a crowd and jaw-1'd always rather clear out when
that sort of circus is going on. But why can't we go off
somewhere on a little lark together--a nice quiet little
expedition like that drive at Bellonont, the day you net nme at

the station?"

He | eaned unpl easantly close in order to convey this suggestion
and she fancied she caught a significant aroma whi ch expl ai ned
the dark flush on his face and the glistening danpness of his

f or ehead.

The idea that any rash answer m ght provoke an unpl easant

out burst tenpered her disgust with caution, and she answered with
a laugh: "I don't see how one can very well take country drives
in town, but I amnot always surrounded by an admiring throng,
and if you will let me know what afternoon you are coming | wll

arrange things so that we can have a nice quiet talk."

"Hang tal king! That's what you al ways say," returned Trenor

whose expl etives | acked variety. "You put ne off with that at the



Van Gsburgh weddi ng--but the plain English of it is that, now
you' ve got what you wanted out of ne, you' d rather have any other

fell ow about."

Hi s voice had risen sharply with the last words, and Lily flushed
wi th annoyance, but she kept command of the situation and laid a

per suasi ve hand on his arm

"Don't be foolish, Gus; | can't let you talk to ne in that
ridiculous way. If you really want to see me, why shouldn't we
take a walk in the Park sonme afternoon? | agree with you that
it's amusing to be rustic in town, and if you like I'lIl meet you
there, and we'll go and feed the squirrels, and you shall take ne

out on the lake in the steam gondola."

She snil ed as she spoke, letting her eyes rest on his in a way
that took the edge from her banter and made hi m suddenly

mal | eable to her will.

"Al'l right, then: that's a go. WIIl you cone tonorrow? Tonorrow
at three o' clock, at the end of the Mall. |I'Il be there sharp,

renenber; you won't go back on me, Lily?"

But to Mss Bart's relief the repetition of her pronise was cut

short by the opening of the box door to admit George Dorset.

Trenor sulkily yielded his place, and Lily turned a brilliant
smle on the newconer. She had not tal ked with Dorset since
their visit at Bellonont, but sonething in his | ook and nanner
told her that he recalled the friendly footing on which they had
| ast met. He was not a nan to whomthe expression of admiration
came easily: his long sallow face and distrustful eyes seened

al ways barricaded agai nst the expansive enptions. But, where her

own influence was concerned, Lily's intuitions sent out



thread-1i ke feelers, and as she made room for himon the narrow
sofa she was sure he found a dunb pleasure in being near her. Few
wonen took the trouble to nake thensel ves agreeabl e to Dorset,
and Lily had been kind to himat Bellonont, and was now smiling

on himwith a divine renewal of kindness.

"Well, here we are, in for another six nonths of caterwauling,"”
he began conplainingly. "Not a shade of difference between this
year and | ast, except that the wonmen have got new cl ot hes and the
singers haven't got new voices. My wife's nusical, you know -puts
me through a course of this every winter. It isn't so bad on
Italian nights--then she conmes late, and there's time to digest.
But when they give Wagner we have to rush dinner, and | pay up
for it. And the draughts are damabl e--asphyxia in front and
pleurisy in the back. There's Trenor |eaving the box w thout
drawi ng the curtain! Wth a hide |ike that draughts don't nake
any difference. Did you ever watch Trenor eat? If you did, you'd
wonder why he's alive; | suppose he's |leather inside too.--But |
came to say that ny wife wants you to cone down to our place next
Sunday. Do for heaven's sake say yes. She's got a |l ot of bores
com ng--intellectual ones, | nmean; that's her new line, you

know, and I'mnot sure it ain't worse than the nusic. Sonme of 'em
have long hair, and they start an argunent with the soup, and
don't notice when things are handed to them The consequence is
the di nner gets cold, and | have dyspepsia. That silly ass
Silverton brings themto the house--he wites poetry, you know,
and Bertha and he are getting trenmendously thick. She could wite
better than any of "emif she chose, and | don't blame her for

wanting clever fellows about; all | say is: 'Don't let ne see 'em

eat!"'"

The gist of this strange conmunication gave Lily a distinct

thrill of pleasure. Under ordinary circunstances, there would



have been nothing surprising in an invitation from Bertha Dorset;

but since the Bell onont episode an unavowed hostility had

kept the two wonen apart. Now, with a start of inner wonder,

Lily felt that her thirst for retaliation had died out. |IF YOU WOULD
FORG VE YOUR ENEMY, says the Mal ay proverb, FIRST |INFLICT A HURT
ONHM and Lily was experiencing the truth of the apot hegm

If she had destroyed Ms. Dorset's letters, she night have

continued to hate her; but the fact that they remained in her

possession had fed her resentnent to satiety.

She uttered a sniling acceptance, hailing in the renewal of the

tie an escape from Trenor's inportunities.

Meanwhi | e the holidays had gone by and the season was begi nni ng.
Fifth Avenue had becone a nightly torrent of carriages surging
upward to the fashionable quarters about the Park, where

illum nated wi ndows and out spread awni ngs bet okened t he usua
routine of hospitality. Oher tributary currents crossed the

mai nstream bearing their freight to the theatres, restaurants or
opera; and Ms. Peniston, fromthe secluded watch-tower of her
upper w ndow, could tell to a nicety just when the chronic vol unme
of sound was increased by the sudden influx setting toward a Van
Gsburgh ball, or when the multiplication of wheels neant nerely
that the opera was over, or that there was a big supper at

Sherry's.

Ms. Peniston followed the rise and cul mi nation of the season as
keenly as the nost active sharer in its gaieties; and, as a

| ooker-on, she enjoyed opportunities of conparison and
general i zation such as those who take part nust proverbially
forego. No one could have kept a nore accurate record of social
fluctuations, or have put a nore unerring finger on the

di stinguishing features of each season: its dulness, its



extravagance, its lack of balls or excess of divorces. She had a
special nmenmory for the vicissitudes of the "new people” who rose
to the surface with each recurring tide, and were either
subnerged beneath its rush or |anded triunphantly beyond the
reach of envious breakers; and she was apt to display a
remarkabl e retrospective insight into their ultimte fate, so
that, when they had fulfilled their destiny, she was al nost

al ways able to say to Grace Stepney--the recipient of her

propheci es--that she had known exactly what woul d happen

This particular season Ms. Peniston would have characterized as
that in which everybody "felt poor" except the Welly Brys and M.
Si non Rosedale. It had been a bad autumm in Vall Street, where
prices fell in accordance with that peculiar |aw which proves
rail way stocks and bales of cotton to be nore sensitive to the

al | ot mrent of executive power than many estinmable citizens trained
to all the advantages of self-governnment. Even fortunes supposed
to be independent of the nmarket either betrayed a secret
dependence on it, or suffered froma synpathetic affection
fashion sulked in its country houses, or came to town incognito,
general entertai nments were di scountenanced, and informality and

short dinners became the fashion.

But society, amused for a while at playing C nderella, soon
weari ed of the hearthside role, and wel coned the Fairy Godnot her
in the shape of any magician powerful enough to turn the shrunken
punpki n back again into the gol den coach. The nere fact of
growi ng richer at a tine when nbst people's investnents are
shrinking, is calculated to attract envious attention; and
according to Wall Street runours, Welly Bry and Rosedal e had

found the secret of performing this mracle.

Rosedal e, in particular, was said to have doubled his fortune,



and there was talk of his buying the new y-finished house of one
of the victins of the crash, who, in the space of twelve short
nont hs, had made the sane nunber of millions, built a house in
Fifth Avenue, filled a picture-gallery with old masters,
entertained all New York in it, and been snuggled out of the
country between a trained nurse and a doctor, while his creditors
mount ed guard over the old masters, and his guests explained to
each other that they had dined with himonly because they wanted
to see the pictures. M. Rosedale neant to have a | ess neteoric
career. He knew he should have to go slowy, and the instincts of
his race fitted himto suffer rebuffs and put up with del ays. But
he was pronpt to perceive that the general dul ness of the season
af forded hi man unusual opportunity to shine, and he set about
with patient industry to forma background for his grow ng glory.
Ms. Fisher was of i mense service to himat this period. She had
set off so many newconers on the social stage that she was |ike
one of those pieces of stock scenery which tell the experienced
spectator exactly what is going to take place. But M. Rosedal e
wanted, in the long run, a nore individual environnment. He was
sensitive to shades of difference which Mss Bart would never
have credited himw th perceiving, because he had no
correspondi ng variations of manner; and it was beconing nore and
more clear to himthat Mss Bart herself possessed precisely the
conmpl enentary qualities needed to round off his social

personality.

Such details did not fall within the range of Ms. Peniston's

vi sion. Like many m nds of panoram c sweep, hers was apt to

overl ook the M NUTI AE of the foreground, and she was nuch nore
likely to know where Carry Fisher had found the Welly Brys' CHEF
for them than what was happening to her own ni ece. She was not,
however, without purveyors of information ready to suppl enent her

deficiencies. Gace Stepney's nind was |like a kind of noral



fly-paper, to which the buzzing itens of gossip were drawn by a
fatal attraction, and where they hung fast in the toils of an

i nexorabl e nenory. Lily would have been surprised to know how
many trivial facts concerning herself were lodged in Mss
Stepney's head. She was quite aware that she was of interest to
di ngy peopl e, but she assuned that there is only one form of

di ngi ness, and that admiration for brilliancy is the natura
expression of its inferior state. She knew that Gerty Farish

adm red her blindly, and therefore supposed that she inspired the
same sentinments in G ace Stepney, whom she classified as a Gerty

Fari sh without the saving traits of youth and enthusi asm

Inreality, the two differed fromeach other as nmuch as they
differed fromthe object of their nutual contenplation. Mss
Farish's heart was a fountain of tender illusions, Mss Stepney's
a precise register of facts as manifested in their relation to
hersel f. She had sensibilities which, to Lily, would have seened
comc in a person with a freckled nose and red eyelids, who |lived
in a boarding-house and admred Ms. Peniston's draw ng-roony but
poor Grace's limtations gave thema nore concentrated inner
life, as poor soil starves certain plants into intenser

ef fl orescence. She had in truth no abstract propensity to malice:
she did not dislike Lily because the latter was brilliant and
predoni nant, but because she thought that Lily disliked her. It
is less nortifying to believe one's self unpopul ar than
insignificant, and vanity prefers to assune that indifference is
a latent formof unfriendliness. Even such scant civilities as
Lily accorded to M. Rosedal e woul d have made M ss Stepney her
friend for life; but how could she foresee that such a friend was
worth cul tivating? How, noreover, can a young woman who has never
been ignored nmeasure the pang which this injury inflicts? And,

|l astly, how could Lily, accustoned to choose between a

pressure of engagenents, guess that she had nortally offended



M ss Stepney by causing her to be excluded fromone of Ms.

Peni ston's infrequent dinner-parties?

M's. Peniston disliked giving dinners, but she had a high sense
of famly obligation, and on the Jack Stepneys' return fromtheir
honeynoon she felt it incumbent upon her to light the

drawi ng-room | anps and extract her best silver fromthe Safe
Deposit vaults. Ms. Peniston's rare entertainments were preceded
by days of heart-rending vacillation as to every detail of the
feast, fromthe seating of the guests to the pattern of the
table-cloth, and in the course of one of these prelimnary

di scussi ons she had inprudently suggested to her cousin G ace
that, as the dinner was a famly affair, she might be included in
it. For a week the prospect had lighted up Mss Stepney's

col ourl ess exi stence; then she had been given to understand that
it would be nore convenient to have her another day. M ss Stepney
knew exactly what had happened. Lily, to whomfamily reunions
wer e occasi ons of unall oyed dul ness, had persuaded her aunt that
a dinner of "smart" people would be much nore to the taste of the
young couple, and Ms. Peniston, who | eaned hel pl essly on her
niece in social matters, had been prevail ed upon to pronounce

G ace's exile. After all, Gace could cone any ot her day; why

shoul d she mi nd being put off?

It was precisely because M ss Stepney could conme any ot her
day--and because she knew her relations were in the secret of her
unoccupi ed evenings--that this incident |ooned gigantically on
her horizon. She was aware that she had Lily to thank for it; and

dull resentnent was turned to active aninosity.

M's. Peniston, on whom she had | ooked in a day or two after the



di nner, laid down her crochet-work and turned abruptly from her

obl i que survey of Fifth Avenue.

"Qus Trenor?--Lily and Gus Trenor?" she said, growing so suddenly

pal e that her visitor was al nbst al ar ned.

"Ch, cousin Julia . . . of course | don't nean .

"I don't know what you DO nean," said Ms. Peniston, with a
frightened quiver in her small fretful voice. "Such things were
never heard of in ny day. And ny own niece! |I'mnot sure

understand you. Do people say he's in love with her?"

M's. Peniston's horror was genui ne. Though she boasted an
unequal l ed familiarity with the secret chronicles of society, she
had the i nnocence of the school-girl who regards w ckedness as a
part of "history," and to whomit never occurs that the scandal s
she reads of in |lesson-hours may be repeating thenselves in the
next street. Ms. Peniston had kept her inagination shrouded,
like the drawi ng-room furniture. She knew, of course, that

soci ety was "very nmuch changed," and that many wonmen her nother
woul d have thought "peculiar"” were nowin a position to be
critical about their visiting-lists; she had discussed the perils
of divorce with her rector, and had felt thankful at times that
Lily was still unmarried; but the idea that any scandal could
attach to a young girl's nane, above all that it could be lightly
coupled with that of a married man, was so new to her that she
was as nmuch aghast as if she had been accused of |eaving her
carpets down all summer, or of violating any of the other

cardi nal |laws of housekeepi ng.

M ss Stepney, when her first fright had subsided, began to fee

the superiority that greater breadth of m nd confers. It was



really pitiable to be as ignorant of the world as Ms. Peniston
She snmiled at the latter's question. "People al ways say

unpl easant things--and certainly they're a great deal together. A
friend of mne net themthe other afternoon in the Park-quite
late, after the lanps were lit. It s a pity Lily makes herself so

conspi cuous. "

"CONSPI CUQUS! " gasped M's. Peniston. She bent forward, |owering
her voice to mtigate the horror. "What sort of things do they

say? That he nmeans to get a divorce and narry her?"

Grace Stepney |aughed outright. "Dear ne, no! He would hardly do

that. It--it's a flirtation--nothing nore."

"Aflirtation? Between ny niece and a narried nan? Do you nean to
tell me that, with Lily's | ooks and advantages, she could find no
better use for her tinme than to waste it on a fat stupid nman

al nost ol d enough to be her father?" This argunent had such a
convincing ring that it gave Ms. Peniston sufficient reassurance
to pick up her work, while she waited for G ace Stepney to rally

her scattered forces.

But M ss Stepney was on the spot in an instant. "That's the worst
of it--people say she isn't wasting her tinme! Every one knows, as
you say, that Lily is too handsone and-and charm ng--to devote

herself to a man |i ke Gus Trenor unl ess--"

"Unl ess?" echoed Ms. Peniston. Her visitor drew breath
nervously. It was agreeable to shock Ms. Peniston, but not to
shock her to the verge of anger. M ss Stepney was nhot
sufficiently famliar with the classic drama to have recalled in
advance how bearers of bad tidings are proverbially received, but

she now had a rapid vision of forfeited dinners and a reduced



war dr obe as the possi bl e consequence of her disinterestedness. To
the honour of her sex, however, hatred of Lily prevailed over
nore personal considerations. Ms. Peniston had chosen the wong

nonment to boast of her niece's charns.

"Unl ess,"” said Gace, |leaning forward to speak with | owtoned
enphasis, "unless there are material advantages to be gained by

maki ng hersel f agreeable to him"

She felt that the nonent was trenendous, and renenbered suddenly
that Ms. Peniston's black brocade, with the cut jet fringe,

woul d have been hers at the end of the season

M's. Peniston put down her work agai n. Another aspect of the sane
i dea had presented itself to her, and she felt that it was
beneath her dignity to have her nerves racked by a dependent

relati ve who wore her old cl ot hes.

"If you take pleasure in annoying nme by nysterious insinuations,"
she said coldly, "you mght at |east have chosen a nore suitable
time than just as | amrecovering fromthe strain of giving a

| arge dinner."

The mention of the dinner dispelled Mss Stepney's |ast scruples.
"I don't know why | should be accused of taking pleasure in
telling you about Lily. | was sure | shouldn't get any thanks for
it," she returned with a flare of tenper. "But | have sone fanily
feeling left, and as you are the only person who has any
authority over Lily, | thought you ought to know what is being

said of her."

"Well," said Ms. Peniston, "what | conplain of is that you

haven't told nme yet what IS being said."



"I didn't suppose | should have to put it so plainly. People say

that Gus Trenor pays her bills."

"Pays her bills--her bills?" Ms. Peniston broke into a |augh. "I
can't imagi ne where you can have picked up such rubbish. Lily has

her own incone--and | provide for her very handsonely--"

"Ch, we all knowthat,"” interposed Mss Stepney drily. "But Lily

wears a great nmany smart gowns--"

"I like her to be well-dressed--it's only suitable!"

"Certainly; but then there are her ganbling debts besides."

M ss Stepney, in the beginning, had not nmeant to bring up this
point; but Ms. Peniston had only her own incredulity to blane.
She was |like the stiff-necked unbelievers of Scripture, who nust

be anni hilated to be convi nced.

"Ganbl i ng debts? Lily?" Ms. Peniston's voice shook w th anger
and bewi | dernent. She wondered whether Grace Stepney had gone out

of her mind. "What do you nmean by her ganbling debts?”

"Sinply that if one plays bridge for noney in Lily's set one is
liable to lose a great deal--and | don't suppose Lily always

W ns.

"Who told you that ny niece played cards for noney?"

“"Mercy, cousin Julia, don't ook at me as if | were trying to
turn you against Lily! Everybody knows she is crazy about bridge.
Ms. Gyce told ne herself that it was her ganbling that

frightened Percy Gyce--it seens he was really taken with her at



first. But, of course, anpbng Lily's friends it's quite the custom
for girls to play for noney. In fact, people are inclined to

excuse her on that account---"

"To excuse her for what?"

"For being hard up--and accepting attentions frommen |ike Gus

Trenor--and George Dorset---"

M's. Peniston gave another cry. "Ceorge Dorset? |Is there any one

el se? | should like to know the worst, if you please.”

"Don't put it in that way, cousin Julia. Lately Lily has been a
good deal with the Dorsets, and he seens to adnmire her--but of
course that's only natural. And I'msure there is no truth in the
horrid things people say; but she HAS been spending a great dea
of nmoney this winter. Evie Van Osburgh was at Celeste's

ordering her trousseau the other day--yes, the narriage takes

pl ace next nonth--and she told ne that Cel este showed her the
nmost exqui site things she was just sending honme to Lily. And
peopl e say that Judy Trenor has quarrelled with her on account of
@Qus; but I"'msure I'"'msorry | spoke, though | only neant it as a

ki ndness. "

M's. Peniston's genuine incredulity enabled her to dismss Mss
Stepney with a disdain which boded ill for that |ady's prospect
of succeeding to the black brocade; but mnds inpenetrable to
reason have generally sonme crack through which suspicion filters
and her visitor's insinuations did not glide off as easily as she
had expected. Ms. Peniston disliked scenes, and her

determ nation to avoid them had always |l ed her to hold herself

al oof fromthe details of Lily's Iife. In her youth, girls had
not been supposed to require close supervision. They were

generally assuned to be taken up with the legitimte business of



courtship and narriage, and interference in such affairs on the

part of their natural guardi ans was consi dered as unwarrantabl e

as a spectator's suddenly joining in a game. There had of course
been "fast" girls even in Ms. Peniston's early experience; but

their fastness, at worst, was understood to be a nere excess of

animal spirits, against which there could be no graver charge

than that of being "unladylike." The nodern fastness appeared
synonynous with inmorality, and the nmere idea of imorality was
as offensive to Ms. Peniston as a snell of cooking in the
drawi ng-room it was one of the conceptions her nmind refused to

adm t.

She had no immedi ate intention of repeating to Lily what she had
heard, or even of trying to ascertain its truth by neans of

di screet interrogation. To do so night be to provoke a scene; and
a scene, in the shaken state of Ms. Peniston's nerves, with the
effects of her dinner not worn off, and her nmind still trenul ous
with new i npressions, was a risk she deenmed it her duty to avoid.
But there remained in her thoughts a settled deposit of

resent nent agai nst her niece, all the denser because it was not
to be cleared by explanation or discussion. It was horrible of a
young girl to let herself be tal ked about; however unfounded the
charges agai nst her, she nust be to blane for their

havi ng been made. Ms. Peniston felt as if there had been a
contagious illness in the house, and she was dooned to sit

shi vering anong her contaninated furniture.

Mss Bart had in fact been treading a devious way, and none of
her critics could have been nore alive to the fact than herself;
but she had a fatalistic sense of being drawn from one w ong
turning to another, w thout ever perceiving the right road till

it was too late to take it.



Lily, who considered hersel f above narrow prejudi ces, had not

i magi ned that the fact of letting GQus Trenor nmake a little noney
for her would ever disturb her self-conplacency. And the fact in
itself still seemed harnl ess enough; only it was a fertile source
of harnful conplications. As she exhausted the anusement of
spendi ng the noney these conplications be canme nore pressing, and
Lily, whose mind could be severely logical in tracing the causes
of her ill-luck to others, justified herself by the thought that
she owed all her troubles to the enmty of Bertha Dorset. This
enm ty, however, had apparently expired in a renewal of
friendliness between the two wonen. Lily's visit to the Dorsets
had resulted, for both, in the discovery that they could be of
use to each other; and the civilized instinct finds a subtler

pl easure in making use of its antagonist than in confounding him
Ms. Dorset was, in fact, engaged in a new sentinental

experinent, of which Ms. Fisher's late property, Ned Silverton
was the rosy victim and at such nonments, as Judy Trenor had once
remarked, she felt a peculiar need of distracting her husband's
attention. Dorset was as difficult to anuse as a savage; but even
his self-engrossment was not proof against Lily's arts, or rather
these were especially adapted to soothe an uneasy egoism Her
experience with Percy Gryce stood her in good stead in
mnistering to Dorset's hunmours, and if the incentive to please
was | ess urgent, the difficulties of her situation were teaching

her to nmake much of ninor opportunities.

Intimacy with the Dorsets was not likely to | essen such
difficulties on the material side. Ms. Dorset had none of Judy
Trenor's lavish inpulses, and Dorset's admiration was not |ikely

to express itself in financial "tips," even had Lily cared to
renew her experiences in that line. Wat she required, for the
monent, of the Dorsets' friendship, was sinply its socia

sanction. She knew that people were beginning to talk of her; but



this fact did not alarmher as it had alarmed Ms. Peniston. In
her set such gossip was not unusual, and a handsone girl who
flirted with a married man was nerely assuned to be pressing to
the lint of her opportunities. It was Trenor hinself who
frightened her. Their walk in the Park had not been a success.
Trenor had nmarried young, and since his nmarriage his intercourse
with wonmen had not taken the formof the sentimental small-talk
whi ch doubl es upon itself like the paths in a maze. He was first
puzzled and then irritated to find hinself always | ed back to the
sane starting-point, and Lily felt that she was gradually | osing
control of the situation. Trenor was in truth in an unmanageabl e
nmood. I n spite of his understanding with Rosedal e he had been
somewhat heavily "touched" by the fall in stocks; his household
expenses wei ghed on him and he seened to be neeting, on al
sides, a sullen opposition to his wi shes, instead of the easy

good luck he had hitherto encountered.

Ms. Trenor was still at Bellonont, keeping the town-house open
and descending on it now and then for a taste of the world, but
preferring the recurrent excitenent of week-end parties to the
restrictions of a dull season. Since the holidays she had not
urged Lily to return to Bellomont, and the first time they nmet in
town Lily fancied there was a shade of col dness in her nanner.
Was it nmerely the expression of her displeasure at Mss Bart's
negl ect, or had disquieting rumours reached her? The latter
contingency seened i nprobable, yet Lily was not wi thout a sense
of uneasiness. If her roaning synpathies had struck root

anywhere, it was in her friendship with Judy Trenor. She believed
in the sincerity of her friend' s affection, though it sonetines
showed itself in self-interested ways, and she shrank with
peculiar reluctance fromany risk of estranging it. But, aside
fromthis, she was keenly conscious of the way in which such an

estrangenent woul d react on herself. The fact that Gus Trenor was



Judy' s husband was at tines Lily's strongest reason for disliking
him and for resenting the obligation under which he had pl aced
her. To set her doubts at rest, Mss Bart, soon after the New
Year, "proposed" herself for a week-end at Bell onont. She had

| earned in advance that the presence of a large party

woul d protect her fromtoo great assiduity on Trenor's part, and
his wife's telegraphic "conme by all means" seened to as sure her

of her usual wel cone.

Judy received her anmicably. The cares of a large party al ways
prevai l ed over personal feelings, and Lily saw no change in her
hostess's manner. Neverthel ess, she was soon aware that the
experinment of coming to Bellonont was destined not to be
successful. The party was nade up of what Ms. Trenor called
"poky peopl e"--her generic name for persons who did not play
bridge--and, it being her habit to group all such obstructionists
in one class, she usually invited themtogether, regardl ess of
their other characteristics. The result was apt to be an

i rreduci bl e conbi nati on of persons having no other quality in
common than their abstinence frombridge, and the antagoni sns
devel oped in a group |acking the one taste which m ght have

amal gamated them were in this case aggravated by bad weat her

and by the ill-conceal ed boredom of their host and hostess. In
such energencies, Judy would usually have turned to Lily to fuse
the di scordant el enents; and M ss Bart, assum ng that such a
service was expected of her, threw herself into it with her
accustonmed zeal. But at the outset she perceived a subtle
resistance to her efforts. If Ms. Trenor's manner toward her was
unchanged, there was certainly a faint coldness in that of the

ot her | adies. An occasional caustic allusion to "your friends the
Wl lington Brys,” or to "the little Jew who has bought the

Grei ner house--sone one told us you knew him M ss Bart,"--showed

Lily that she was in disfavour with that portion of society



whi ch, while contributing least to its anusenment, has assuned the
right to decide what forns that anusenment shall take. The

i ndi cation was a slight one, and a year ago Lily would have
smled at it, trusting to the charmof her personality to dispe
any prejudi ce against her. But now she had grown nore sensitive
to criticismand | ess confident in her power of disarnmng it. She
knew, noreover, that if the |adies at Bellonmont permtted
thenselves to criticize her friends openly, it was a proof that
they were not afraid of subjecting her to the sane treatnent
behi nd her back. The nervous dread |l est anything in Trenor's
manner should seemto justify their disapproval made her seek
every pretext for avoiding him and she |eft Bellonont con<p
137>sci ous of having failed in every purpose which had taken her

t here.

In town she returned to preoccupations which, for the nonent, had
the happy effect of banishing troubl esonme thoughts. The Welly
Brys, after nuch debate, and anxious counsel with their newy
acquired friends, had decided on the bold nove of giving a
general entertainnent. To attack society collectively, when one's
means of approach are linmited to a few acquai ntances, is |like
advancing into a strange country with an insufficient nunber of
scouts; but such rash tactics have sonetimes led to brilliant
victories, and the Brys had determined to put their fate to the
touch. Ms. Fisher, to whomthey had entrusted the conduct of the
af fair, had decided that TABLEAUX VI VANTS and expensive nusic
were the two baits nost likely to attract the desired prey, and
after prolonged negotiations, and the kind of wire-pulling in

whi ch she was known to excel, she had induced a dozen fashi onabl e
worren to exhibit thenselves in a series of pictures which, by a
farther mracle of persuasion, the distinguished portrait

pai nter, Paul Nbrpeth, had been prevail ed upon to organi ze.



Lily was in her element on such occasions. Under Mrpeth's

gui dance her vivid plastic sense, hitherto nurtured on no higher
food than dress-naki ng and uphol stery, found eager expression in
the di sposal of draperies, the study of attitudes, the shifting
of lights and shadows. Her dramatic instinct was roused by the
choi ce of subjects, and the gorgeous reproductions of historic
dress stirred an imagi nati on which only visual inpressions could
reach. But keenest of all was the exhilaration of displaying her
own beauty under a new aspect: of showi ng that her |oveliness was
no nere fixed quality, but an el ement shaping all enotions to

fresh fornms of grace.

M's. Fisher's measures had been well-taken, and society,
surprised in a dull nonent, succunbed to the tenptation of Ms.
Bry's hospitality. The protesting ninority were forgotten in the
throng whi ch abjured and canme; and the audi ence was al nost as

brilliant as the show

Law ence Sel den was anobng t hose who had yielded to the proffered
i nducenents. If he did not often act on the accepted social axiom
that a man may go where he pleases, it was because he had

I ong since learned that his pleasures were mainly to be found in
a small group of the like-nminded. But he enjoyed spectacul ar
effects, and was not insensible to the part noney plays in their
production: all he asked was that the very rich should live up to
their calling as stage-managers, and not spend their noney in a
dull way. This the Brys could certainly not be charged with
doing. Their recently built house, whatever it might lack as a
frane for domesticity, was al nost as well-designed for the

di splay of a festal assenblage as one of those airy

pl easure-halls which the Italian architects inprovised to set off
the hospitality of princes. The air of inprovisation was in fact

strikingly present: so recent, so rapidly-evoked was the whol e



M SE- EN- SCENE that one had to touch the marble colums to learn
they were not of cardboard, to seat one's self in one of the
damask-and-gold armchairs to be sure it was not painted agai nst

the wal | .

Sel den, who had put one of these seats to the test, found

hi nsel f, froman angle of the ball-room surveying the scene with
frank enjoynent. The conpany, in obedience to the decorative
instinct which calls for fine clothes in fine surroundings, had
dressed rather with an eye to Ms. Bry's background than to
hersel f. The seated throng, filling the i nmense room wit hout
undue crowdi ng, presented a surface of rich tissues and jewelled
shoul ders in harmony with the festooned and gilded walls, and the
flushed spl endours of the Venetian ceiling. At the farther end of
the room a stage had been constructed behind a prosceni um arch
curtained with folds of old damask; but in the pause before the
parting of the folds there was little thought of what they m ght
reveal, for every wonan who had accepted Ms. Bry's invitation
was engaged in trying to find out how many of her friends had

done the sane.

Gerty Farish, seated next to Selden, was lost in that

i ndi scrimnate and uncritical enjoyment so irritating to Mss

Bart's finer perceptions. It may be that Selden's nearness had
sonmething to do with the quality of his cousin's pleasure; but
M ss Farish was so little accustoned to refer her enjoynent of
such scenes to her own share in them that she was nerely

consci ous of a deeper sense of contentnent.

"Wasn't it dear of Lily to get me an invitation? O course
it would never have occurred to Carry Fisher to put ne on
the list, and | should have been so sorry to mss seeing it

all -and especially Lily herself. Sone one told ne the ceiling was



by Veronese--you woul d know, of course, Lawence. | suppose it's
very beautiful, but his wonen are so dreadfully fat. Goddesses?
Well, | can only say that if they'd been nortals and had to wear
corsets, it would have been better for them | think our wonen
are nmuch handsomer. And this roomis wonderfully becom ng--every
one looks so well! Did you ever see such jewels? Do | ook at Ms
George Dorset's pearls--1 suppose the snmallest of themwould pay
the rent of our Grls' Cub for a year. Not that | ought to
conpl ai n about the dub; every one has been so wonderfully ki nd.
Did | tell you that Lily had given us three hundred dollars?
Wasn't it splendid of her? And then she collected a | ot of noney
fromher friends--Ms. Bry gave us five hundred, and M. Rosedal e
a thousand. | wish Lily were not so nice to M. Rosedale, but she
says it's no use being rude to him because he doesn't see the
difference. She really can't bear to hurt people's feelings--it
makes me so angry when | hear her called cold and conceited! The
girls at the dub don't call her that. Do you know she has been
there with ne tw ce?--yes, Lily! And you should have seen their
eyes! One of themsaid it was as good as a day in the country
just to |l ook at her. And she sat there, and | aughed and tal ked
with them-not a bit as if she were being CHARI TABLE, you know
but as if she liked it as much as they did. They've been asking

ever since when she's comi ng back; and she's prom sed me---oh!"

M ss Farish's confidences were cut short by the parting of the
curtain on the first TABLEAU--a group of nynphs danci ng across
flower-strewn sward in the rhythm c postures of Botticelli's
Spring. TABLEAUX VI VANTS depend for their effect not only on the
happy di sposal of lights and the del usive-interposition of |ayers
of gauze, but on a correspondi ng adjustnment of the nental vision
To unfurnished mnds they remain, in spite of every enhancenent
of art, only a superior kind of wax-works; but to the responsive

fancy they may give magic glinpses of the boundary world between



fact and imagination. Selden's nind was of this order: he could
yield to vision-nmaking influences as conpletely as a child to the
spell of a fairy-tale. Ms. Bry's TABLEAUX want ed none of

the qualities which go to the producing of such illusions, and
under Mborpeth's organi zi ng hand the pictures succeeded each ot her
with the rhythnic march of sone splendid frieze, in which the
fugitive curves of living flesh and the wandering |ight of young
eyes have been subdued to plastic harnmony w thout |osing the

charmof life.

The scenes were taken fromold pictures, and the participators
had been cleverly fitted with characters suited to their types.
No one, for instance, could have nmade a nore typical Goya than
Carry Fisher, with her short dark-skinned face, the exaggerated
gl ow of her eyes, the provocation of her frankly-painted snle. A
brilliant Mss Smedden from Brookl yn showed to perfection the
sunpt uous curves of Titian's Daughter, lifting her gold sal ver

| aden with grapes above the harnonizing gold of rippled hair and
rich brocade, and a young Ms. Van Al styne, who showed the
frailer Dutch type, with high blue-veined forehead and pal e eyes
and | ashes, nmade a characteristic Vandyck, in black satin,

agai nst a curtained archway. Then there were Kauffmann nynphs
garlanding the altar of Love; a Veronese supper, all sheeny
textures, pearl-woven heads and marble architecture; and a
Watteau group of |ute-playing conedi ans, |ounging by a fountain

in a sunlit glade.

Each evanescent picture touched the vision-building faculty in
Sel den, |eading himso far down the vistas of fancy that even
Gerty Farish's running conrentary--"Ch, how | ovely Lulu Melson
| ooks!" or: "That nust be Kate Corby, to the right there, in
purple"--did not break the spell of the illusion. Indeed, so

skilfully had the personality of the actors been subdued to the



scenes they figured in that even the |east imaginative of the
audi ence nust have felt a thrill of contrast when the curtain
suddenly parted on a picture which was sinply and undi sgui sedly

the portrait of Mss Bart.

Here there could be no mi staking the predomn nance of

personal ity--the unani mous "Ch!" of the spectators was a tribute,
not to the brush-work of Reynolds's "Ms. Lloyd" but to the flesh
and bl ood | oveliness of Lily Bart. She had shown her artistic
intelligence in selecting a type so |ike her own that she could
enbody the person represented w thout ceasing to be

herself. It was as though she had stepped, not out of, but into,
Reynol ds' s canvas, banishing the phantom of his dead beauty by
the beans of her living grace. The inpulse to show herself in a
spl endid setting--she had thought for a noment of representing
Tiepol o's C eopatra--had yielded to the truer instinct of
trusting to her unassisted beauty, and she had purposely chosen a
picture w thout distracting accessories of dress or surroundings.
Her pal e draperies, and the background of foliage agai nst which
she stood, served only to relieve the long dryad-Iike curves that
swept upward from her poised foot to her lifted arm The noble
buoyancy of her attitude, its suggestion of soaring grace,
reveal ed the touch of poetry in her beauty that Sel den al ways
felt in her presence, yet lost the sense of when he was not with
her. Its expression was now so vivid that for the first tinme he
seenmed to see before himthe real Lily Bart, divested of the
trivialities of her little world, and catching for a nonent a

note of that eternal harnony of which her beauty was a part.

"Deuced bold thing to show herself in that get-up; but, gad,
there isn't a break in the Iines anywhere, and | suppose she

wanted us to know it!"



These words, uttered by that experienced connoisseur, M. Ned Van
Al styne, whose scented white noustache had brushed Sel den's

shoul der whenever the parting of the curtains presented any
exceptional opportunity for the study of the fermale outline,
affected their hearer in an unexpected way. It was not the first
tinme that Selden had heard Lily's beauty lightly remarked on, and
hitherto the tone of the coments had inperceptibly coloured his
view of her. But nowit woke only a notion of indignant contenpt.
This was the world she lived in, these were the standards by

whi ch she was fated to be neasured! Does one go to Caliban for a

j udgnent on M randa?

In the long noment before the curtain fell, he had time to fee
the whol e tragedy of her life. It was as though her beauty, thus
detached fromall that cheapened and vul garized it, had held out
suppliant hands to himfromthe world in which he and she had
once net for a nonent, and where he felt an overnastering |onging

to be with her again.

He was roused by the pressure of ecstatic fingers. "Wasn't she
too beautiful, Lawence? Don't you like her best in that sinple dress?

It makes her look like the real Lily--the Lily I know "

He met Gerty Farish's brimming gaze. "The Lily we know, " he
corrected; and his cousin, beam ng at the inplied understandi ng,
exclainmed joyfully: "I'Il tell her that! She al ways says you

di sli ke her."

The performance over, Selden's first inmpulse was to seek M ss
Bart. During the interlude of nusic which succeeded the TABLEAUX
the actors had seated thensel ves here and there in the audience,

diversifying its conventional appearance by the varied



pi cturesqueness of their dress. Lily, however, was not anong
them and her absence served to protract the effect she had
produced on Selden: it would have broken the spell to see her too
soon in the surroundi ngs fromwhich acci dent had so happily
detached her. They had not met since the day of the Van Gsburgh
weddi ng, and on his side the avoi dance had been intenti onal

Toni ght, however, he knew that, sooner or |ater, he should find
hi nsel f at her side; and though he let the dispersing crowd drift
himwhither it would, wthout making an imredi ate effort to reach
her, his procrastination was not due to any |ingering resistance,
but to the desire to luxuriate a noment in the sense of conplete

surrender.

Lily had not an instant's doubt as to the neaning of the nurnur
greeting her appearance. No other tableau had been received with
that precise note of approval: it had obviously been called forth
by herself, and not by the picture she inpersonated. She had
feared at the last nonent that she was risking too nmuch in

di spensing with the advantages of a nore sunptuous setting, and
the conpl eteness of her triunph gave her an intoxicating sense of
recovered power. Not caring to dimnish the inpression she had
produced, she held herself aloof fromthe audience till the
movenent of dispersal before supper, and thus had a second
opportunity of showi ng herself to advantage, as the throng poured

slowy into the enpty draw ng-room where she was standi ng.

She was soon the centre of a group which increased and renewed
itself as the circul ation becane general, and the individua
commrents on her success were a delightful prolon<p 143>gation of
the collective appl ause. At such nonments she | ost sonething of
her natural fastidiousness, and cared less for the quality of the
admration received than for its quantity. Differences of

personality were nerged in a warm at nosphere of praise, in which



her beauty expanded like a flower in sunlight; and if Selden had
approached a nonment or two sooner he woul d have seen her turning
on Ned Van Al styne and George Dorset the | ook he had dreamed of

capturing for hinself.

Fortune willed, however, that the hurried approach of Ms.

Fi sher, as whose ai de-de-canp Van Al styne was acting, should
break up the group before Sel den reached the threshold of the
room One or two of the nen wandered off in search of their
partners for supper, and the others, noticing Selden's approach
gave way to himin accordance with the tacit freemasonry of the
ball-room Lily was therefore standi ng al one when he reached her
and finding the expected | ook in her eye, he had the satisfaction
of supposing he had kindled it. The | ook did indeed deepen as it
rested on him for even in that nonment of self-intoxication Lily
felt the quicker beat of life that his nearness al ways produced.
She read, too, in his answering gaze the delicious confirmation
of her triunph, and for the nonent it seenmed to her that it was

for himonly she cared to be beautiful

Sel den had gi ven her his armw thout speaking. She took it in
sil ence, and they noved away, not toward the supper-room but
against the tide which was setting thither. The faces about her
flowed by like the stream ng i mages of sleep: she hardly noticed
where Sel den was | eading her, till they passed through a gl ass
doorway at the end of the long suite of roons and stood suddenly
in the fragrant hush of a garden. Gravel grated beneath their
feet, and about them was the transparent di mess of a m dsummrer
night. Hanging |ights nmade enerald caverns in the depths of
foliage, and whitened the spray of a fountain falling anong
lilies. The magic place was deserted: there was no sound but the
spl ash of the water on the lily-pads, and a distant drift of

nmusi ¢ that m ght have been bl own across a sl eeping | ake.



Sel den and Lily stood still, accepting the unreality of the scene
as a part of their own dreamlike sensations. It would not have
surprised themto feel a sumrer breeze on their faces, or

to see the lights anong the boughs reduplicated in the arch of a
starry sky. The strange solitude about them was no stranger than
the sweetness of being alone in it together. At length Lily

wi t hdrew her hand, and noved away a step, so that her white-robed
sl i mess was outlined agai nst the dusk of the branches. Sel den
foll owed her, and still w thout speaking they seated thensel ves

on a bench beside the fountain.

Suddenly she raised her eyes with the beseechi ng earnestness of a
child. "You never speak to ne--you think hard things of ne," she

mur nur ed.

"I think of you at any rate, God knows!" he sai d.

"Then why do we never see each other? Wiy can't we be friends?
You pronised once to help nme," she continued in the sane tone, as

t hough the words were drawn from her unwillingly.

"The only way | can help you is by loving you," Selden said in a

| ow voi ce

She made no reply, but her face turned to himw th the soft
motion of a flower. H's own net it slowy, and their lips
touched. She drew back and rose from her seat. Sel den rose too,
and they stood facing each other. Suddenly she caught his hand

and pressed it a nonent agai nst her cheek.

"Ah, love me, love ne--but don't tell nme so!" she sighed with her
eyes in his; and before he could speak she had turned and sli pped

through the arch of boughs, disappearing in the brightness of the



room beyond.

Sel den stood where she had left him He knew too well the

transi ency of exquisite nonents to attenpt to follow her; but
presently he reentered the house and nade his way through the
deserted roons to the door. A few sunptuously-cloaked | adies were
al ready gathered in the marble vestibule, and in the coat-room he

found Van Al styne and Gus Trenor

The forner, at Sel den's approach, paused in the careful selection
of a cigar fromone of the silver boxes invitingly set out near

t he door.

"Hal | o, Sel den, going too? You' re an Epicurean like nyself, I

see: you don't want to see all those goddesses gobbling terrapin.
Gad, what a show of good-| ooki ng wonen; but not one of

"emcould touch that little cousin of mne. Talk of

jewel s--what's a woman want with jewels when she's got herself to
show? The trouble is that all these fal-bals they wear cover up

their figures when they' ve got "em | never knew till tonight

what an outline Lily has."

"I't's not her fault if everybody don't know it now, " grow ed
Trenor, flushed with the struggle of getting into his fur-Iined
coat. "Dammed bad taste, | call it--no, no cigar for nme. You
can't tell what you're snoking in one of these new houses--Ilikely
as not the CHEF buys the cigars. Stay for supper? Not if | know
it! When people crowd their roons so that you can't get near any
one you want to speak to, |I'd as soon sup in the elevated at the
rush hour. My wife was dead right to stay away: she says life's

too short to spend it in breaking in new people.™

Lily woke from happy dreans to find two notes at her bedside.



One was from Ms. Trenor, who announced that she was coming to
town that afternoon for a flying visit, and hoped Mss Bart would
be able to dine with her. The other was from Sel den. He wrote
briefly that an inportant case called himto A bany, whence he
woul d be unable to return till the evening, and asked Lily to let

hi m know at what hour on the follow ng day she would see him

Lily, |eaning back anmong her pillows, gazed nusingly at his
letter. The scene in the Brys' conservatory had been like a part
of her dreans; she had not expected to wake to such evidence of
its reality. Her first novenent was one of annoyance: this

unf oreseen act of Sel den's added anot her conplication to life. It
was so unlike himto yield to such an irrational inpulse! Did he
really nean to ask her to marry hinf? She had once shown himthe

i mpossibility of such a hope, and his subsequent behavi our seened
to prove that he had accepted the situation with a reasonabl eness
somewhat nortifying to her vanity. It was all the nore agreeable
to find that this reason abl eness was maintai ned only at the cost
of not seeing her; but, though nothing in life was as sweet as
the sense of her power over him she saw the danger of allow ng
the episode of the previous night to have a sequel. Since she
could not marry him it would be kinder to him as well as easier
for herself, to wite a line amicably evading his request to see
her: he was not the man to m stake such a hint, and when next

they nmet it would be on their usual friendly footing.

Lily sprang out of bed, and went straight to her desk. She wanted
to wite at once, while she could trust to the strength of her
resolve. She was still languid fromher brief sleep and the
exhilaration of the evening, and the sight of Selden's witing
brought back the cul mi nati ng monent of her triunph: the nmonent

when she had read in his eyes that no phil osophy was proof



agai nst her power. It would be pleasant to have that sensation
again . . . no one else could give it to her in its fulness; and
she could not bear to mar her nood of |uxu<p 147>rious
retrospection by an act of definite refusal. She took up her pen
and wrote hastily: "TOMORROWN AT FOUR, " murrmuring to herself, as
she slipped the sheet into its envelope: "I can easily put him

of f when tonorrow cones."

Judy Trenor's sunmons was very welconme to Lily. It was the first
time she had received a direct conmunication from Bel | onont since
the close of her last visit there, and she was still visited by
the dread of having incurred Judy's displeasure. But this
characteristic comand seened to reestablish their forner
relations; and Lily smled at the thought that her friend had
probably sunmoned her in order to hear about the Brys

entertai nment. Ms. Trenor had absented herself fromthe feast,
perhaps for the reason so frankly enunciated by her husband,

per haps because, as Ms. Fisher sonewhat differently put it, she
"couldn't bear new peopl e when she hadn't discovered them

herself." At any rate, though she renai ned haughtily at

Bell onont, Lily suspected in her a devouring eagerness to hear of
what she had m ssed, and to |learn exactly in what neasure Ms

Wel lington Bry had surpassed all previous conpetitors for social

recognition. Lily was quite ready to gratify this curiosity, but

it happened that she was dining out. She determ ned, however, to
see Ms. Trenor for a few nonments, and ringing for her maid she

despatched a tel egramto say that she would be with her friend

that evening at ten

She was dining with Ms. Fisher, who had gathered at an infornal
feast a few of the perfornmers of the previous evening. There was

to be plantation music in the studio after dinner-for Ms.



Fi sher, despairing of the republic, had taken up nodelling, and
annexed to her small crowded house a spaci ous apartnent, which,
what ever its uses in her hours of plastic inspiration, served at
other tinmes for the exercise of an indefatigable hospitality.
Lily was reluctant to | eave, for the dinner was amusing, and she
woul d have |iked to | ounge over a cigarette and hear a few songs;
but she could not break her engagenment with Judy, and shortly
after ten she asked her hostess to ring for a hansom and drove

up Fifth Avenue to the Trenors'

She waited | ong enough on the doorstep to wonder that

Judy's presence in town was not signalized by a greater
pronptness in adnmitting her; and her surprise was increased when
i nstead of the expected footnman, pushing his shoulders into a
tardy coat, a shabby care-taking person in calico |let her into
the shrouded hall. Trenor, however, appeared at once on the
threshol d of the draw ng-room welcoming her with unusua
volubility while he relieved her of her cloak and drew her into

the room

"Come along to the den; it's the only confortable place in the
house. Doesn't this roomlook as if it was waiting for the body
to be brought down? Can't see why Judy keeps the house w apped up
inthis amul slippery white stuff--it's enough to give a fellow
pneunoni a to wal k through these roons on a cold day. You | ook a
little pinched yourself, by the way: it's rather a sharp night
out. | noticed it walking up fromthe club. Cone along, and |'I|
give you a nip of brandy, and you can toast yourself over the
fire and try sone of ny new Egyptians--that little Turkish chap
at the Enbassy put ne on to a brand that | want you to try, and

if you like "eml1'Il get out a lot for you: they don't have 'em

here yet, but I'Il cable.”



He | ed her through the house to the large roomat the back, where
Ms. Trenor usually sat, and where, even in her absence, there
was an air of occupancy. Here, as usual, were flowers,

newspapers, a littered witing-table, and a general aspect of
lanp-lit famliarity, so that it was a surprise not to see Judy's

energetic figure start up fromthe armchair near the fire.

It was apparently Trenor hinself who had been occupying the seat
in question, for it was overhung by a cloud of cigar snoke, and
near it stood one of those intricate folding tables which British
i ngenuity has devised to facilitate the circulation of tobacco
and spirits. The sight of such appliances in a draw ng-room was
not unusual in Lily's set, where snoking and drinking were
unrestricted by considerations of tine and place, and her first
novenent was to help herself to one of the cigarettes recommended
by Trenor, while she checked his | oquacity by asking, with a

surprised glance: "Were's Judy?"

Trenor, a little heated by his unusual flow of words, and
per haps by prol onged propinquity with the decanters, was bendi ng

over the latter to deci pher their silver |abels.

"Here, now, Lily, just a drop of cognac in a little fizzy
wat er --you do | ook pinched, you know. | swear the end of your
nose is red. I'll take another glass to keep you
company- - Judy?-- Wiy, you see, Judy's got a devil of a head
ache--quite knocked out with it, poor thing--she asked ne to
explain--nake it all right, you know-Do cone up to the fire,
t hough; you | ook dead-beat, really. Now do | et ne nake you

confortable, there's a good girl."

He had taken her hand, half-banteringly, and was draw ng her

toward a | ow seat by the hearth; but she stopped and freed



hersel f quietly.

"Do you nean to say that Judy's not well enough to see ne?

Doesn't she want me to go upstairs?”

Trenor drained the glass he had filled for hinself, and paused to

set it down before he answered.

"Why, no--the fact is, she's not up to seeing anybody. It came on
suddenly, you know, and she asked ne to tell you how awfully
sorry she was--if she'd known where you were dining she'd have

sent you word."

"She did know where | was dining; | mentioned it in ny tel egram
But it doesn't matter, of course. | suppose if she's so poorly
she won't go back to Bellonont in the norning, and I can cone and

see her then."

"Yes: exactly--that's capital. 1'Il tell her you'll pop in to
nmorrow norning. And now do sit down a minute, there's a dear, and
let's have a nice quiet jaw together. You won't take a drop, just
for sociability? Tell me what you think of that cigarette. Wy,

don't you like it? What are you chucking it away for?"

"I am chucking it away because | nust go, if you'll have the

goodness to call a cab for me," Lily returned with a snile.

She did not like Trenor's unusual excitability, with its too
evi dent expl anation, and the thought of being alone with him
with her friend out of reach upstairs, at the other end of the
great enpty house, did not conduce to a desire to prolong their

TETE- A- TETE.

But Trenor, with a pronptness which did not escape her, had noved



bet ween herself and the door.

"Why must you go, | should like to know? If Judy'd been here
you'd have sat gossiping till all hours--and you can't even give
me five mnutes! It's always the sane story. Last night |

couldn't get near you--1 went to that dammed vul gar party just to
see you, and there was everybody tal ki ng about you, and asking ne
if 1'd ever seen anything so stunning, and when | tried to cone
up and say a word, you never took any notice, but just went on

| aughing and joking with a |l ot of asses who only wanted to be
abl e to swagger about afterward, and | ook knowi ng when you were

menti oned. "

He paused, flushed by his diatribe, and fixing on her a | ook in
whi ch resentment was the ingredient she | east disliked. But she
had regai ned her presence of mind, and stood conposedly in the

m ddl e of the room while her slight snmle seened to put an ever

i ncreasi ng di stance between herself and Trenor

Across it she said: "Don't be absurd, Gus. It's past eleven, and

I nust really ask you to ring for a cab."

He renmai ned i nmovable, with the | owering forehead she had grown

to detest.

"And supposing | won't ring for one--what'll you do then?"

"I shall go upstairs to Judy if you force nme to disturb her."

Trenor drew a step nearer and laid his hand on her arm "Look

here, Lily: won't you give nme five mnutes of your own accord?"

"Not tonight, Gus: you---"



"Very good, then: 1'Il take "em And as many nore as | want." He
had squared hinmself on the threshold, his hands thrust deep in

his pockets. He nodded toward the chair on the hearth.

"CGo and sit down there, please: |'ve got a word to say to you."

Lily's quick tenper was getting the better of her fears. She drew

herself up and noved toward the door

"If you have anything to say to nme, you nust say it another tine.

I shall go up to Judy unless you call a cab for ne at once."

He burst into a laugh. "Go upstairs and wel come, ny dear; but you

won't find Judy. She ain't there."

Lily cast a startled ook upon him "Do you nean that Judy is not

in the house--not in town?" she excl ai ned.

"That's just what | do mean," returned Trenor, his bluster

sinking to sull enness under her | ook

"Nonsense--1 don't believe you. | amgoing upstairs," she said

i mpatiently.

He drew unexpectedly aside, letting her reach the threshold

uni nmpeded.

"Go up and wel cone; but ny wife is at Bellonont."”

But Lily had a flash of reassurance. "If she hadn't cone she

woul d have sent ne word---"

"She did; she telephoned ne this afternoon to | et you know "



"I received no nmessage."”

"I didn't send any."

The two neasured each other for a monment, but Lily still saw her
opponent through a blur of scorn that nade all other

consi derations indistinct.

"I can't imagine your object in playing such a stupid trick on
me; but if you have fully gratified your peculiar sense of hunour

I nust again ask you to send for a cab."

It was the wong note, and she knew it as she spoke. To be stung
by irony it is not necessary to understand it, and the angry
streaks on Trenor's face night have been raised by an actua

| ash.

"Look here, Lily, don't take that high and nighty tone with ne."
He had again noved toward the door, and in her instinctive
shrinking fromhimshe I et himregain command of the threshold.

"I DD play a trick on you; | own up to it; but if you think I'm
ashanmed you' re nistaken. Lord knows |'ve been patient
enough--1've hung round and | ooked |ike an ass. And all the while

you were letting a lot of other fell ows nake up to you .

letting 'emnake fun of nme, | daresay . . . I'mnot sharp, and
can't dress ny friends up to look funny, as you do . . . but I
can tell when it's being done tome . . . | can tell fast enough

when |'m made a fool of

"Ah, | shouldn't have thought that!" flashed fromLily; but her

| augh dropped to silence under his | ook.

"No; you wouldn't have thought it; but you'll know better



now. That's what you're here for tonight. |I've been waiting for a
quiet time to talk things over, and now |'ve got it | nean to

make you hear nme out."

H's first rush of inarticulate resentment had been followed by a
st eadi ness and concentration of tone nore disconcerting to Lily
than the excitenment preceding it. For a nonent her presence of

nm nd forsook her. She had nore than once been in situations where
a quick sword-play of wit had been needful to cover her retreat;
but her frightened heart-throbs told her that here such skil

woul d not avail.

To gain tinme she repeated: "I don't understand what you want."

Trenor had pushed a chair between herself and the door. He threw

hinself in it, and | eaned back, |ooking up at her

"Il tell you what | want: | want to know just where you and
stand. Hang it, the man who pays for the dinner is generally

all owed to have a seat at table."

She flaned with anger and abasenent, and the sickening need of

having to conciliate where she |onged to hunble.

"I don't know what you mean--but you rmust see, Qus, that | can't

stay here talking to you at this hour---"

"Gad, you go to nmen's houses fast enough in broad day
light--strikes ne you're not always so deuced careful of

appear ances. "

The brutality of the thrust gave her the sense of dizziness that

foll ows on a physical blow Rosedal e had spoken then--this was



the way nen tal ked of her--She felt suddenly weak and

def encel ess: there was a throb of self-pity in her throat. But
all the while another self was sharpening her to vigilance,

whi spering the terrified warning that every word and gesture nust

be neasured.

"I'f you have brought nme here to say insulting things---" she
began.
Trenor |aughed. "Don't talk stage-rot. | don't want to insult

you. But a nan's got his feelings--and you' ve played with m ne
too long. | didn't begin this business--kept out of the way, and
left the track clear for the other chaps, till you rummaged me
out and set to work to make an ass of ne--and an easy job you had
of it, too. That's the trouble--it was too easy for

you--you got reckl ess--thought you could turn ne inside out, and
chuck ne in the gutter like an enpty purse. But, by gad, that
ain't playing fair: that's dodging the rules of the gane. O
course | know now what you wanted--it wasn't ny beautiful eyes
you were after--but | tell you what, Mss Lily, you've got to pay

up for nmaking me think so---"

He rose, squaring his shoul ders aggressively, and stepped toward
her with a reddeni ng brow, but she held her footing, though every

nerve tore at her to retreat as he advanced.

"Pay up?" she faltered. "Do you nean that | owe you noney?"

He | aughed again. "Ch, |I'mnot asking for paynent in kind. But
there's such a thing as fair play--and interest on one's

nmoney--and hang me if |I've had as nmuch as a | ook fromyou---"

"Your noney? What have | to do with your nmoney? You advi sed ne

how to invest mine . . . you nust have seen | knew nothi ng of



business . . . you told nme it was all right---"

"I't WAS all right--it is, Lily: you're welcone to all of it, and
ten tinmes nore. I'monly asking for a word of thanks fromyou."
He was closer still, with a hand that grew form dable; and the

frightened self in her was draggi ng the other down.

"I HAVE thanked you; |'ve shown | was grateful. Wat nore have
you done than any friend mght do, or any one accept froma

friend?"

Trenor caught her up with a sneer. "I don't doubt you've accepted
as much before--and chucked the other chaps as you'd like to
chuck ne. | don't care how you settled your score with them-if
you fooled "emI|'mthat nuch to the good. Don't stare at ne |ike
that--1 know I'mnot talking the way a man i s supposed to talk to
agirl--but, hang it, if you don't like it you can stop ne quick
enough--you know |I' m mad about you--damm the noney, there's
plenty nore of it--if THAT bothers you . . . | was a brute,

Lily--Lilyl--just |look at ne---"

Over and over her the sea of humiliation broke--wave crashing on
wave so close that the noral shane was one with the physica
dread. It seenmed to her that self-esteemwould have made

her invul nerable--that it was her own di shonour which put a

fearful solitude about her

H s touch was a shock to her drowning consci ousness. She drew

back fromhimwi th a desperate assunption of scorn

"I've told you | don't understand--but if | owe you noney you



shal |l be paid---"

Trenor's face darkened to rage: her recoil of abhorrence had

called out the primtive man.

"Ah--you' |l borrow from Sel den or Rosedal e--and take your chances
of fooling themas you've fooled ne! Unless--unless you' ve
settled your other scores already--and I'mthe only one |eft out

in the cold!'"

She stood silent, frozen to her place. The words--the words were
worse than the touch! Her heart was beating all over her body--in
her throat, her linbs, her helpless usel ess hands. Her eyes
travel |l ed despairingly about the room-they lit on the bell, and
she renenbered that help was in call. Yes, but scandal with it--a
hi deous mustering of tongues. No, she nust fight her way out
alone. It was enough that the servants knew her to be in the
house with Trenor--there nust be nothing to excite conjecture in

her way of leaving it.

She rai sed her head, and achieved a | ast clear | ook at him

"I am here alone with you," she said. "Wat nore have you to

say?"

To her surprise, Trenor answered the | ook with a speechl ess
stare. Wth his last gust of words the flane had di ed out,

| eaving himchill and hunbled. It was as though a cold air had
di spersed the fumes of his |ibations, and the situation | ooned
before him bl ack and naked as the ruins of a fire. Add habits
old restraints, the hand of inherited order, plucked back the
bewi | dered mind which passion had jolted fromits ruts. Trenor's

eye had the haggard | ook of the sleep-wal ker waked on a deathly



| edge.

"Go hone! Go away from here"---he stamered, and turning his back

on her wal ked toward the hearth.

The sharp release fromher fears restored Lily to inmediate
lucidity. The collapse of Trenor's will left her in control, and
she heard herself, in a voice that was her own yet outside
herself, bidding himring for the servant, bidding himgive the
order for a hansom directing himto put her in it when

it came. Whence the strength canme to her she knew not; but an

i nsi stent voice warned her that she nust | eave the house openly,
and nerved her, in the hall before the hovering care taker, to
exchange |ight words with Trenor, and charge himw th the usua
messages for Judy, while all the while she shook with inward

| oat hing. On the doorstep, with the street before her, she felt a
mad throb of |iberation, intoxicating as the prisoner's first
draught of free air; but the clearness of brain continued, and
she noted the nute aspect of Fifth Avenue, guessed at the

| at eness of the hour, and even observed a man's figure--was there
something half-fanmiliar in its outline?--which, as she entered
the hansom turned fromthe opposite corner and vani shed in the

obscurity of the side street.

But with the turn of the wheels reaction cane, and shuddering
darkness closed on her. "I can't think--1 can't think," she
moaned, and | eaned her head against the rattling side of the cab
She seened a stranger to herself, or rather there were two sel ves
in her, the one she had al ways known, and a new abhorrent being
to which it found itself chained. She had once picked up, in a
house where she was staying, a translation of the EUVEN DES, and
her imagi nati on had been seized by the high terror of the scene

where Orestes, in the cave of the oracle, finds his inplacable



huntresses asl eep, and snatches an hour's repose. Yes, the Furies
m ght sometines sleep, but they were there, always there in the
dark corners, and now they were awake and the iron clang of their
wings was in her brain . . . She opened her eyes and saw t he
streets passing--the famliar alien streets. Al she | ooked on
was the sanme and yet changed. There was a great gulf fixed

bet ween today and yesterday. Everything in the past seened
simple, natural, full of daylight--and she was alone in a place
of darkness and pollution.--Alone! It was the | oneliness that
frightened her. Her eyes fell on an illuninated clock at a street
corner, and she saw that the hands marked the half hour after

el even. Only hal f-past el even--there were hours and hours left of
the night! And she nust spend them al one, shuddering sl eepless on
her bed. Her soft nature recoiled fromthis ordeal, which had
none of the stinulus of conflict to goad her through it. GCh, the
slow cold drip of the minutes on her head! She had a

vision of herself Iying on the black wal nut bed--and the darkness
woul d frighten her, and if she left the light burning the dreary
details of the roomwould brand thensel ves forever on her brain.
She had always hated her roomat Ms. Peniston' s--its ugliness,
its inpersonality, the fact that nothing in it was really hers.
To a torn heart unconforted by human nearness a room nay open

al most hunman arnms, and the being to whomno four walls mean nore

than any others, is, at such hours, expatriate everywhere.

Lily had no heart to lean on. Her relation with her aunt was as
superficial as that of chance | odgers who pass on the stairs. But
even had the two been in closer contact, it was inpossible to
think of Ms. Peniston's mnd as offering shelter or
conprehension to such msery as Lily's. As the pain that can be
told is but half a pain, so the pity that questions has little
healing in its touch. What Lily craved was the darkness made by

enfolding arns, the silence which is not solitude, but conpassion



holding its breath.

She started up and | ooked forth on the passing streets.
Gerty!--they were nearing Certy's corner. If only she could reach
there before this |abouring anguish burst fromher breast to her
lips--if only she could feel the hold of Gerty's arns while she
shook in the ague-fit of fear that was coming upon her! She
pushed up the door in the roof and called the address to the
driver. It was not so late--Gerty might still be waking. And even
if she were not, the sound of the bell would penetrate every
recess of her tiny apartnment, and rouse her to answer her

friend s call.

Gerty Farish, the norning after the Wellington Brys

entertai nment, woke fromdreans as happy as Lily's. If they were
| ess vivid in hue, nore subdued to the half-tints of her

personal ity and her experience, they were for that very reason
better suited to her nmental vision. Such flashes of joy as Lily
noved in woul d have blinded Mss Farish, who was accustoned, in
the way of happiness, to such scant |ight as shone through the

cracks of other people's lives.

Now she was the centre of a little illumination of her own: a

m | d but unm stakabl e beam conpounded of Law ence Sel den's
growi ng kindness to herself and the discovery that he extended
his liking to Lily Bart. If these two factors seeminconpatible
to the student of fem nine psychology, it nust be renmenbered that
Gerty had al ways been a parasite in the noral order, living on
the crunbs of other tables, and content to | ook through the

wi ndow at the banquet spread for her friends. Now that she was
enjoying a little private feast of her own, it would have seened
incredibly selfish not to lay a plate for a friend; and there was

no one wi th whom she woul d rather have shared her enjoynent than



M ss Bart.

As to the nature of Selden's growi ng kindness, Gerty would no
nore have dared to define it than she would have tried to learn a
butterfly's colours by knocking the dust fromits wings. To seize
on the wonder would be to brush off its bloom and perhaps see it
fade and stiffen in her hand: better the sense of beauty

pal pitati ng out of reach, while she held her breath and wat ched
where it would alight. Yet Selden's manner at the Brys' had
brought the flutter of wings so close that they seenmed to be
beating in her own heart. She had never seen himso alert, so
responsive, so attentive to what she had to say. Hi s habitua
manner had an absent-m nded ki ndliness which she accepted, and
was grateful for, as the liveliest sentinment her presence was
likely to inspire; but she was quick to feel in hima change

i mplying that for once she could give pleasure as well as receive

it.

And it was so delightful that this higher degree of synpathy

shoul d be reached through their interest in Lily Bart!

Gerty's affection for her friend--a sentinent that had | earned to
keep itself alive on the scantiest diet--had grown to active
adoration since Lily's restless curiosity had drawn her into the
circle of Mss Farish's work. Lily's taste of beneficence had
wakened in her a nmonentary appetite for well-doing. Her visit to
the Grls' Club had first brought her in contact with the
dramatic contrasts of |ife. She had al ways accepted with

phi | osophic cal mthe fact that such existences as hers were
pedestal | ed on foundations of obscure humanity. The dreary |inbo
of dinginess lay all around and beneath that little illum nated
circle in which life reached its finest efflorescence, as the nud

and sleet of a winter night enclose a hot-house filled with



tropical flowers. Al this was in the natural order of things
and the orchid basking in its artificially created atnosphere
could round the delicate curves of its petals undisturbed by the

i ce on the panes.

But it is one thing to live confortably with the abstract
conception of poverty, another to be brought in contact with its
human enbodi nents. Lily had never conceived of these victinms of
fate otherwise than in the nmass. That the nass was conposed of

i ndi vidual lives, innumerable separate centres of sensation, with
her own eager reachings for pleasure, her own fierce revul sions
frompain--that sonme of these bundles of feeling were clothed in
shapes not so unlike her own, with eyes neant to | ook on

gl adness, and young |ips shaped for |ove--this discovery gave
Lily one of those sudden shocks of pity that sonetines
decentralize a life. Lily's nature was incapable of such renewal:
she could feel other demands only through her own, and no pain
was | ong vivid which did not press on an answering nerve. But for
the moment she was drawn out of herself by the interest of her
direct relation with a world so unlike her own. She had

suppl enented her first gift by personal assistance to one or two
of Mss Farish's npst appealing subjects, and the adnmirati on and
i nterest her presence excited anobng the tired workers at the club

mnistered in a new formto her insatiable desire to pl ease.

Gerty Farish was not a close enough reader of character to

di sentangl e the m xed threads of which Lily's philanthropy was
woven. She supposed her beautiful friend to be actuated by the
same notive as hersel f--that sharpening of the noral

vi sion which makes all human suffering so near and insistent that
the other aspects of |life fade into renoteness. Gerty lived by
such sinple formulas that she did not hesitate to class her

friend's state with the enmotional "change of heart" to which her



dealings with the poor had accustoned her; and she rejoiced in
the thought that she had been the hunble instrument of this
renewal . Now she had an answer to all criticisns of Lily's
conduct: as she had said, she knew "the real Lily," and the

di scovery that Selden shared her know edge raised her placid
acceptance of life to a dazzled sense of its possibilities--a
sense farther enlarged, in the course of the afternoon, by the
recei pt of a telegramfrom Selden asking if he might dine with

her that evening.

While Gerty was |lost in the happy bustle which this announcenent
produced in her small househol d, Selden was at one with her in
thinking with intensity of Lily Bart. The case which had called
himto Al bany was not conplicated enough to absorb all his
attention, and he had the professional faculty of keeping a part
of his mind free when its services were not needed. This
part--which at the noment seenmed dangerously |ike the whol e--was
filled to the brimwith the sensations of the previous evening.
Sel den understood the synptons: he recognized the fact that he
was paying up, as there had al ways been a chance of his having to
pay up, for the voluntary exclusions of his past. He had neant to
keep free from permanent ties, not fromany poverty of feeling,
but because, in a different way, he was, as nmuch as Lily, the
victimof his environnent. There had been a germof truth in his
declaration to Gerty Farish that he had never wanted to marry a
"nice" girl: the adjective connoting, in his cousin's vocabul ary,
certain utilitarian qualities which are apt to preclude the

I uxury of charm Now it had been Selden's fate to have a charming
nmot her: her graceful portrait, all smles and Cashnere, stil
emtted a faded scent of the undefinable quality. H's father was
the kind of man who delights in a charm ng wonan: who quotes her
stimul ates her, and keeps her perennially charm ng. Neither one

of the couple cared for noney, but their disdain of it took the



formof always spending a little nore than was prudent. If their
house was shabby, it was exquisitely kept; if there were good
books on the shelves there were al so good di shes on the

tabl e. Selden senior had an eye for a picture, his wife an
understanding of old lace; and both were so conscious of

restraint and discrimnation in buying that they never quite knew

how it was that the bills nmounted up

Though many of Selden's friends would have called his parents
poor, he had grown up in an atnosphere where restricted nmeans
were felt only as a check on ainmess profusion: where the few
possessions were so good that their rarity gave thema nerited
relief, and abstinence was combined with el egance in a way
exenplified by Ms. Selden's knack of wearing her old velvet as
if it were new. A nman has the advantage of being delivered early
fromthe honme point of view, and before Selden left college he
had | earned that there are as many different ways of going

wi t hout noney as of spending it. Unfortunately, he found no way
as agreeable as that practised at home; and his views of
worranki nd in especial were tinged by the renmenbrance of the one

worman who had given himhis sense of "values." It was from her
that he inherited his detachment fromthe sunptuary side of life:
the stoic's carel essness of material things, conmbined with the
Epi curean's pleasure in them Life shorn of either feeling
appeared to hima dinnished thing; and nowhere was the bl endi ng

of the two ingredients so essential as in the character of a

pretty woman.

It had al ways seened to Sel den that experience offered a great
deal besides the sentinental adventure, yet he could vividly
conceive of a |ove which should broaden and deepen till it becane
the central fact of life. What he could not accept, in his own

case, was the nakeshift alternative of a relation that should be



Il ess than this: that should | eave sone portions of his nature
unsatisfied, while it put an undue strain on others. He would
not, in other words, yield to the gromh of an affection which
m ght appeal to pity yet |eave the understandi ng untouched:
synmpat hy should no nore delude himthan a trick of the eyes, the

grace of hel pl essness than a curve of the cheek.

But now-that little BUT passed |like a sponge over all his vows.
Hi s reasoned-out resistances seemed for the noment so much |ess
i mportant than the question as to when Lily would receive his
note! He yielded hinself to the charmof trivia

preoccupations, wondering at what hour her reply would be sent,
with what words it would begin. As to its inport he had no

doubt --he was as sure of her surrender as of his own. And so he
had | eisure to nuse on all its exquisite details, as a hard

wor ker, on a holiday norning, nmight lie still and watch the beam
of light travel gradually across his room But if the new |ight
dazzled, it did not blind him He could still discern the outline
of facts, though his own relation to them had changed. He was no
| ess conscious than before of what was said of Lily Bart, but he
coul d separate the woman he knew fromthe vul gar estinmate of her
H's mind turned to Gerty Farish's words, and the wi sdom of the
worl d seenmed a groping thing beside the insight of innocence.
BLESSED ARE THE PURE | N HEART, FOR THEY SHALL SEE GOD--even the
hi dden god in their neighbour's breast! Selden was in the state
of inpassioned self-absorption that the first surrender to | ove
produces. His craving was for the conpani onship of one whose
poi nt of view should justify his own, who should confirm by

del i berate observation, the truth to which his intuitions had

| eaped. He could not wait for the m dday recess, but seized a
nmoment's leisure in court to scribble his telegramto Certy

Fari sh.



Reaching town, he was driven direct to his club, where he hoped a
note fromM ss Bart nmight await him But his box contained only a
line of rapturous assent from Gerty, and he was turning away

di sappoi nted when he was hailed by a voice fromthe snoking room

"Hal | o, Lawrence! Dining here? Take a bite with ne-1've ordered a

canvas- back."

He discovered Trenor, in his day clothes, sitting, with a tal

glass at his el bow, behind the folds of a sporting journal

Sel den thanked him but pl eaded an engagenent.

"Hang it, | believe every man in town has an engagenent tonight.

| shall have the dub to nyself. You know how I'mliving this
winter, rattling round in that enpty house. My wife neant to cone
to town today, but she's put it off again, and howis a fellowto
dine alone in a roomw th the | ooking-glasses covered, and

not hing but a bottle of Harvey sauce on the side-board? | say,
Law ence, chuck your engagenment and take pity on me--it gives ne
the blue devils to dine alone, and there's nobody but

that canting ass Wetherall in the club.”

"Sorry, Qus--1 can't do it."

As Sel den turned away, he noticed the dark flush on Trenor's
face, the unpleasant noisture of his intensely white forehead,
the way his jewelled rings were wedged in the creases of his fat
red fingers. Certainly the beast was predomi nating--the beast at
the bottom of the glass. And he had heard this man's nane coupl ed
with Lily's! Bah--the thought sickened him all the way back to
his roons he was haunted by the sight of Trenor's fat creased

hands- - -



On his table lay the note: Lily had sent it to his rooms. He knew
what was in it before he broke the seal--a grey seal w th BEYOND
beneath a flying ship. Ah, he would take her beyond--beyond the
ugl i ness, the pettiness, the attrition and corrosion of the

soul ---

Gerty's little sitting-room sparkled with wel come when Sel den

entered it. Its nodest "effects,"” conpact of enanel paint and

i ngenuity, spoke to himin the | anguage just then sweetest to his
ear. It is surprising howlittle narrow walls and a |ow ceiling
matter, when the roof of the soul has suddenly been raised. Gerty
sparkl ed too; or at |east shone with a tenpered radiance. He had
never before noticed that she had "points"--really, sone good
fellow mght do worse . . . Over the little dinner (and here,
again, the effects were wonderful) he told her she ought to
marry--he was in a nood to pair off the whole world. She had nade
the caranel custard with her own hands? It was sinful to keep
such gifts to herself. He reflected with a throb of pride that

Lily could trimher own hats--she had told himso the day of

their wal k at Bell onont.

He did not speak of Lily till after dinner. During the little
repast he kept the talk on his hostess, who, fluttered at being
the centre of observation, shone as rosy as the candl e-shades she
had manufactured for the occasion. Selden evinced an
extraordinary interest in her household arrangenents:
conplinented her on the ingenuity with which she had utilized
every inch of her small quarters, asked how her servant managed
about afternoons out, |earned that one may inprovise

delicious dinners in a chafing-dish, and uttered thoughtful

general i zations on the burden of a large establishnent.



When they were in the sitting-roomagain, where they fitted as
snugly as bits in a puzzle, and she had brewed the coffee, and
poured it into her grandnother's egg-shell cups, his eye, as he

| eaned back, basking in the warm fragrance, lighted on a recent
phot ograph of Mss Bart, and the desired transition was effected
wi thout an effort. The photograph was well enough--but to catch
her as she had | ooked | ast night! Gerty agreed with him-never
had she been so radiant. But coul d photography capture that
I'ight? There had been a new | ook in her face--sonething
different; yes, Selden agreed there had been sonething different.
The coffee was so exquisite that he asked for a second cup: such
a contrast to the watery stuff at the club! Ah, your poor
bachelor with his inpersonal club fare, alternating with the
equal Iy inpersonal CU SINE of the dinner-party! A man who |ived
in lodgings nissed the best part of life--he pictured the
flavourl ess solitude of Trenor's repast, and felt a noment's
conpassion for the man . . . But to return to Lily--and again and
again he returned, questioning, conjecturing, |eading Gerty on
drai ning her inmpst thoughts of their stored tenderness for her

friend.

At first she poured herself out unstintingly, happy in this
perfect conmuni on of their synpathies. His understanding of Lily
hel ped to confirmher own belief in her friend. They dwelt
together on the fact that Lily had had no chance. Gerty instanced
her generous inmpul ses--her restlessness and discontent. The fact
that her life had never satisfied her proved that she was nade
for better things. She might have nmarried nore than once--the
conventional rich marriage which she had been taught to consider
the sole end of existence--but when the opportunity canme she had
al ways shrunk fromit. Percy Gyce, for instance, had been in

Il ove with her--every one at Bell onbnt had supposed themto be



engaged, and her disnissal of himwas thought inexplicable. This
view of the Gryce incident chinmed too well with Selden's nood not
to be instantly adopted by him with a flash of retrospective
contenpt for what had once seened the obvious solution. If
rejection there had been--and he wondered now t hat he had

ever doubted it!--then he held the key to the secret, and the
hillsides of Bellonont were |it up, not with sunset, but with
dawn. It was he who had wavered and di sowned the face of
opportunity--and the joy now warm ng his breast m ght have been a

famliar inmate if he had captured it inits first flight.

It was at this point, perhaps, that a joy just trying its w ngs
in Gerty's heart dropped to earth and lay still. She sat facing
Sel den, repeating nmechanically: "No, she has never been

understood---" and all the while she herself seened to be sitting
in the centre of a great glare of conmprehension. The little
confidential room where a nonent ago their thoughts had touched
el bows like their chairs, grewto unfriendly vastness, separating
her from Selden by all the length of her new vision of the

future--and that future stretched out interm nably, with her

lonely figure toiling dowmn it, a nere speck on the solitude.

"She is herself with a few people only; and you are one of them"
she heard Sel den saying. And again: "Be good to her, Certy, won't
you?" and: "She has it in her to becone whatever she is believed

to be--you'll help her by believing the best of her?"

The words beat on Gerty's brain |ike the sound of a | anguage

whi ch has seened faniliar at a distance, but on approaching is
found to be unintelligible. He had cone to talk to her of
Lily--that was all! There had been a third at the feast she had
spread for him and that third had taken her own place. She tried

to foll ow what he was saying, to cling to her own part in the



talk--but it was all as neaningl ess as the boomof waves in a
drowni ng head, and she felt, as the drowning may feel, that to

sink woul d be not hing beside the pain of struggling to keep up

Sel den rose, and she drew a deep breath, feeling that soon she

could yield to the bl essed waves.

"Ms. Fisher's? You say she was dining there? There's nusic

afterward; | believe | had a card fromher." He glanced at the
foolish pink-faced clock that was drumm ng out this hideous
hour. "A quarter past ten? | might look in there now, the Fisher
eveni ngs are anusing. | haven't kept you up too late, Gerty? You
| ook tired--1"'"ve ranbled on and bored you." And in the

unwont ed overflow of his feelings, he left a cousinly kiss upon

her cheek.

At Ms. Fisher's, through the cigar-snoke of the studio, a dozen
voi ces greeted Sel den. A song was pending as he entered, and he
dropped into a seat near his hostess, his eyes roaming in search
of Mss Bart. But she was not there, and the discovery gave hima
pang out of all proportion to its seriousness; since the note in
hi s breast-pocket assured himthat at four the next day they
woul d neet. To his inpatience it seened i measurably long to
wai t, and hal f-ashaned of the inpulse, he |leaned to Ms. Fisher

to ask, as the nusic ceased, if Mss Bart had not dined with her

"Lily? She's just gone. She had to run off, | forget where.

Wasn't she wonderful |ast night?"

"Who's that? Lily?" asked Jack Stepney, fromthe depths of a
nei ghbouring armchair. "Really, you know, |'m no prude, but when

it comes to a girl standing there as if she was up at auction--|I



t hought seriously of speaking to cousin Julia."

"You didn't know Jack had becone our social censor?" Ms. Fisher
said to Selden with a | augh; and Stepney spluttered, anmd the
general derision: "But she's a cousin, hang it, and when a nan's

married-- TOMWN TALK was full of her this norning."

"Yes: lively reading that was," said M. Ned Van Al styne,
stroking his noustache to hide the smle behind it. "Buy the
dirty sheet? No, of course not; sone fellow showed it to me--but
I'd heard the stories before. Wien a girl's as good-|ooking as
that she'd better marry; then no questions are asked. In our

i mperfectly organi zed society there is no provision as yet for
the young woman who clains the privileges of nmarriage w thout

assuming its obligations.™

"Well, | understand Lily is about to assunme themin the shape of

M. Rosedale," Ms. Fisher said with a | augh

"Rosedal e--good heavens!" exclai ned Van Al styne, dropping his
eye-glass. "Stepney, that's your fault for foisting the brute on

us.

"Ch, confound it, you know, we don't MARRY Rosedal e in our

famly," Stepney languidly protested; but his w fe, who
sat in oppressive bridal finery at the other side of the room
quelled himw th the judicial reflection: "In Lily's

circunstances it's a mistake to have too high a standard."”

"I hear even Rosedal e has been scared by the talk lately," Ms.
Fi sher rejoined; "but the sight of her |ast night sent him off
his head. What do you think he said to ne after her TABLEAU?

"My God, Ms. Fisher, if |I could get Paul Morpeth to paint her



like that, the picture'd appreciate a hundred per cent in ten

years.

"By Jove, --but isn't she about sonewhere?" exclained Van Al styne,

restoring his glass with an uneasy gl ance.

"No; she ran off while you were all m xing the punch down stairs.
Where was she going, by the way? What's on tonight? | hadn't

heard of anything."

"Ch, not a party, | think," said an inexperienced young Fari sh
who had arrived late. "I put her in her cab as I was com ng in,

and she gave the driver the Trenors' address."”

"The Trenors'?" exclained Ms. Jack Stepney. "Wy, the house is

cl osed--Judy tel ephoned ne from Bel |l onont this evening."

"Did she? That's queer. |I'msure |'mnot m staken. Well, cone
now, Trenor's there, anyhow-1--oh, well--the fact is, |I've no
head for nunbers," he broke off, adnoni shed by the nudge of an

adj oining foot, and the snile that circled the room

In its unpleasant light Selden had risen and was shaki ng hands
with his hostess. The air of the place stifled him and he

wonder ed why he had stayed in it so |ong.

On the doorstep he stood still, renenbering a phrase of Lily's:
"It seens to me you spend a good deal of tine in the el enent you

di sapprove of ."

Wel | - -what had brought himthere but the quest of her? It was her
el ement, not his. But he would Iift her out of it, take her
beyond! That BEYOND! on her letter was like a cry for rescue. He

knew t hat Perseus's task is not done when he has | oosed



Andronmeda' s chains, for her linbs are nunb with bondage, and she
cannot rise and walk, but clings to himw th dragging arns as he
beats back to land with his burden. Wl I, he had strength for
both--it was her weakness which had put the strength in him It
was not, alas, a clean rush of waves they had to win

t hrough, but a clogging norass of old associations and habits,
and for the nonent its vapours were in his throat. But he would
see clearer, breathe freer in her presence: she was at once the
dead weight at his breast and the spar which should float themto
safety. He sniled at the whirl of netaphor with which he was
trying to build up a defence against the influences of the |ast
hour. It was pitiable that he, who knew the mi xed notives on

whi ch social judgnents depend, should still feel hinmself so
swayed by them How could he lift Lily to a freer vision of life,
if his own view of her was to be coloured by any mind in which he

saw her refl ected?

The noral oppression had produced a physical craving for air, and
he strode on, opening his lungs to the reverberating col dness of
the night. At the corner of Fifth Avenue Van Al styne hail ed him

with an of fer of conpany.

"Wal ki ng? A good thing to blow the snoke out of one's head. Now
that wonmen have taken to tobacco we live in a bath of nicotine.

It would be a curious thing to study the effect of cigarettes on
the relation of the sexes. Snoke is alnpbst as great a solvent as

di vorce: both tend to obscure the noral issue."”

Not hi ng coul d have been | ess consonant with Selden's npod than
Van Al styne's after-dinner aphorisns, but as long as the latter
confined hinself to generalities his listener's nerves were in
control. Happily Van Al styne prided hinself on his sunm ng up of

soci al aspects, and with Sel den for audi ence was eager to show



the sureness of his touch. Ms. Fisher lived in an East side
street near the Park, and as the two nen wal ked down Fifth Avenue
the new architectural devel opnents of that versatile thoroughfare

invited Van Al styne's comment.

"That G einer house, now-a typical rung in the social |adder
The man who built it came froma MLIEU where all the dishes are
put on the table at once. His facade is a conplete architectura
meal ; if he had omitted a style his friends night have thought
the money had given out. Not a bad purchase for Rosedal e, though
attracts attention, and awes the Western sight-seer. By and bye
he'll get out of that phase, and want sonething that the crowd
wi Il pass and the few pause before. Especially if he marries ny

cl ever cousin---"

Sel den dashed in with the query: "And the Wellington Brys'?

Rat her clever of its kind, don't you think?"

They were just beneath the wide white facade, with its rich
restraint of |ine, which suggested the clever corseting of a

redundant figure.

"That's the next stage: the desire to inply that one has been to
Europe, and has a standard. |'msure Ms. Bry thinks her house a
copy of the TRIANON; in Anerica every nmarble house with gilt
furniture is thought to be a copy of the TRIANON. Wat a cl ever
chap that architect is, though--how he takes his client's
measure! He has put the whole of Ms. Bry in his use of the
conposite order. Now for the Trenors, you renenber, he chose the
Cori nt hi an: exuberant, but based on the best precedent. The
Trenor house is one of his best things--doesn't look |ike a
banqueting-hall turned inside out. | hear Ms. Trenor wants to

build out a new ball-room and that divergence from Gus on that



poi nt keeps her at Bellonont. The di nensions of the Brys

bal | -room nust rankle: you rmay be sure she knows 'emas well as
if she'd been there last night with a yard-nmeasure. Wo said she
was in town, by the way? That Farish boy? She isn't, | know, Ms
Stepney was right; the house is dark, you see: | suppose Qus

lives in the back."

He had halted opposite the Trenors' coner, and Sel den perforce
stayed his steps al so. The house | oonmed obscure and uni nhabit ed;
only an obl ong gl eam above the door spoke of provisiona

occupancy.

"They' ve bought the house at the back: it gives them a hundred
and fifty feet in the side street. There's where the ball-roonms
to be, with a gallery connecting it: billiard-roomand so on
above. | suggested changing the entrance, and carrying the

dr awi ng-room across the whole Fifth Avenue front; you see the

front door corresponds with the w ndows---"

The wal ki ng-stick which Van Al styne swung in denonstration
dropped to a startled "Hallo!" as the door opened and two figures
were seen sil houetted against the hall-light. At the sane nonent
a hansom halted at the curb-stone, and one of the figures floated
down to it in a haze of evening draperies; while the other, black

and bul ky, renmi ned persistently projected against the |ight.

For an inmeasurable second the two spectators of the incident
were silent; then the house-door closed, the hansomrolled off,
and the whol e scene slipped by as if with the turn of a

stereopticon

Van Al styne dropped his eye-glass with a | ow whistle.

"A--hem-nothing of this, eh, Selden? As one of the famly, |



know | nmay count on you--appearances are deceptive--and Fifth

Avenue is so inperfectly lighted---"

"Goodni ght," said Selden, turning sharply down the side street

wi t hout seeing the other's extended hand.

Al one with her cousin's kiss, Gerty stared upon her thoughts. He
had ki ssed her before--but not with another wonman on his lips. If
he had spared her that she could have drowned quietly, welconing
the dark flood as it subnerged her. But now the flood was shot
through with glory, and it was harder to drown at sunrise than in
darkness. Gerty hid her face fromthe light, but it pierced to
the crannies of her soul. She had been so contented, life had
seenmed so sinple and sufficient--why had he come to trouble her
with new hopes? And Lily--Lily, her best friend! Wnman-|ike, she
accused the wonman. Perhaps, had it not been for Lily, her fond

i magi ni ng m ght have becone truth. Selden had al ways |iked
her - - had understood and synpathi zed with the nodest independence
of her life. He, who had the reputation of weighing all things in
the nice bal ance of fastidious perceptions, had been uncritica
and sinple in his view of her: his cleverness had never overawed
her because she had felt at hone in his heart. And now she was
thrust out, and the door barred against her by Lily's hand! Lily,
for whose adni ssion there she herself had pl eaded! The situation
was lighted up by a dreary flash of irony. She knew Sel den--she
saw how the force of her faith in Lily nust have hel ped to dispe
his hesitations. She renenbered, too, how Lily had tal ked of
hi m she saw herself bringing the two together, naking them known
to each other. On Selden's part, no doubt, the wound inflicted
was i nconscient; he had never guessed her foolish secret; but

Lily--Lily must have known! When, in such matters, are a worman's



perceptions at fault? And if she knew, then she had deliberately
despoil ed her friend, and in mere wantonness of power,

since, even to Gerty's suddenly flam ng jeal ousy, it seened
incredible that Lily should wish to be Selden's wife. Lily m ght
be i ncapable of marrying for nmoney, but she was equally incapable
of living without it, and Sel den's eager investigations into the
smal | econom es of house-keepi ng nade hi m appear to Gerty as

tragi cally duped as herself.

She remained long in her sitting-room where the enbers were
crunbling to cold grey, and the |anp pal ed under its gay shade.
Just beneath it stood the photograph of Lily Bart, |ooking out
inmperially on the cheap gi mcracks, the cranped furniture of the
little room Could Selden picture her in such an interior? Certy
felt the poverty, the insignificance of her surroundings: she
beheld her life as it nust appear to Lily. And the cruelty of
Lily's judgnments snote upon her menory. She saw that she had
dressed her idol with attributes of her own nmaking. Wen had Lily
ever really felt, or pitied, or understood? Al she wanted was
the taste of new experiences: she seened |like some cruel creature

experinenting in a | aboratory.

The pink-faced cl ock drumred out another hour, and Gerty rose
with a start. She had an appointnment early the next norning with
a district visitor on the East side. She put out her |anp,
covered the fire, and went into her bedroomto undress. In the
little glass above her dressing-table she saw her face reflected
agai nst the shadows of the room and tears blotted the
reflection. What right had she to dreamthe dreans of |oveliness?
A dull face invited a dull fate. She cried quietly as she
undressed, |aying aside her clothes with her habitual precision
setting everything in order for the next day, when the old life

must be taken up as though there had been no break in its



routine. Her servant did not conme till eight o'clock, and she
prepared her own tea-tray and placed it beside the bed. Then she
| ocked the door of the flat, extinguished her light and |ay down.
But on her bed sleep would not cone, and she lay face to face
with the fact that she hated Lily Bart. It closed with her in the
darkness |ike some formless evil to be blindly grappled wth.
Reason, judgnent, renunciation, all the sane daylight forces,
were beaten back in the sharp struggle for self-preservation. She
want ed happi ness---<p 171> wanted it as fiercely and

unscrupul ously as Lily did, but without Lily's power of obtaining
it. And in her conscious inpotence she lay shivering, and hated

her friend---

A ring at the door-bell caught her to her feet. She struck a
light and stood startled, listening. For a nmonent her heart beat
i ncoherently, then she felt the sobering touch of fact, and
remenbered that such calls were not unknown in her charitable
wor k. She flung on her dressing-gown to answer the summons, and

unl ocki ng her door, confronted the shining vision of Lily Bart.

Gerty's first nmovenment was one of revul sion. She shrank back as
though Lily's presence flashed too sudden a |ight upon her
m sery. Then she heard her nane in a cry, had a glinpse of her

friend's face, and felt herself caught and clung to.

"Lily--what is it?" she exclained.

M ss Bart rel eased her, and stood breathing brokenly, |ike one

who has gained shelter after a long flight.

"I was so cold--1 couldn't go hone. Have you a fire?"

Gerty's conpassionate instincts, responding to the swift call of

habit, swept aside all her reluctances. Lily was sinply sone one



who needed hel p--for what reason, there was no tine to pause and
conj ecture: disciplined synpathy checked the wonder on CGerty's
lips, and nade her draw her friend silently into the sitting-room

and seat her by the darkened hearth.

"There is kindling wood here: the fire will burn in a mnute.”

She knelt down, and the flane | eapt under her rapid hands. It
flashed strangely through the tears which still blurred her eyes,
and snote on the white ruin of Lily's face. The girls | ooked at

each other in silence; then Lily repeated: "I couldn't go hone."

"No--no--you came here, dear! You're cold and tired--sit quiet,

and I'll nake you sone tea.”

Gerty had unconsciously adopted the soothing note of her trade:
all personal feeling was nerged in the sense of nmnistry, and
experience had taught her that the bl eeding nust be stayed before

the wound is probed.

Lily sat quiet, leaning to the fire: the clatter of cups behind
her soothed her as faniliar noises hush a child whom silence has
kept wakeful. But when Gerty stood at her side with the tea she

pushed it away, and turned an estranged eye on the famliar room

"l cane here because | couldn't bear to be alone,” she said.

Gerty set down the cup and knelt beside her

"Lily! Sonething has happened--can't you tell me?"

"I couldn't bear to lie awake in ny roomtill nmorning. | hate ny

roomat Aunt Julia' s--so | cane here---"



She stirred suddenly, broke from her apathy, and dung to Gerty in

a fresh burst of fear.

"Ch, CGerty, the furies . . . you know the noise of their
Wi ngs--al one, at night, in the dark? But you don't know-there is

not hi ng to nake the dark dreadful to you---"

The words, flashing back on Gerty's last hours, struck fromher a
faint derisive murmur; but Lily, in the blaze of her own msery,

was blinded to everything outside it.

"You'l| let me stay? | shan't nind when daylight cones--1s it
late? I's the night nearly over? It nust be awful to be

sl eepl ess--everything stands by the bed and stares---"

M ss Farish caught her straying hands. "Lily, |ook at ne!
Sonet hi ng has happened--an acci dent? You have been
frightened--what has frightened you? Tell me if you can--a word

or two--so that | can help you."

Lily shook her head.

"I amnot frightened: that's not the word. Can you i nmagi ne

| ooking into your glass sone norning and seeing a

di sfigurenent--sone hi deous change that has cone to you while you
slept? Well, | seemto nmyself like that--1 can't bear to see
mysel f in ny own thoughts--1 hate ugliness, you know-1've al ways
turned fromit--but | can't explain to you--you woul dn't

under stand. "

She lifted her head and her eyes fell on the clock

"How long the night is! And | know | shan't sleep tonorrow. Some



one told ne ny father used to |ie sleepless and think of horrors.
And he was not w cked, only unfortunate--and | see now how he
must have suffered, lying alone with his thoughts! But | am
bad--a bad girl--all my thoughts are bad--1 have al ways had bad
peopl e about nme. Is that any excuse? | thought | could

manage ny own life--1 was proud--proud! but nowl'mon their

| evel ---"

Sobs shook her, and she bowed to themlike a tree in a dry storm

Gerty knelt beside her, waiting, with the patience born of
experience, till this gust of m sery should | oosen fresh speech
She had first inmagi ned sone physical shock, sone peril of the
crowded streets, since Lily was presumably on her way hone from
Carry Fisher's; but she now saw t hat other nerve-centres were

smtten, and her mind trenbl ed back from conjecture.

Lily's sobs ceased, and she lifted her head.

"There are bad girls in your sluns. Tell me--do they ever pick

t hensel ves up? Ever forget, and feel as they did before?"

"Lily! you nustn't speak so--you're dream ng."

"Don't they always go frombad to worse? There's no turning

back--your old self rejects you, and shuts you out."

She rose, stretching her arns as if in utter physical weariness.

"Go to bed, dear! You work hard and get up early. I'Il watch here
by the fire, and you'll leave the light, and your door open. Al
I want is to feel that you are near ne." She laid both hands on
Gerty's shoulders, with a snmile that was |ike sunrise on a sea

strewn with weckage.



"I can't |eave you, Lily. Come and lie on ny bed. Your hands are
frozen--you nust undress and be nade warm" Gerty paused with
sudden conpunction. "But Ms. Peniston--it's past m dnight! What

wi |l she think?"

"She goes to bed. | have a latch-key. It doesn't matter--1 can't

go back there."

"There's no need to: you shall stay here. But you nust tell ne
where you have been. Listen, Lily--it will help you to speak!"
She regained Mss Bart's hands, and pressed t hem agai nst her

"Try to tell nme--it will clear your poor head. Listen--you were
dining at Carry Fisher's." Gerty paused and added with a flash of

heroi sm "Law ence Sel den went fromhere to find you."

At the word, Lily's face nmelted from | ocked angui sh to the open
m sery of a child. Her lips trenbled and her gaze w dened with

tears.

"He went to find me? And | nissed him Ch, Gerty, he
tried to help nme. He told nme--he warned ne | ong ago--he foresaw

that | should grow hateful to nyself!"

The nane, as Gerty sawwith a clutch at the heart, had | oosened
the springs of self-pity in her friend s dry breast, and tear by
tear Lily poured out the measure of her anguish. She had dropped
sideways in Gerty's big armchair, her head buried where lately
Sel den's had | eaned, in a beauty of abandonnent that drove hone
to Gerty's aching senses the inevitabl eness of her own defeat.

Ah, it needed no deliberate purpose on Lily's part to rob her of
her dreaml To | ook on that prone |oveliness was to see in it a
natural force, to recognize that |ove and power belong to such as

Lily, as renunciation and service are the ot of those they



despoil. But if Selden's infatuation seened a fatal necessity,
the effect that his name produced shook Gerty's steadfastness
with a last pang. Men pass through such superhuman | oves and
outlive them they are the probation subduing the heart to human
joys. How gladly Gerty woul d have wel comed the ministry of
healing: how willingly have soothed the sufferer back to
tolerance of life! But Lily's self-betrayal took this |ast hope
fromher. The nortal maid on the shore is hel pl ess agai nst the
siren who | oves her prey: such victins are fl oated back dead

fromtheir adventure.

Lily sprang up and caught her with strong hands. "Gerty, you know
hi m-you understand him-tell ne; if I went to him if | told
himeverything--if | said: 'I ambad through and through--1 want
adm ration, | want excitement, | want noney--' yes, MONEY

That's ny shane, Gerty--and it's known, it's said of me--it's
what men think of ne--1f | said it all to him-told himthe

whol e story--said plainly:'1've sunk | ower than the | owest, for
I've taken what they take, and not paid as they pay'--oh, Gerty,
you know him you can speak for him if | told himeverything
woul d he | oathe ne? O would he pity ne, and understand me, and

save nme from | oathing nysel f?"

Gerty stood cold and passive. She knew t he hour of her probation
had cone, and her poor heart beat wildly against its destiny. As
a dark river sweeps by under a lightning flash, she saw her
chance of happi ness surge past under a flash of tenptation. What
prevented her fromsaying: "He is |like other nmen"? She

was not so sure of him after all! But to do so would have been
i ke bl asphem ng her | ove. She could not put himbefore herself
in any |ight but the noblest: she nust trust himto the hei ght of

her own passion



"Yes: | know him he will help you," she said; and in a nonent

Lily's passion was weeping itself out against her breast.

There was but one bed in the little flat, and the two girls |ay
down on it side by side when Gerty had unlaced Lily's dress and
persuaded her to put her lips to the warmtea. The |ight

extingui shed, they lay still in the darkness, Gerty shrinking to
the outer edge of the narrow couch to avoid contact with her
bed-fell ow. Knowing that Lily disliked to be caressed, she had

I ong ago | earned to check her denonstrative inpul ses toward her
friend. But tonight every fibre in her body shrank fromLily's
nearness: it was torture to listen to her breathing, and feel the
sheet stir with it. As Lily turned, and settled to conpleter
rest, a strand of her hair swept Gerty's cheek with its
fragrance. Everything about her was warm and soft and scented:
even the stains of her grief becane her as rain-drops do the
beaten rose. But as Gerty lay with arns drawn down her side, in
the motionl ess narrowness of an effigy, she felt a stir of sobs
fromthe breathing warnth beside her, and Lily flung out her

hand, groped for her friend's, and held it fast.

"Hold ne, Gerty, hold ne, or | shall think of things," she
moaned; and Gerty silently slipped an arm under her, pillow ng
her head in its hollow as a nother makes a nest for a tossing
child. In the warmhollow Lily lay still and her breathing grew
Il ow and regul ar. Her hand still dung to Gerty's as if to ward off
evil dreans, but the hold of her fingers rel axed, her head sank

deeper into its shelter, and Gerty felt that she slept.

When lily woke she had the bed to herself, and the winter |ight

was in the room

She sat up, bewildered by the strangeness of her surroundings;



then nmenory returned, and she | ooked about her with a shiver. In
the cold slant of light reflected fromthe back wall of a

nei ghbouri ng buil ding, she saw her evening dress and opera cl oak
lying in a tawdry heap on a chair. Finery laid off is as

unappeti zing as the remains of a feast, and it occurred to Lily
that, at hone, her maid s vigilance had al ways spared her the
sight of such incongruities. Her body ached with fatigue, and
with the constriction of her attitude in Gerty's bed. Al through
her troubl ed sl eep she had been consci ous of having no space to
toss in, and the long effort to remain notionless nade her fee

as if she had spent her night in a train.

This sense of physical disconfort was the first to assert itself;
then she perceived, beneath it, a correspondi ng nenta
prostration, a |anguor of horror nore insufferable than the first
rush of her disgust. The thought of having to wake every norning
with this weight on her breast roused her tired mind to fresh
effort. She nust find sone way out of the slough into which she
had stunbled: it was not so nuch conmpunction as the dread of her
nmor ni ng thoughts that pressed on her the need of action. But she
was unutterably tired; it was weariness to think connectedly. She
| ay back, |ooking about the poor slit of a roomwith a renewal of
physi cal distaste. The outer air, penned between hi gh buil di ngs,
brought no freshness through the wi ndow, steam heat was begi nni ng
to sing in a coil of dingy pipes, and a snell of cooking

penetrated the crack of the door

The door opened, and Certy, dressed and hatted, entered with a
cup of tea. Her face | ooked sallow and swollen in the dreary
light, and her dull hair shaded inperceptibly into the tones of

her skin.

She gl anced shyly at Lily, asking in an enbarrassed tone how she



felt; Lily answered with the same constraint, and rai sed herself

up to drink the tea

"I must have been over-tired last night; | think I had a
nervous attack in the carriage," she said, as the drink brought

cl earness to her sluggish thoughts.

"You were not well; | amso glad you cane here," Gerty returned.

"But how am| to get honme? And Aunt Julia--?"

"She knows; | tel ephoned early, and your nmaid has brought your
things. But won't you eat sonething? | scranbled the eggs

mysel f."

Lily could not eat; but the tea strengthened her to rise and
dress under her maid's searching gaze. It was a relief to her
that Gerty was obliged to hasten away: the two kissed silently,

but without a trace of the previous night's enotion

Lily found Ms. Peniston in a state of agitation. She had sent
for Grace Stepney and was taking digitalis. Lily breasted the
storm of enquiries as best she could, explaining that she had had
an attack of faintness on her way back from Carry Fisher's; that,
fearing she would not have strength to reach hone, she had gone
to Mss Farish's instead; but that a quiet night had restored

her, and that she had no need of a doctor

This was a relief to Ms. Peniston, who could give herself up to
her own synptonms, and Lily was advised to go and |ie down, her
aunt's panacea for all physical and noral disorders. In the
solitude of her own room she was brought back to a sharp
contenpl ati on of facts. Her daylight view of them necessarily

differed fromthe cloudy vision of the night. The wi nged furies



were now prow i ng gossi ps who dropped in on each other for tea.
But her fears seenmed the uglier, thus shorn of their vagueness;
and besi des, she had to act, not rave. For the first time she
forced herself to reckon up the exact anmobunt of her debt to
Trenor; and the result of this hateful conputation was the

di scovery that she had, in all, received nine thousand dollars
fromhim The flinsy pretext on which it had been given and
recei ved shrivelled up in the blaze of her shane: she knew t hat
not a penny of it was her own, and that to restore her

sel f-respect she nust at once repay the whol e anmount. The
inability thus to sol ace her outraged feelings gave her a

paral yzi ng sense of insignificance. She was realizing for the
first tine that a woman's dignhity may cost nmore to keep up than
her carriage; and that the nai ntenance of a nora

attribute should be dependent on dollars and cents, nade the

wor| d appear a nore sordid place than she had conceived it.

After luncheon, when G ace Stepney's prying eyes had been
renoved, Lily asked for a word with her aunt. The two | adi es went
upstairs to the sitting-room where Ms. Peniston seated herself
in her black satin armchair tufted with yell ow buttons, beside a
bead-work table bearing a bronze box with a miniature of Beatrice
Cenci inthelid. Lily felt for these objects the sanme distaste
whi ch the prisoner may entertain for the fittings of the
court-room It was here that her aunt received her rare
confidences, and the pink-eyed smrk of the turbaned Beatrice was
associated in her mind with the gradual fading of the snle from
Ms. Peniston's lips. That |ady's dread of a scene gave her an

i nexor abl eness which the greatest strength of character could not
have produced, since it was independent of all considerations of
right or wong; and knowing this, Lily seldomventured to assai
it. She had never felt less |ike naking the attenpt than on the

present occasion; but she had sought in vain for any other neans



of escape froman intol erable situation

M's. Peniston exanined her critically. "You' re a bad col our
Lily: this incessant rushing about is beginning to tell on you,"

she sai d.

M ss Bart saw an opening. "I don't think it's that, Aunt Julia;

I've had worries," she replied.

"Ah," said Ms. Peniston, shutting her lips with the snap of a

purse cl osi ng agai nst a beggar.

"I"'msorry to bother you with them™ Lily continued, "but I
really believe ny faintness |ast night was brought on partly by

anxi ous thoughts--"

"I should have said Carry Fisher's cook was enough to account for
it. She has a woman who was with Maria Mel son in 1891--the spring
of the year we went to Aix--and | remenber dining there two days

before we sailed, and feeling SURE the coppers hadn't been

scoured.”

"I don't think I ate rmuch; | can't eat or sleep."” Lily paused,
and then said abruptly: "The fact is, Aunt Julia, | owe sone
noney. "

Ms. Peniston's face clouded perceptibly, but did not
express the astoni shnment her niece had expected. She was silent,

and Lily was forced to continue: "I have been foolish---"

"No doubt you have: extrenely foolish," Ms. Peniston interposed.
"I fail to see how any one with your incone, and no expenses--not

to nention the handsone presents |'ve al ways given you---"



"Ch, you've been npbst generous, Aunt Julia; | shall never forget
your Kkindness. But perhaps you don't quite realize the expense a

girl is put to nowadays---"

"I don't realize that YOU are put to any expense except for your
clothes and your railway fares. | expect you to be handsonely

dressed; but | paid Celeste's bill for you | ast Cctober."

Lily hesitated: her aunt's inplacable nenory had never been nore
i nconveni ent. "You were as kind as possible; but | have had to

get a few things since---"

"What ki nd of things? C othes? How nuch have you spent? Let ne

see the bill--1 daresay the wonan is swi ndling you."

"Ch, no, | think not: clothes have grown so frightfully
expensi ve; and one needs so many different kinds, with country

visits, and golf and skating, and A ken and Tuxedo---"

"Let me see the bill," Ms. Peniston repeated

Lily hesitated again. In the first place, Mre. Cel este had not
yet sent in her account, and secondly, the anmobunt it represented

was only a fraction of the sumthat Lily needed.

"She hasn't sent in the bill for nmy winter things, but I KNOW
it's large; and there are one or two other things; |I've been

careless and inprudent--1'mfrightened to think of what |I owe---"

She raised the troubled | oveliness of her face to Ms. Peniston
vai nly hoping that a sight so noving to the other sex night not
be wi thout effect upon her own. But the effect produced was that

of making Ms. Peniston shrink back apprehensively.



"Really, Lily, you are old enough to manage your own affairs, and
after frightening me to death by your performance of |ast night
you mght at |east choose a better tine to worry me with such
matters." Ms. Peniston glanced at the clock, and swall owed a
tablet of digitalis. "If you owe Cel este anot her

t housand, she may send ne her account,” she added, as though to

end t he discussion at any cost.

"I amvery sorry, Aunt Julia; | hate to trouble you at such a
time; but | have really no choice--1 ought to have spoken
sooner--1 owe a great deal nore than a thousand dollars.™

"A great deal nore? Do you owe two? She nust have robbed you!"

"I told you it was not only Celeste. |I--there are other

bills--nore pressing--that nust be settled.”

"What on earth have you been buying? Jewel ry? You nust have gone
of f your head," said Ms. Peniston with asperity. "But if you
have run into debt, you nust suffer the consequences, and put

asi de your nonthly inconme till your bills are paid. If you stay
quietly here until next spring, instead of racing about all over
the country, you will have no expenses at all, and surely in four
or five nonths you can settle the rest of your bills if |I pay the

dress-maker now. "

Lily was again silent. She knew she could not hope to extract
even a thousand dollars fromMs. Peniston on the nmere plea of
paying Celeste's bill: Ms. Peniston would expect to go over the
dress-naker's account, and would make out the cheque to her and
not to Lily. And yet the noney nust be obtained before the day

was over!



"The debts | speak of are--different--not |ike tradesnen's
bills," she began confusedly; but Ms. Peniston's |ook nade her
al most afraid to continue. Could it be that her aunt suspected

anyt hing? The idea precipitated Lily's avowal .

"The fact is, |I've played cards a good deal --bridge; the wonen
all doit; girls too--it's expected. Sonetines |'ve won--won a
good deal --but lately I've been unlucky--and of course such debts

can't be paid off gradually---"

She paused: M's. Peniston's face seened to be petrifying as she

| i st ened.

"Cards--you' ve played cards for noney? It's true, then: when |
was told so | wouldn't believe it. | won't ask if the other
horrors I was told were true too; |'ve heard enough for the state
of nmy nerves. Wien | think of the exanple you've had in this
house! But | suppose it's your foreign bringing-up--no one knew
where your nother picked up her friends. And her Sundays were a

scandal --that | know. "

M's. Peniston wheel ed round suddenly. "You play cards on Sunday?"

Lily flushed with the recollection of certain rainy Sundays at

Bel | onont and with the Dorsets.

"You're hard on me, Aunt Julia: | have never really cared for
cards, but a girl hates to be thought priggish and superior, and
one drifts into doing what the others do. |I've had a dreadfu

I esson, and if you'll help me out this tine | prom se you--"

Ms. Peniston raised her hand warningly. "You needn't make any

prom ses: it's unnecessary. Wen | offered you a hone |I didn't



undertake to pay your ganbling debts."

"Aunt Julia! You don't mean that you won't help ne?"

"I shall certainly not do anything to give the inpression that I
count enance your behaviour. If you really owe your dress-maker,
will settle with her--beyond that | recognize no obligation to

assune your debts."

Lily had risen, and stood pale and quivering before her aunt.
Pride storned in her, but humliation forced the cry from her

lips: "Aunt Julia, | shall be disgraced--1--" But she could go no
farther. If her aunt turned such a stony ear to the fiction of
the ganbling debts, in what spirit would she receive the terrible

avowal of the truth?

"I consider that you ARE disgraced, Lily: disgraced by your
conduct far nore than by its results. You say your friends have
persuaded you to play cards with them well, they may as well
learn a | esson too. They can probably afford to lose a little
money--and at any rate, | amnot going to waste any of mine in
payi ng them And now | nust ask you to | eave me--this scene has
been extrenely painful, and | have nmy own health to consider

Draw down the blinds, please; and tell Jennings | will see no one

this afternoon but G ace Stepney."”

Lily went up to her own room and bolted the door. She was
trenbling with fear and anger--the rush of the furies' w ngs was
in her ears. She wal ked up and down the roomw th blind irregular
steps. The | ast door of escape was cl osed--she felt herself shut

in with her dishonour

Suddenly her wild pacing brought her before the clock on the



chi mey-pi ece. Its hands stood at hal f-past three, and she
remenbered that Selden was to cone to her at four. She had

meant to put himoff with a word--but now her heart |eaped at the
t hought of seeing him WAs there not a prom se of rescue in his

| ove? As she had lain at Gerty's side the night before, she had

t hought of his com ng, and of the sweetness of weeping out her
pai n upon his breast. O course she had neant to clear herself of
its consequences before she met him-she had never really doubted
that Ms. Peniston would conme to her aid. And she had felt, even
inthe full stormof her msery, that Selden's |ove could not be
her ultimate refuge; only it would be so sweet to take a nonent's

shelter there, while she gathered fresh strength to go on

But now his | ove was her only hope, and as she sat alone with her
wr et chedness the thought of confiding in himbecane as seductive
as the river's flowto the suicide. The first plunge woul d be
terrible--but afterward, what bl essedness m ght cone! She
renenbered Gerty's words: "I know him-he will help you"; and her
mnd clung to themas a sick person night cling to a healing
relic. Ch, if he really understood--if he would help her to
gather up her broken life, and put it together in sone new

senbl ance in which no trace of the past should remain! He had

al ways made her feel that she was worthy of better things, and
she had never been in greater need of such solace. Once and again
she shrank at the thought of inperilling his |ove by her
confession: for |ove was what she needed--it would take the gl ow
of passion to weld together the shattered fragnments of her

sel f-esteem But she recurred to Gerty's words and held fast to
them She was sure that Gerty knew Sel den's feeling for her, and
it had never dawned upon her blindness that Gerty's own judgnent

of himwas col oured by enotions far nore ardent than her own.

Four o' clock found her in the draw ng-room she was sure that



Sel den woul d be punctual. But the hour cane and passed--it noved
on feverishly, measured by her inpatient heart-beats. She had
time to take a fresh survey of her wetchedness, and to fluctuate
anew between the inpulse to confide in Selden and the dread of
destroying his illusions. But as the m nutes passed the need of
throwi ng herself on his conprehensi on becane nore urgent: she
could not bear the weight of her nisery alone. There would be a
peril ous morment, perhaps: but could she not trust to her

beauty to bridge it over, to land her safe in the shelter of his

devoti on?

But the hour sped on and Sel den did not cone. Doubtless he had
been detained, or had misread her hurriedly scraw ed note, taking
the four for a five. The ringing of the door-bell a few m nutes
after five confirned this supposition, and nade Lily hastily
resolve to wite nore legibly in future. The sound of steps in
the hall, and of the butler's voice preceding them poured fresh
energy into her veins. She felt herself once nore the alert and
compet ent moul der of energencies, and the remenbrance of her
power over Selden flushed her with sudden confidence. But when

t he draw ng-room door opened it was Rosedal e who cane in.

The reaction caused her a sharp pang, but after a passing
novenent of irritation at the clunsiness of fate, and at her own
carel essness in not denying the door to all but Selden, she
controll ed herself and greeted Rosedal e amicably. It was annoyi ng
that Sel den, when he canme, should find that particular visitor in
possession, but Lily was mistress of the art of ridding herself
of superfluous conpany, and to her present npod Rosedal e seened

distinctly negligible.

H s own view of the situation forced itself upon her after a few

monent s' conversation. She had caught at the Brys' entertai nnent



as an easy inpersonal subject, likely to tide them over the
interval till Selden appeared, but M. Rosedal e, tenaciously
pl anted beside the tea-table, his hands in his pockets, his |egs

alittle too freely extended, at once gave the topic a persona

turn.
"Pretty well done--well, yes, | suppose it was: Welly Bry's got
his back up and don't nmean to let go till he's got the hang of

the thing. O course, there were things here and there--things
Ms. Fisher couldn't be expected to see to--the chanpagne wasn't
cold, and the coats got mixed in the coat-room | would have

spent nore noney on the nusic. But that's ny character: if | want

athingl'mwlling to pay: | don't go up to the counter, and
then wonder if the article's worth the price. I wouldn't be
satisfied to entertain like the Wlly Brys; |1'd want sonething

that would | ook nore easy and natural, nore as if | took it in ny
stride. And it takes just two things to do that, Mss

Bart: noney, and the right wonan to spend it."

He paused, and exam ned her attentively while she affected to

rearrange the tea-cups.

"I've got the noney," he continued, clearing his throat, "and

what | want is the woman--and | nean to have her too."

He | eaned forward a little, resting his hands on the head of his
wal ki ng-stick. He had seen nmen of Ned Van Al styne's type bring
their hats and sticks into a drawi ng-room and he thought it

added a touch of elegant fam liarity to their appearance.

Lily was silent, smling faintly, with her eyes absently resting
on his face. She was in reality reflecting that a declaration
woul d take sone tinme to make, and that Selden nust surely appear

before the noment of refusal had been reached. Her broodi ng | ook



as of a mind withdrawn yet not averted, seened to M. Rosedal e
full of a subtle encouragenent. He woul d not have |iked any

evi dence of eagerness.

"I mean to have her too," he repeated, with a | augh intended to
strengthen his self-assurance. "I generally HAVE got what |
wanted in life, Mss Bart. | wanted noney, and |'ve got nore than
I know how to invest; and now the noney doesn't seemto be of any
account unless | can spend it on the right woman. That's what |
want to do with it: I want ny wife to make all the other wonen
feel small. 1'd never grudge a dollar that was spent on that. But
it isn't every wonman can do it, no matter how nuch you spend on
her. There was a girl in sonme history book who wanted gold
shi el ds, or sonething, and the fellows threw 'emat her, and she
was crushed under "em they killed her. Well, that's true enough
some wonen | ooked buried under their jewelry. What | want is a
worman who' Il hold her head higher the nore dianonds | put on it.
And when | | ooked at you the other night at the Brys', in that
plain white dress, looking as if you had a crown on, | said to
mysel f:' By gad, if she had one she'd wear it as if it grew on

her.

Still Lily did not speak, and he continued, warmng with his
thene: "Tell you what it is, though, that kind of woman costs
nore than all the rest of 'emput together. If a woman's

going to ignore her pearls, they want to be better than anybody
el se's--and so it is with everything else. You know what |
mean--you know it's only the showy things that are cheap. Well,
should want nmy wife to be able to take the earth for granted if
she wanted to. | know there's one thing vul gar about noney, and
that's the thinking about it; and ny wife would never have to
demean herself in that way." He paused, and then added, with an

unfortunate | apse to an earlier manner: "l guess you know t he



lady |1've got in view, Mss Bart."

Lily raised her head, brightening a little under the chall enge.
Even through the dark tumult of her thoughts, the clink of M.
Rosedal e's mllions had a faintly seductive note. Ch, for enough
of themto cancel her one nmiserable debt! But the nman behind them
grew i ncreasingly repugnant in the light of Selden' s expected

com ng. The contrast was too grotesque: she could scarcely
suppress the smle it provoked. She decided that directness would

be best.

"If you nmean nme, M. Rosedale, | amvery grateful--very nuch
flattered; but | don't know what | have ever done to nake you

t hi nk--"

"Ch, if you nean you're not dead in love with me, |'ve got sense
enough left to see that. And | ain't talking to you as if you
were--1 presune | know the kind of talk that's expected under
those circunstances. |'m confoundedly gone on you--that's about
the size of it--and I'mjust giving you a plain business
statenent of the consequences. You're not very fond of

me- - YET--but you're fond of luxury, and style, and anusenent, and
of not having to worry about cash. You like to have a good tine,
and not have to settle for it; and what | propose to do is to

provide for the good tine and do the settling."

He paused, and she returned with a chilling snile: "You are
m staken in one point, M. Rosedal e: whatever | enjoy I am

prepared to settle for."

She spoke with the intention of making himsee that, if his words
inmplied a tentative allusion to her private affairs, she was

prepared to neet and repudiate it. But if he recogni zed her



meaning it failed to abash him and he went on in the sanme tone:
"I didn't nean to give offence; excuse ne if |'ve spoken too
plainly. But why ain't you straight with ne--why do you

put up that kind of bluff? You know there've been tines when you
wer e bot her ed--dammed bot hered--and as a girl gets older, and

t hi ngs keep nmovi ng al ong, why, before she knows it, the things
she wants are |iable to nove past her and not cone back. | don't
say it's anywhere near that with you yet; but you've had a taste
of bothers that a girl like yourself ought never to have known
about, and what |'moffering you is the chance to turn your back

on themonce for all."

The colour burned in Lily's face as he ended; there was no

m st aking the point he neant to nmake, and to permit it to pass
unheeded was a fatal confession of weakness, while to resent it
too openly was to risk offending himat a peril ous nmonent.

I ndi gnation quivered on her lip; but it was quelled by the secret
voi ce which warned her that she nust not quarrel with him He
knew t oo nmuch about her, and even at the nmonent when it was
essential that he should show hinself at his best, he did not
scruple to l et her see how nuch he knew. How then woul d he use
hi s power when her expression of contenpt had dispelled his one
motive for restraint? Her whole future m ght hinge on her way

of answering him she had to stop and consider that, in the
stress of her other anxieties, as a breathless fugitive may have
to pause at the cross-roads and try to decide coolly which turn

to take.

"You are quite right, M. Rosedale. | HAVE had bothers; and

| amgrateful to you for wanting to relieve ne of them It is
not always easy to be quite independent and sel f-respecting
when one is poor and lives anong rich people; | have been

carel ess about noney, and have worried about ny bills. But |



shoul d be selfish and ungrateful if | nade that a reason for
accepting all you offer, with no better return to nmake than
the desire to be free fromny anxieties. You nust give ne
time--tine to think of your kindness--and of what | could

give you in return for it---"

She held out her hand with a charming gesture in which

di smssal was shorn of its rigour. Its hint of future |eniency
made Rosedal e rise in obedience to it, alittle flushed with his
unhoped-for success, and disciplined by the tradition of his

bl ood to accept what was conceded, without undue haste to

press for nore. Sonething in his pronpt acquiescence fri ghtened
her; she felt behind it the stored force of a patience that

m ght subdue the strongest will. But at |east they had parted

am cably, and he was out of the house wi thout neeting

Sel den- - Sel den, whose conti nued absence now snote her with

a new al arm Rosedal e had remai ned over an hour, and she
understood that it was now too late to hope for Selden. He

woul d write explaining his absence, of course; there would be

a note fromhimby the | ate post. But her confession would

have to be postponed; and the chill of the delay settled heavily

on her fagged spirit.

It lay heavier when the postman's last ring brought no note
for her, and she had to go upstairs to a lonely night--a night
as grimand sl eepless as her tortured fancy had pictured it to
Gerty. She had never learned to live with her own thoughts,
and to be confronted with themthrough such hours of lucid

m sery nmade the confused w et chedness of her previous vigi

seem easily bearabl e.

Dayl i ght di sbanded the phantom crew, and nmade it clear

to her that she would hear from Sel den before noon; but the



day passed without his witing or comng. Lily remained at

home, lunching and dining alone with her aunt, who conpl ai ned of
flutterings of the heart, and talked icily on genera

topics. Ms. Peniston went to bed early, and when she had

gone Lily sat down and wrote a note to Selden. She was

about to ring for a messenger to despatch it when her eye fel

on a paragraph in the evening paper which lay at her el bow

"M . Lawrence Selden was anong the passengers sailing this
afternoon for Havana and the West Indies on the Wndward

Li ner Antilles.™

She laid down the paper and sat notionless, staring at her
note. She understood now that he was never comni ng--that

he had gone away because he was afraid that he m ght cone.

She rose, and wal king across the fl oor stood gazing at herself
for along tine in the brightly-lit mrror above the nmantel -

pi ece. The lines in her face cane out terribly--she | ooked

old; and when a girl looks old to herself, how does she | ook
to other people? She noved away, and began to wander

ai m essly about the room fitting her steps with nmechanica
preci sion between the nonstrous roses of Ms. Peniston's
Axminster. Suddenly she noticed that the pen with which she
had witten to Selden still rested against the uncovered

i nkstand. She seated herself again, and taking out an envel ope,
addressed it rapidly to Rosedale. Then she laid out a sheet of
paper, and sat over it with suspended pen. It had been easy
enough to wite the date, and "Dear M. Rosedal e"--but after that
her inspiration flagged. She neant to tell himto cone

to her, but the words refused to shape thenselves. At length

she began: "I have been thinking---" then she laid the pen
down, and sat with her elbows on the table and her face hidden in

her hands.



Suddenly she started up at the sound of the door-bell. It

was not |ate--barely ten o' clock--and there mght still be a
note from Sel den, or a nessage--or he might be there hinself, on
the other side of the door! The announcenent of his

sailing nmight have been a m stake--it m ght be another Law ence
Sel den who had gone to Havana--all these possibilities

had tinme to flash through her mind, and build up the conviction
that she was after all to see or hear fromhim before the

dr awi ng-room door opened to adnit a servant carrying a

tel egram

Lily tore it open with shaking hands, and read Bertha Dorset's
nane bel ow the nessage: "Sailing unexpectedly tonmorrow. WIIl you

join us on a cruise in Mditerranean?"

BOX 11

It cane vividly to Selden on the Casino steps that Monte Carlo
had, nore than any other place he knew, the gift of accommvdati ng
itself to each man's hunour. His own, at the nonent, lent it a
festive readi ness of welcone that mght well, in a disenchanted
eye, have turned to paint and facility. So frank an appeal for
partici pation-so outspoken a recognition of the holiday vein in
human nature--struck refreshingly on a nmnd jaded by prol onged
hard work in surroundings made for the discipline of the senses.
As he surveyed the white square set in an exotic coquetry of
architecture, the studied tropicality of the gardens, the groups
loitering in the foreground agai nst mauve nountai ns which
suggested a subline stage-setting forgotten in a hurried shifting

of scenes--as he took in the whole outspread effect of |ight and



| eisure, he felt a novenent of revulsion fromthe |ast few nonths

of his life.

The New York wi nter had presented an interm nabl e perspective of
snow bur dened days, reaching toward a spring of raw sunshine and
furious air, when the ugliness of things rasped the eye as the
gritty wind ground into the skin. Selden, inmersed in his work,
had told hinself that external conditions did not natter to a nan
in his state, and that cold and ugliness were a good tonic for

rel axed sensibilities. Wen an urgent case sumoned hi m abroad to
confer with a client in Paris, he broke reluctantly with the
routine of the office; and it was only now that, having

despat ched hi s business, and slipped away for a week in the
south, he began to feel the renewed zest of spectatorship that is

the solace of those who take an objective interest in life.

The multiplicity of its appeal s--the perpetual surprise of its
contrasts and resenbl ances! Al these tricks and turns of the
show were upon himwi th a spring as he descended the Casino steps
and paused on the pavenent at its doors. He had not been abroad
for seven years--and what changes the renewed contact produced!

If the central depths were untouched, hardly a pin-point of
surface renmai ned the sane. And this was the very place to

bring out the conpl eteness of the renewal. The sublinities, the
perpetuities, mght have left himas he was: but this tent
pitched for a day's revelry spread a roof of oblivion between

hi msel f and his fixed sky.

It was mid-April, and one felt that the revelry had reached its
climax and that the desultory groups in the square and gardens
woul d soon dissolve and re-formin other scenes. Meanwhile the
| ast nonents of the performance seenmed to gain an added

bri ghtness fromthe hovering threat of the curtain. The quality



of the air, the exuberance of the flowers, the blue intensity of
sea and sky, produced the effect of a closing TABLEAU, when al
the lights are turned on at once. This inpression was presently
hei ght ened by the way in which a consciously conspi cuous group of
peopl e advanced to the niddle front, and stood before Selden with
the air of the chief perforners gathered together by the

exi gencies of the final effect. Their appearance confirned the

i mpression that the show had been staged regardl ess of expense,
and enphasi zed its resenbl ance to one of those "costune-plays” in
whi ch the protagoni sts wal k through the passions without

di spl acing a drapery. The ladies stood in unrelated attitudes
calculated to isolate their effects, and the nen hung about them
as irrelevantly as stage heroes whose tailors are naned in the
programme. It was Sel den hinmsel f who unwittingly fused the group

by arresting the attention of one of its nenbers.

"Wy, M. Selden!" Ms. Fisher exclainmed in surprise; and with a
gesture toward Ms. Jack Stepney and Ms. Wllington Bry, she
added plaintively: "W're starving to death because we can't

deci de where to |unch."”

Wel comed into their group, and made the confidant of their
difficulty, Selden |earned with anusenent that there were severa
pl aces where one night m ss sonmething by not lunching, or forfeit
somet hing by lunching; so that eating actually becane a m nor

consideration on the very spot consecrated to its rites.

"Of course one gets the best things at the TERRASSE--but that
| ooks as if one hadn't any other reason for being there: the
Anmeri cans who don't know any one al ways rush for the best food.
And the Duchess of Beltshire has taken up Becassin's lately,"

Ms. Bry earnestly sunmed up.

Ms. Bry, to Ms. Fisher's despair, had not progressed beyond the



poi nt of weighing her social alternatives in public. She could
not acquire the air of doing things because she wanted to, and

maki ng her choice the final seal of their fitness.

M. Bry, a short pale man, with a business face and | eisure

clothes, net the dilemma hilariously.

"l guess the Duchess goes where it's cheapest, unless she can get
her neal paid for. If you offered to blow her off at the TERRASSE

she'd turn up fast enough.”

But Ms. Jack Stepney interposed. "The G and Dukes go to that
little place at the Condam ne. Lord Hubert says it's the only

restaurant in Europe where they can cook peas.”

Lord Hubert Dacey, a slender shabby-I|ooking man, with a charm ng
worn snmile, and the air of having spent his best years in
piloting the wealthy to the right restaurant, assented with

gentl e enphasis: "lIt's quite that."

"PEAS?" said M. Bry contenptuously. "Can they cook terrapin? It

just shows,"” he continued, "what these European markets are, when

a fellow can nake a reputation cooking peas!"”

Jack Stepney intervened with authority. "I don't know that |
quite agree with Dacey: there's a little hole in Paris, off the
Quai Voltaire--but in any case, | can't advise the Condam ne

GARGOTE; at |least not with | adies.™

St epney, since his marriage, had thickened and grown prudish, as
the Van Gsburgh husbands were apt to do; but his wife, to his
surprise and di sconfiture, had devel oped an eart h-shaki ng

fastness of gait which left himtrailing breathlessly in her



wake.

"That's where we'll go then!" she declared, with a heavy toss of
her plumage. "I'mso tired of the TERRASSE: it's as dull as one
of mother's dinners. And Lord Hubert has promised to tell us who
all the awful people are at the other place--hasn't he, Carry?

Now, Jack, don't | ook so solem!"”

"Well," said Ms. Bry, "all | want to knowis who their

dress-nmakers are."

"No doubt Dacey can tell you that too," remarked Stepney, with an
ironic intention which the other received with the |ight nurnur,
"I can at least FIND QUT, ny dear fellow'; and Ms. Bry

havi ng decl ared that she couldn't wal k another step, the party
hailed two or three of the |ight phaetons which hover attentively
on the confines of the gardens, and rattled off in procession

toward the Condani ne

Their destination was one of the little restaurants overhangi ng
t he boul evard which dips steeply down from Monte Carlo to the | ow
i nternmedi ate quarter along the quay. Fromthe wi ndow in which
they presently found thenselves installed, they overl ooked the
i ntense blue curve of the harbour, set between the verdure of
twin pronontories: to the right, the cliff of Mpnaco, topped by
t he nmedi aeval sil houette of its church and castle, to the left
the terraces and pinnacl es of the ganbling-house. Between the
two, the waters of the bay were furrowed by a Iight coming and
goi ng of pleasure-craft, through which, just at the cul mnating
monent of | uncheon, the nmjestic advance of a great steamyacht

drew the conpany's attention fromthe peas.

"By Jove, | believe that's the Dorsets back!" Stepney excl ai nmed;

and Lord Hubert, dropping his single eye-glass, corroborated:



"I't's the Sabrina--yes."

"So soon? They were to spend a nmonth in Sicily," Ms. Fisher

obser ved.

"I guess they feel as if they had: there's only one up-to-date

hotel in the whole place," said M. Bry disparagi ngly.

"I't was Ned Silverton's idea--but poor Dorset and Lily Bart nust
have been horribly bored." Ms. Fisher added in an undertone to

Sel den: "I do hope there hasn't been a row "

"It's nost awfully jolly having Mss Bart back," said Lord

Hubert, in his mld deliberate voice; and Ms. Bry added

i ngenuously: "I daresay the Duchess will dine with us, now that
Lily's here.”
"The Duchess admires her imensely: |I'msure she'd be charned to

have it arranged," Lord Hubert agreed, with the professiona
pronpt ness of the man accustomed to draw his profit from
facilitating social contacts: Selden was struck by the

busi nessli ke change in his manner.

"Lily has been a trenmendous success here," Ms. Fisher continued,
still addressing herself confidentially to Selden. "She | ooks ten
years younger--1 never saw her so handsone. Lady Ski ddaw took her
everywhere in Cannes, and the Crown Princess of Macedonia

had her to stop for a week at G miez. People say that was one
reason why Bertha whi sked the yacht off to Sicily: the Crown
Princess didn't take nuch notice of her, and she couldn't bear to

ook on at Lily's triunph.”

Sel den nade no reply. He was vaguely aware that M ss Bart was



cruising in the Mediterranean with the Dorsets, but it had not
occurred to himthat there was any chance of running across her
on the Riviera, where the season was virtually at an end. As he

| eaned back, silently contenplating his filigree cup of Turkish
coffee, he was trying to put some order in his thoughts, to tel

hi nsel f how the news of her nearness was really affecting him He
had a personal detachnent enabling him even in nonents of
enotional high-pressure, to get a fairly clear view of his
feelings, and he was sincerely surprised by the disturbance which
the sight of the Sabrina had produced in him He had reason to
think that his three nonths of engrossing professional work,
followi ng on the sharp shock of his disillusionnent, had cl eared
his mnd of its sentinmental vapours. The feeling he had nourished
and gi ven promi nence to was one of thankfulness for his escape:
he was |like a traveller so grateful for rescue from a dangerous
accident that at first he is hardly conscious of his bruises. Now
he suddenly felt the |l atent ache, and realized that after all he

had not cone off unhurt.

An hour later, at Ms. Fisher's side in the Casino gardens, he
was trying to find fresh reasons for forgetting the injury
received in the contenplation of the peril avoided. The party had
di spersed with the loitering indecision characteristic of socia
nmovenents at Monte Carl o, where the whole place, and the |ong

gil ded hours of the day, seemto offer an infinity of ways of
being idle. Lord Hubert Dacey had finally gone off in quest of
the Duchess of Beltshire, charged by Ms. Bry with the delicate
negoti ati on of securing that |ady's presence at dinner, the

St epneys had left for Nice in their notor-car, and M. Bry had
departed to take his place in the pigeon shooting nmatch which was

at the nonent engaging his high est faculties.

Ms. Bry, who had a tendency to grow red and stertorous after



| uncheon, had been judiciously prevail ed upon by Carry

Fisher to withdraw to her hotel for an hour's repose; and Sel den
and his companion were thus left to a stroll propitious to
confidences. The stroll soon resolved itself into a tranqui
session on a bench overhung with [ aurel and Banksi an roses, from
whi ch they caught a dazzle of blue sea between marbl e bal usters,
and the fiery shafts of cactus-bl ossons shooting nmeteor-like from
the rock. The soft shade of their niche, and the adjacent glitter
of the air, were conducive to an easy |ounging nood, and to the
snoki ng of many cigarettes; and Selden, yielding to these

i nfluences, suffered Ms. Fisher to unfold to himthe history of
her recent experiences. She had come abroad with the Welly Brys
at the nonent when fashion flees the inclenmency of the New York
spring. The Brys, intoxicated by their first success, already
thirsted for new ki ngdons, and Ms. Fisher, viewing the Riviera
as an easy introduction to London society, had guided their
course thither. She had affiliations of her own in every capital
and a facility for picking themup again after |ong absences; and
the carefully disseninated runour of the Brys' wealth had at once

gat hered about them a group of cosnopolitan pl easure-seekers.

"But things are not going as well as | expected," Ms. Fisher
frankly admtted. "It's all very well to say that every body wth
nmoney can get into society; but it would be truer to say that
NEARLY everybody can. And the London market is so glutted with
new Anericans that, to succeed there now, they nust be either
very clever or awfully queer. The Brys are neither. HE woul d get
on well enough if she'd let himalone; they like his slang and
his brag and his blunders. But Louisa spoils it all by trying to
repress himand put herself forward. If she'd be natura

hersel f--fat and vul gar and bouncing--it would be all right; but
as soon as she meets anybody smart she tries to be slender and

queenly. She tried it with the Duchess of Beltshire and Lady



Ski ddaw, and they fled. |1've done ny best to nake her see her
m stake--1've said to her again and again:'Just let yourself go,
Loui sa'; but she keeps up the hunmbug even with ne--1 believe she

keeps on being queenly in her own room with the door shut.

"The worst of it is," Ms. Fisher went on, "that she thinks it's
all My fault. Wien the Dorsets turned up here six weeks ago, and
everybody began to nmake a fuss about Lily Bart, | could

see Loui sa thought that if she'd had Lily in tow instead of ne
she woul d have been hob-nobbing with all the royalties by this
time. She doesn't realize that it's Lily's beauty that does it:
Lord Hubert tells ne Lily is thought even handsonmer than when he
knew her at Aix ten years ago. It seens she was trenendously
admred there. An Italian Prince, rich and the real thing, wanted
to marry her; but just at the critical nmonent a good-| ooking
step-son turned up, and Lily was silly enough to flirt with him
whil e her marriage-settlenments with the step-father were being
drawn up. Sone people said the young man did it on purpose. You
can fancy the scandal: there was an awful row between the nen,
and people began to ook at Lily so queerly that Ms. Peniston
had to pack up and finish her cure el sewhere. Not that SHE ever
understood: to this day she thinks that Aix didn't suit her, and
menti ons her having been sent there as proof of the inconpetence
of French doctors. That's Lily all over, you know. she works |ike
a slave preparing the ground and sowi ng her seed; but the day she
ought to be reaping the harvest she over-sleeps herself or goes

off on a picnic.”

Ms. Fisher paused and | ooked reflectively at the deep shimrer of
sea between the cactus-flowers. "Sometines," she added, "I think
it's just flightiness--and sonmetines | think it's because, at
heart, she despises the things she's trying for. And it's the

difficulty of deciding that makes her such an interesting study."



She gl anced tentatively at Selden's notion |less profile, and
resumed with a slight sigh: "Well, all | can say is, | wish she'd
gi ve ME some of her discarded opportunities. I wi sh we could
change places now, for instance. She could nake a very good thing
out of the Brys if she managed them properly, and | should know
just how to | ook after George Dorset while Bertha is reading

Verl aine with Neddy Silverton."

She net Sel den's sound of protest with a sharp derisive gl ance.
"Wl l, what's the use of nmincing matters? W all know that's what
Bert ha brought her abroad for. Wen Bertha wants to have a good
time she has to provide occupation for George. At first | thought
Lily was going to play her cards well TH S tinme, but there are
runours that Bertha is jeal ous of her success here and at Cannes,
and | shouldn't be surprised if there were a break any

day. Lily's only safeguard is that Bertha needs her badly--oh
very badly. The Silverton affair is in the acute stage: it's
necessary that George's attention should be pretty continuously
distracted. And |'mbound to say Lily DOES distract it: | believe
he'd marry her tonorrow if he found out there was anythi ng wong
with Bertha. But you know him-he's as blind as he's jeal ous; and
of course Lily's present business is to keep himblind. A clever
worman ni ght know just the right nonent to tear off the bandage:
but Lily isn't clever in that way, and when George does open his

eyes she'll probably contrive not to be in his line of vision."

Sel den tossed away his cigarette. "By Jove--it's tine for ny
train,"” he exclainmed, with a glance at his watch; adding, in
reply to Ms. Fisher's surprised coment--"Wy, | thought of
course you were at Monte!"--a nurnmured word to the effect that he

was making Nice his head-quarters.

"The worst of it is, she snubs the Brys now, " he heard



irrelevantly flung after him

Ten mnutes later, in the high-perched bedroom of an hotel

overl ooki ng the Casino, he was tossing his effects into a couple
of gaping portmanteaux, while the porter waited outside to
transport themto the cab at the door. It took but a brief plunge
down the steep white road to the station to land himsafely in
the afternoon express for Nice; and not till he was installed in
the corner of an enpty carriage, did he exclaimto hinself, with
a reaction of self-contenpt: "Wat the deuce am | runni ng away

fronP"

The pertinence of the question checked Selden's fugitive inpulse
before the train had started. It was ridiculous to be flying like
an enotional coward froman infatuation his reason had conquered
He had instructed his bankers to forward sone inportant business
letters to Nice, and at Nice he would quietly await them He was
al ready annoyed with himself for having left Monte Carlo, where
he had intended to pass the week which remained to himbefore
sailing; but it would now be difficult to return on his steps

wi t hout an appearance of inconsistency fromwhich his pride
recoiled. In his innost heart he was not sorry to put hinself
beyond the probability of meeting Mss Bart. Conpletely as he had
<p 198> detached hinself from her, he could not yet regard her
merely as a social instance; and viewed in a nore personal way
she was not likely to be a reassuring object of study. Chance
encounters, or even the repeated nention of her name, would send
hi s thoughts back into grooves from which he had resolutely
detached them whereas, if she could be entirely excluded from
his life, the pressure of new and varied inpressions, with which
no thought of her was connected, would soon conplete the work of
separation. Ms. Fisher's conversation had, indeed, operated to

that end; but the treatnment was too painful to be voluntarily



chosen while nilder renedies were untried; and Sel den thought he
could trust hinself to return gradually to a reasonable view of

Mss Bart, if only he did not see her

Havi ng reached the station early, he had arrived at this point in
his reflections before the increasing throng on the platform
warned himthat he could not hope to preserve his privacy; the
next nmonent there was a hand on the door, and he turned to

confront the very face he was fl eeing.

Mss Bart, glowing with the haste of a precipitate descent upon
the train, headed a group conposed of the Dorsets, young
Silverton and Lord Hubert Dacey, who had barely time to spring
into the carriage, and envel op Selden in ejacul ations of surprise
and wel cone, before the whistle of departure sounded. The party,
it appeared, were hastening to Nice in response to a sudden
summons to dine with the Duchess of Beltshire and to see the
water-fete in the bay; a plan evidently inprovised--in spite of
Lord Hubert's protesting "Ch, | say, you know, "--for the express

pur pose of defeating Ms. Bry's endeavour to capture the Duchess.

During the laughing relation of this manoeuvre, Selden had tinme
for a rapid inpression of Mss Bart, who had seated her self
opposite to himin the golden afternoon light. Scarcely three
nmont hs had el apsed since he had parted fromher on the threshold
of the Brys' conservatory; but a subtle change had passed over
the quality of her beauty. Then it had had a transparency through
which the fluctuations of the spirit were sonetinmes tragically
visible; nowits inpenetrable surface suggested a process of
crystallization which had fused her whole being into one hard
brilliant substance. The change had struck Ms. Fisher as

a rejuvenation: to Selden it seened |ike that nonent of pause and

arrest when the warmfluidity of youth is chilled into its fina



shape.

He felt it in the way she sniled on him and in the readi ness and
competence with which, flung unexpectedly into his presence, she
took up the thread of their intercourse as though that thread had
not been snapped with a violence fromwhich he still reeled. Such
facility sickened him-but he told hinself that it was with the
pang whi ch precedes recovery. Now he would really get well--would
eject the last drop of poison fromhis blood. A ready he felt

hi msel f cal ner in her presence than he had learned to be in the

t hought of her. Her assunptions and elisions, her short-cuts and
| ong DETOURS, the skill with which she contrived to neet himat a
poi nt from whi ch no inconvenient glinpses of the past were

vi si bl e, suggested what opportunities she had had for practising
such arts since their last neeting. He felt that she had at |ast
arrived at an understanding with herself: had nmade a pact with
her rebellious inmpulses, and achi eved a uniform system of

sel f-governnent, under which all vagrant tendencies were either

hel d captive or forced into the service of the state.

And he saw other things too in her manner: saw how it had
adjusted itself to the hidden intricacies of a situation in

whi ch, even after Ms. Fisher's elucidating flashes, he stil

felt hinself agrope. Surely Ms. Fisher could no Ionger charge
Mss Bart with neglecting her opportunities! To Selden's
exasperated observation she was only too conpletely alive to
them She was "perfect"” to every one: subservient to Bertha's
anxi ous predom nance, good-naturedly watchful of Dorset's npods,
brightly conpanionable to Silverton and Dacey, the latter of whom
met her on an evident footing of old admiration, while young
Silverton, portentously self-absorbed, seemed consci ous of her
only as of sonething vaguely obstructive. And suddenly, as Sel den

noted the fine shades of manner by which she harnoni zed herself



with her surroundings, it flashed on himthat, to need such
adroit handling, the situation nmust indeed be desperate. She was
on the edge of sonething--that was the inpression left with him
He seemed to see her poised on the brink of a chasm wth one
graceful foot advanced to assert her unconsci ousness that

the ground was failing her

On the Pronenade des Anglais, where Ned Silverton hung on himfor
the half hour before dinner, he received a deeper inpression of
the general insecurity. Silverton was in a nood of Titanic
pessimsm How any one could conme to such a dammed hol e as the

Ri viera--any one with a grain of inagination--with the whole

Medi terranean to choose from but then, if one's estimate of a

pl ace depended on the way they broiled a spring chicken! Gad!

what a study m ght be made of the tyranny of the stomach--the way
a sluggish liver or insufficient gastric juices mght affect the
whol e course of the universe, overshadow everything in
reach--chroni c dyspepsia ought to be anong the "statutory
causes”; a worman's |life mght be ruined by a man's inability to
di gest fresh bread. G otesque? Yes--and tragic--1ike nost
absurdities. There's nothing grinmrer than the tragedy that wears
a comc mask.... \Were was he? Oh--the reason they chucked Sicily
and rushed back? Well--partly, no doubt, Mss Bart's desire to
get back to bridge and smartness. Dead as a stone to art and
poetry--the |ight never WAS on sea or |land for her! And of course
she persuaded Dorset that the Italian food was bad for him On,
she coul d make hi m believe anything--ANYTH NG Ms. Dorset was
aware of it--oh, perfectly: nothing SHE didn't see! But she could
hol d her tongue--she'd had to, often enough. Mss Bart was an
intimate friend--she wouldn't hear a word against her. Only it
hurts a woman's pride--there are sone things one doesn't get used
to. . . Al this in confidence, of course? Ah--and there were

the ladies signalling fromthe bal cony of the hotel.... He



pl unged across the Pronenade, |eaving Selden to a neditative

ci gar.

The conclusions it led himto were fortified, later in the

eveni ng, by sone of those faint corroborative hints that generate
a light of their own in the dusk of a doubting mind. Selden,
stunmbling on a chance acquai ntance, had dined with him and

adj ourned, still in his conpany, to the brightly lit Pronenade
where a line of crowded stands commanded the glittering darkness
of the waters. The night was soft and per suasive. Overhead hung
a sunmer sky furrowed with the rush of rockets; and from

the east a | ate noon, pushing up beyond the |lofty bend of the
coast, sent across the bay a shaft of brightness which paled to
ashes in the red glitter of the illum nated boats. Down the

I ant ern- hung Pronmenade, snatches of band-nusic floated above the
hum of the crowd and the soft tossing of boughs in dusky gardens;
and between t hese gardens and the backs of the stands there
flowed a stream of people in whomthe vociferous carnival nood

seened tenpered by the grow ng | anguor of the season

Sel den and hi s conpani on, unable to get seats on one of the
stands facing the bay, had wandered for a while with the throng,
and then found a point of vantage on a hi gh garden-parapet above
the Pronmenade. Thence they caught but a triangular glinpse of
the water, and of the flashing play of boats across its surface;
but the crowd in the street was under their inmmediate view, and
seenmed to Selden, on the whole, of nore interest than the show
itself. After a while, however, he wearied of his perch and,
droppi ng al one to the pavenent, pushed his way to the first
corner and turned into the noonlit silence of a side street. Long
garden-wal I s overhung by trees nade a dark boundary to the
pavenent; an enpty cab trailed along the deserted thoroughfare,

and presently Selden saw two persons energe fromthe opposite



shadows, signal to the cab, and drive off init toward the centre
of the town. The noonlight touched them as they paused to enter

the carriage, and he recogni zed Ms. Dorset and young Silverton

Beneath t he nearest | anp-post he glanced at his watch and saw
that the tinme was close on el even. He took another cross street,
and wi thout breasting the throng on the Pronenade, nmade his way
to the fashionabl e club which overl ooks that thoroughfare. Here,
am d the blaze of crowded baccarat tables, he caught sight of
Lord Hubert Dacey, seated with his habitual worn smle behind a
rapi dly dwi ndling heap of gold. The heap being in due course

wi ped out, Lord Hubert rose with a shrug, and joi ning Sel den,
adjourned with himto the deserted terrace of the club. It was
now past mdnight, and the throng on the stands was di spersing,
while the long trails of red-lit boats scattered and faded

beneat h a sky repossessed by the tranquil splendour of the noon.

Lord Hubert | ooked at his watch. "By Jove, | promised to

join the Duchess for supper at the LONDON HOUSE;, but it's past
twel ve, and | suppose they've all scattered. The fact is, | |ost
themin the cromd soon after dinner, and took refuge here, for ny
sins. They had seats on one of the stands, but of course they
couldn't stop quiet: the Duchess never can. She and M ss Bart
went off in quest of what they call adventures--gad, it ain't
their fault if they don't have sone queer ones!" He added
tentatively, after pausing to grope for a cigarette: "Mss Bart's
an old friend of yours, | believe? So she told ne.--Ah, thanks--I
don't seemto have one left." He Iit Selden's proffered
cigarette, and continued, in his high-pitched drawling tone:
"None of ny business, of course, but I didn't introduce her to
the Duchess. Charmi ng wonan, the Duchess, you understand; and a

very good friend of mine; but RATHER a |iberal education.”



Sel den received this in silence, and after a few puffs Lord
Hubert broke out again: "Sort of thing one can't comunicate to
t he young | ady--though young | adi es nowadays are so conpetent to
judge for thenmselves; but in this case--1'man old friend too,
you know . . . and there seenmed no one else to speak to. The
whol e situation's a little nmixed, as | see it--but there used to
be an aunt somewhere, a diffuse and innocent person, who was
great at bridging over chasns she didn't see . . . Ah, in New

York, is she? Pity New York's such a long way off!"

M ss Bart, energing late the next norning fromher cabin, found
herself alone on the deck of the Sabrina. The cushi oned chairs,
di sposed expectantly under the w de awni ng, showed no signs of
recent occupancy, and she presently |earned froma steward that
Ms. Dorset had not yet appeared, and that the

gent | enen- - separ at el y--had gone ashore as soon as they had
breakfasted. Supplied with these facts, Lily |eaned awhil e over
the side, giving herself up to a |leisurely enjoynment of the
spect acl e before her. Unclouded sunlight envel oped sea and shore
in a bath of purest radiancy. The purpling waters drew a sharp
white line of foamat the base of the shore; against its

i rregul ar em nences, hotels and villas flashed fromthe greyish
verdure of olive and eucal yptus; and the background of bare and

finely-pencilled nountains quivered in a pale intensity of |ight.

How beautiful it was--and how she | oved beauty! She had al ways
felt that her sensibility in this direction nade up for certain
obt usenesses of feeling of which she was | ess proud; and during
the last three nonths she had indulged it passionately. The
Dorsets' invitation to go abroad with them had cone as an al nost
m racul ous rel ease fromcrushing difficulties; and her faculty

for renewi ng herself in new scenes, and casting off probl ens of



conduct as easily as the surroundings in which they had arisen
made the nmere change from one place to another seem not nerely a
post ponenent, but a solution of her troubles. Mral conplications
existed for her only in the environment that had produced them
she did not nean to slight or ignore them but they lost their
reality when they changed their background. She could not have
remai ned in New York without repaying the nmoney she owed to
Trenor; to acquit herself of that odi ous debt she m ght even have
faced a nmarriage with Rosedal e; but the accident of placing the
Atlantic between herself and her obligations nade them dw ndl e
out of sight as if they had been nil estones and she had travelled

past them

Her two nonths on the Sabrina had been especially calculated to
aid this illusion of distance. She had been plunged into

new scenes, and had found in thema renewal of old hopes and
anbitions. The cruise itself charmed her as a romantic adventure.
She was vaguely touched by the nanes and scenes anid which she
moved, and had |istened to Ned Sil verton readi ng Theocritus by
nmoonl i ght, as the yacht rounded the Sicilian pronontories, with a
thrill of the nerves that confirmed her belief in her
intellectual superiority. But the weeks at Cannes and N ce had
really given her nore pleasure. The gratification of being

wel comed in high conpany, and of meki ng her own ascendency felt
there, so that she found herself figuring once nore as the
"beautiful Mss Bart"in the interesting journal devoted to
recording the | east novenents of her cosnopolitan conpanions--al
these experiences tended to throw into the extreme background of
menory the prosaic and sordid difficulties fromwhich she had

escaped.

If she was faintly aware of fresh difficulties ahead, she was

sure of her ability to meet them it was characteristic of her to



feel that the only problenms she could not solve were those with
whi ch she was fam liar. Meanwhile she could honestly be proud of

the skill with which she had adapted herself to sonewhat delicate

conditions. She had reason to think that she had made herself
equal Iy necessary to her host and hostess; and if only she had
seen any perfectly irreproachabl e nmeans of drawing a financia
profit fromthe situation, there would have been no cloud on her
hori zon. The truth was that her funds, as usual, were

i nconveniently low, and to neither Dorset nor his wife could this
vul gar enbarrassnent be safely hinted. Still, the need was not a
pressing one; she could worry along, as she had so often done
before, with the hope of sonme happy change of fortune to sustain
her; and neanwhile |life was gay and beautiful and easy, and she

was conscious of figuring not unworthily in such a setting.

She was engaged to breakfast that norning with the Duchess of
Beltshire, and at twelve o' clock she asked to be set ashore in
the gig. Before this she had sent her maid to enquire if she

m ght see Ms. Dorset; but the reply came back that the latter
was tired, and trying to sleep. Lily thought she understood the
reason of the rebuff. Her hostess had not been included in the
Duchess's invitation, though she herself had made the

nmost | oyal efforts in that direction. But her grace was

i mpervious to hints, and invited or onitted as she chose. It was
not Lily's fault if Ms. Dorset's conplicated attitudes did not
fall in with the Duchess's easy gait. The Duchess, who sel dom
expl ai ned hersel f, had not fornul ated her objection beyond
saying: "She's rather a bore, you know. The only one of your
friends I like is that little M. Bry--HE S funny--" but Lily
knew enough not to press the point, and was not altogether sorry
to be thus distinguished at her friend s expense. Bertha

certainly HAD grown tiresonme since she had taken to poetry and



Ned Sil verton.

On the whole, it was a relief to break away now and then fromthe
Sabrina; and the Duchess's little breakfast, organized by Lord
Hubert with all his usual virtuosity, was the pleasanter to Lily
for not including her travelling-conpani ons. Dorset, of late, had
grown nore than usually norose and incal cul abl e, and Ned
Silverton went about with an air that seened to chall enge the

uni verse. The freedom and |ightness of the ducal intercourse nmade
an agreeabl e change fromthese conplications, and Lily was
tenpted, after luncheon, to adjourn in the wake of her conpanions
to the hectic atnosphere of the Casino. She did not nmean to play;
her di m ni shed pocket-noney offered small scope for the
adventure; but it amused her to sit on a divan, under the
doubtful protection of the Duchess's back, while the latter hung

above her stakes at a nei ghbouring table.

The roons were packed with the gazing throng which, in the
afternoon hours, trickles heavily between the tables, like the
Sunday crowd in a lion-house. In the stagnant flow of the mass,
identities were hardly distinguishable; but Lily presently saw
Ms. Bry cleaving her determ ned way t hrough the doors, and, in
the broad wake she left, the light figure of Ms. Fisher bobbing
after her like a rowboat at the stern of a tug. Ms. Bry pressed
on, evidently aninated by the resolve to reach a certain point in
the roons; but Ms. Fisher, as she passed Lily, broke from her

tow ng-line, and let herself float to the girl's side.

"Lose her?" she echoed the latter's query, with an indifferent
glance at Ms. Bry's retreating back. "I daresay--it doesn't
matter: | HAVE | ost her already." And, as Lily ex<p 206>cl ai ned,
she added: "We had an awful row this norning. You know, of

course, that the Duchess chucked her at dinner |ast night, and



she thinks it was ny fault--my want of managenent. The worst of
it is, the nmessage--just a nmere word by tel ephone--cane so |ate
that the dinner HAD to be paid for; and Becassin HAD run it
up--it had been so drummed into himthat the Duchess was coning!"
Ms. Fisher indulged in a faint |augh at the renenbrance. "Paying
for what she doesn't get rankles so dreadfully with Louisa:

can't nmake her see that it's one of the prelimnary steps to
getting what you haven't paid for--and as | was the nearest thing

to smash, she snmashed nme to atons, poor dear!"

Lily murnured her commi seration. |npulses of synpathy cane
naturally to her, and it was instinctive to proffer her help to

M's. Fisher.

"If there's anything | can do--if it's only a question of neeting

the Duchess! | heard her say she thought M. Bry anusing---"

But Ms. Fisher interposed with a decisive gesture. "My dear, |
have ny pride: the pride of ny trade. | couldn't nmanage the
Duchess, and | can't palmoff your arts on Louisa Bry as m ne.
I've taken the final step: | go to Paris tonight with the Sam
Gorners. THEY' RE still in the elenmentary stage; an Italian Prince
is a great deal nore than a Prince to them and they're always on
the brink of taking a courier for one. To save themfromthat is

my present mission." She | aughed again at the picture. "But
before I go | want to make ny last will and testanent--1 want to

| eave you the Brys."

"Me?" Mss Bart joined in her anusenent. "It's charning of you to

renenber me, dear; but really---"

"You're already so well provided for?" Ms. Fisher flashed a

sharp gl ance at her. "ARE you, though, Lily--to the point of



rejecting ny offer?"

M ss Bart coloured slowy. "What | really neant was, that the

Brys wouldn't in the least care to be so disposed of."

M's. Fisher continued to probe her enmbarrassnent with an
unflinching eye. "Wat you really meant was that you've snubbed
the Brys horribly; and you know that they know--"

" Carry' "

"Ch, on certain sides Louisa bristles with perceptions. If you'd
even managed to have them asked once on the Sabrina--especially

when royalties were coning! But it's not too |ate," she ended

earnestly, "it's not too late for either of you."
Lily smiled. "Stay over, and |I'll get the Duchess to dine with
t hem ™

"I shan't stay over--the Gormers have paid for nmy SALON-LIT,"
said Ms. Fisher with sinplicity. "But get the Duchess to dine

with themall the sanme."

Lily's smle again flowed into a slight [augh: her friend's
importunity was beginning to strike her as irrelevant. "lI'msorry

| have been negligent about the Brys---" she began

"Ch, as to the Brys--it's you I'"'mthinking of," said Ms. Fisher
abruptly. She paused, and then, bending forward, with a | owered
voi ce: "You know we all went on to Nice last night when the
Duchess chucked us. It was Louisa's idea--1 told her what |

t hought of it."

M ss Bart assented. "Yes--I caught sight of you on the way back

at the station.”



"Well, the man who was in the carriage with you and George
Dorset--that horrid little Dabham who does ' Society Notes from
the Riviera' --had been dining with us at Nice. And he's telling

everybody that you and Dorset cane back al one after m dnight."

"Al one--? When he was with us?" Lily laughed, but her |augh faded
into gravity under the prolonged inplication of Ms. Fisher's

| ook. "We DI D come back alone--if that's so very dreadful! But
whose fault was it? The Duchess was spending the night at G mez
with the Crowmn Princess; Bertha got bored with the show, and went
off early, promsing to neet us at the station. W turned up on

tinme, but she didn't--she didn't turn up at all!"

M ss Bart nade this announcenent in the tone of one who presents,
with carel ess assurance, a conplete vindication; but Ms. Fisher
received it in a manner al nost inconsequent. She seened to have

| ost sight of her friend's part in the incident: her inward

vi sion had taken another sl ant.

"Bertha never turned up at all? Then how on earth did she get

back?"

"Ch, by the next train, | suppose; there were two extra ones for
the FETE. At any rate, | know she's safe on the yacht, though I

haven't yet seen her; but you see it was not ny fault,” Lily

sumred up.

"Not your fault that Bertha didn't turn up? My poor child, if
only you don't have to pay for it!" Ms. Fisher rose--she had
seen Ms. Bry surging back in her direction. "There's Louisa, and
I nmust be off--oh, we're on the best of terns externally; we're

| unching together; but at heart it's ME she's |lunching on," she



expl ained; and with a |ast hand-clasp and a | ast | ook, she added:
"Remenber, | leave her to you; she's hovering now, ready to take

you in.

"Lily carried the inpression of Ms. Fisher's |eave-taking away
with her fromthe Casino doors. She had acconplished, before

| eaving, the first step toward her reinstatenent in Ms. Bry's
good graces. An affable advance--a vague nmurnur that they nust
see nore of each other--an allusive glance to a near future that
was felt to include the Duchess as well as the Sabrina--how
easily it was all done, if one possessed the knack of doing it!
She wondered at herself, as she had so often wondered, that,
possessi ng the knack, she did not nore consistently exercise it.
But sonetines she was forgetful --and sonetines, could it be that
she was proud? Today, at any rate, she had been vaguel y consci ous
of a reason for sinking her pride, had in fact even sunk it to
the point of suggesting to Lord Hubert Dacey, whom she ran across
on the Casino steps, that he might really get the Duchess to dine
with the Brys, if SHE undertook to have them asked on the
Sabrina. Lord Hubert had prom sed his help, with the readi ness on
whi ch she could always count: it was his only way of ever

rem ndi ng her that he had once been ready to do so nuch nore for
her. Her path, in short, seened to snooth itself before her as
she advanced; yet the faint stir of uneasiness persisted. Had it
been produced, she wondered, by her chance neeting with Sel den?
She thought not--tinme and change seened so conpletely to have
relegated himto his proper distance. The sudden and exquisite
reaction fromher anxieties had had the effect of throwing the
recent past so far back that even Sel den, as part of it, retained
a certain air of unreality. And he had nmade it so clear

that they were not to neet again; that he had merely dropped down



to Nice for a day or two, and had al nost his foot on the next
steaner. No--that part of the past had nerely surged up for a
monent on the fleeing surface of events; and now that it was

subnmerged again, the uncertainty, the apprehension persi sted.

They grew to sudden acuteness as she caught sight of George

Dor set descending the steps of the Hotel de Paris and making for
her across the square. She had neant to drive down to the quay
and regain the yacht; but she now had the inmedi ate inpression

that sonething nore was to happen first.

"Whi ch way are you going? Shall we walk a bit?" he began, putting
the second question before the first was answered, and not
waiting for areply to either before he directed her silently

toward the conparative seclusion of the | ower gardens

She detected in himat once all the signs of extreme nervous
tensi on. The skin was puffed out under his sunken eyes, and its
sal |l owness had paled to a | eaden white agai nst which his
irregul ar eyebrows and | ong reddi sh moustache were relieved with
a saturnine effect. Hi s appearance, in short, presented an odd

m xture of the bedraggl ed and the ferocious.

He wal ked beside her in silence, with quick precipitate steps,
till they reached the enmbowered slopes to the east of the Casino;

then, pulling up abruptly, he said: "Have you seen Bertha?"

"No--when | left the yacht she was not yet up."

He received this with a laugh like the whirring sound in a
di sabl ed cl ock. "Not yet up? Had she gone to bed? Do you know at
what time she came on board? This norning at seven!" he

excl ai med.



"At seven?" Lily started. "What happened--an accident to the

trai n?"

He | aughed again. "They nmissed the train--all the trains--they

had to drive back."

"Wl | ---7?" She hesitated, feeling at once howlittle even this

necessity accounted for the fatal |apse of hours.

"Well, they couldn't get a carriage at once--at that tinme of

ni ght, you know-" the explanatory note nmade it al nost
seem as though he were putting the case for his wife--"and when
they finally did, it was only a one-horse cab, and the horse was

| ame! "

"How tiresone! | see,"” she affirned, with the nore earnestness
because she was so nervously conscious that she did not; and
after a pause she added: "I'm so sorry--but ought we to have

wai t ed?"

"Waited for the one-horse cab? It would scarcely have carried the

four of us, do you think?"

She took this in what seened the only possible way, with a | augh
intended to sink the question itself in his hunorous treatnent of
it. "Well, it would have been difficult; we should have had to

wal k by turns. But it would have been jolly to see the sunrise.”

"Yes: the sunrise WAS jolly," he agreed.

"WAs it? You saw it, then?"

"I sawit, yes; fromthe deck. | waited up for them"



"Naturally--1 suppose you were worried. Wiy didn't you call on ne

to share your vigil?"

He stood still, dragging at his moustache with a | ean weak hand.
"I don't think you would have cared for its DENOUEMENT," he said

wi th sudden gri mess.

Agai n she was di sconcerted by the abrupt change in his tone, and
as in one flash she saw the peril of the nonent, and the need of

keepi ng her sense of it out of her eyes.

"DENOUEMENT--isn't that too big a word for such a snall incident?
The worst of it, after all, is the fatigue which Bertha has

probably slept off by this time."

She clung to the note bravely, though its futility was now plain

to her in the glare of his mserabl e eyes.

"Don't--don't---!" he broke out, with the hurt cry of a child;
and while she tried to nmerge her synpathy, and her resolve to

i gnore any cause for it, in one anbiguous murnur of deprecation
he dropped down on the bench near which they had paused, and

poured out the wretchedness of his soul

It was a dreadful hour--an hour from which she energed shrinking
and seared, as though her lids had been scorched by its actua
glare. It was not that she had never had prenonitory glinpses of
such an out break; but rather because, here and there

t hroughout the three nonths, the surface of |life had shown such
om nous cracks and vapours that her fears had al ways been on the
alert for an upheaval. There had been nonments when the situation
had presented itself under a honelier yet nore vivid image--that

of a shaky vehicle, dashed by unbroken steeds over a bunping



road, while she cowered within, aware that the harness wanted
mendi ng, and wondering what would give way first.

Wel | --everything had given way now, and the wonder was that the
crazy outfit had held together so long. Her sense of being
involved in the crash, instead of merely witnessing it fromthe
road, was intensified by the way in which Dorset, through his
furies of denunciation and wild reactions of self-contenpt, nade
her feel the need he had of her, the place she had taken in his
life. But for her, what ear would have been open to his cries?
And what hand but hers could drag himup again to a footing of
sanity and self-respect? Al through the stress of the struggle
with him she had been conscious of something faintly maternal in
her efforts to guide and uplift him But for the present, if he
clung to her, it was not in order to be dragged up, but to fee
some one floundering in the depths with him he wanted her to

suffer with him not to help himto suffer |ess.

Happily for both, there was little physical strength to sustain
his frenzy. It left him collapsed and breathing heavily, to an
apathy so deep and prolonged that Lily al nost feared the
passers-by would think it the result of a seizure, and stop to
offer their aid. But Monte Carlo is, of all places, the one where
the human bond is | east close, and odd sights are the |east
arresting. If a glance or two lingered on the couple, no

i ntrusive synpathy disturbed them and it was Lily herself who
broke the silence by rising fromher seat. Wth the clearing of
her vision the sweep of peril had extended, and she saw that the

post of danger was no | onger at Dorset's side.

"I'f you won't go back, | nust--don't make ne | eave you!" she

ur ged.

But he remmi ned nutely resistant, and she added: "What are you



going to do? You really can't sit here all night."

"I can go to an hotel. | can tel egraph ny |lawers." He sat up
roused by a new thought. "By Jove, Selden's at Nice--1'll send

for Selden!"

Lily, at this, reseated herself with a cry of alarm "No, no, NO'

she protested.

He swung round on her distrustfully. "Wiy not Selden? He's a
| awyer isn't he? One will do as well as another in a case like

this."

"As badly as another, you nmean. | thought you relied on ME to

hel p you."

"You do--by being so sweet and patient with nme. If it hadn't been
for you I'd have ended the thing | ong ago. But nowit's got to

end." He rose suddenly, straightening hinself with an effort.

"You can't want to see ne ridicul ous."”

She | ooked at himkindly. "That's just it." Then, after a
monent ' s pondering, alnmost to her own surprise she broke out with
a flash of inspiration: "Well, go over and see M. Selden. You'l

have tine to do it before dinner."

"Ch, DINNER---" he nocked her; but she left himwith the smling
rejoi nder: "Dinner on board, renenber; we'll put it off till nine
if you like."

It was past four already; and when a cab had dropped her at the
quay, and she stood waiting for the gig to put off for her, she
began to wonder what had been happeni ng on the yacht. O

Silverton's whereabouts there had been no nention. Had he



returned to the Sabrina? O could Bertha--the dread alternative
sprang on her suddenly--could Bertha, left to herself, have gone
ashore to rejoin hinP Lily's heart stood still at the thought.

Al'l her concern had hitherto been for young Silverton, not only
because, in such affairs, the woman's instinct is to side with
the man, but because his case nade a peculiar appeal to her
synmpat hi es. He was so desperately in earnest, poor youth, and his
earnestness was of so different a quality fromBertha's, though
hers too was desperate enough. The difference was that Bertha was
in earnest only about herself, while he was in earnest about her
But now, at the actual crisis, this difference seened to throw
the weight of destitution on Bertha's side, since at |east he had
her to suffer for, and she had only herself. At any rate, viewed
|l ess ideally, all the disadvantages of such a situation were for
the wonan; and it was to Bertha that Lily's synpathi es now went
out. She was not fond of Bertha Dorset, but neither was she

wi t hout a sense of obligation, the heavier for having so little
per<p 213>sonal liking to sustain it. Bertha had been kind to
her, they had lived together, during the last nonths, on terms of
easy friendship, and the sense of friction of which Lily had
recently beconme aware seened to neke it the nore urgent that she

shoul d work undividedly in her friend s interest.

It was in Bertha' s interest, certainly, that she had despat ched
Dorset to consult with Lawence Sel den. Once the grotesqueness of
the situation accepted, she had seen at a glance that it was the
saf est in which Dorset could find hinself. Wo but Selden could
thus mracul ously conbine the skill to save Bertha with the
obligation of doing so? The consciousness that nuch skill would
be required made Lily rest thankfully in the greatness of the
obligation. Since he would HAVE to pull Bertha through she could
trust himto find a way; and she put the fulness of her trust in

the tel egram she nanaged to send himon her way to the quay.



Thus far, then, Lily felt that she had done well; and the

convi ction strengthened her for the task that renai ned. She and
Bert ha had never been on confidential terms, but at such a crisis
the barriers of reserve nust surely fall: Dorset's wild allusions
to the scene of the norning nmade Lily feel that they were down

al ready, and that any attenpt to rebuild them would be beyond
Bertha's strength. She pictured the poor creature shivering
behi nd her fallen defences and awaiting with suspense the nonent
when she could take refuge in the first shelter that offered. If
only that shelter had not already offered itself el sewhere! As
the gig traversed the short distance between the quay and the
yacht, Lily grew nore than ever alarnmed at the possible
consequences of her |ong absence. What if the wetched Bertha,
finding in all the long hours no soul to turn to--but by this
time Lily's eager foot was on the side-ladder, and her first step
on the Sabrina showed the worst of her apprehensions to be
unfounded; for there, in the luxurious shade of the after-deck
the wetched Bertha, in full command of her usual attenuated

el egance, sat dispensing tea to the Duchess of Beltshire and Lord

Hubert .

The sight filled Lily with such surprise that she felt that
Bertha, at least, nust read its meaning in her |ook, and she was
proportionately disconcerted by the bl ankness of the | ook
returned. But in an instant she saw that Ms. Dorset had, of
necessity, to look bl ank before the others, and that, to nitigate
the effect of her own surprise, she nust at once produce sone
simple reason for it. The long habit of rapid transitions made it
easy for her to exclaimto the Duchess: "Wy, | thought you'd
gone back to the Princess!" and this sufficed for the | ady she

addressed, if it was hardly enough for Lord Hubert.



At least it opened the way to a lively explanation of how the
Duchess was, in fact, going back the next nonent, but had first
rushed out to the yacht for a word with Ms. Dorset on the

subj ect of tonmorrow s dinner--the dinner with the Brys, to which

Lord Hubert had finally insisted on dragging them

"To save ny neck, you know " he explained, with a glance that
appealed to Lily for sonme recognition of his pronptness; and the
Duchess added, with her noble candour: "M . Bry has promi sed him

atip, and he says if we go he'll pass it onto us."

This led to sone final pleasantries, in which, as it seened to
Lily, Ms. Dorset bore her part with astounding bravery, and at
the close of which Lord Hubert, from half way down the

si de-1 adder, called back, with an air of nunbering heads: "And of

course we may count on Dorset too?"

"Ch, count on him" his wife assented gaily. She was keeping up
well to the last--but as she turned back from waving her adi eux

over the side, Lily said to herself that the mask nust drop and

the soul of fear | ook out.

Ms. Dorset turned back slowy; perhaps she wanted time to steady
her nuscles; at any rate, they were still under perfect contro
when, dropping once nore into her seat behind the tea-table, she
remarked to Mss Bart with a faint touch of irony: "I suppose

ought to say good norning."

If it was a cue, Lily was ready to take it, though with only the
vaguest sense of what was expected of her in return. There was
somet hi ng unnerving in the contenplation of Ms. Dorset's
composure, and she had to force the Iight tone in which she

answered: "I tried to see you this norning, but you were not yet



up.

"No--1 got to bed late. After we nissed you at the station
I thought we ought to wait for you till the last train."

She spoke very gently, but with just the |east tinge of reproach

"You mi ssed us? You waited for us at the station?" Now indeed
Lily was too far adrift in bew |lderment to neasure the other's
words or keep watch on her own. "But | thought you didn't get to

the station till after the last train had left!"

Ms. Dorset, exanining her between lowered lids, nmet this with

the i medi ate query: "Wo told you that?"

"CGeorge--1 saw himjust nowin the gardens."

"Ah, is that Ceorge's version? Poor George--he was in no state to
remenber what | told him He had one of his worst attacks this
nmorning, and | packed himoff to see the doctor. Do you know if

he found hi nP"

Lily, still lost in conjecture, made no reply, and Ms. Dorset
settled herself indolently in her seat. "He'll wait to see him
he was horribly frightened about hinmself. It's very bad for him
to be worried, and whenever anything upsetting happens, it always

brings on an attack."

This time Lily felt sure that a cue was being pressed on her; but
it was put forth with such startling suddenness, and with so
incredible an air of ignoring what it led up to, that she could

only falter out doubtfully: "Anything upsetting?”

"Yes--such as having you so conspicuously on his hands in the



smal | hours. You know, my dear, you're rather a big

responsibility in such a scandal ous place after nidnight."

At that--at the conpl ete unexpectedness and the inconceivable
audacity of it--Lily could not restrain the tribute of an

ast oni shed | augh.

"Well, really--considering it was you who burdened himwith the

responsibility!™

Ms. Dorset took this with an exquisite nmildness. "By not having
t he superhuman cl everness to discover you in that frightful rush
for the train? O the imagination to believe that you' d take it
wi t hout us--you and he all alone--instead of waiting quietly in

the station till we DID nanage to neet you?"

Lily's colour rose: it was growi ng clear to her that Bertha was
pursui ng an object, following a |line she had nmarked out for
herself. Only, with such a doom i npendi ng, why waste tine in
these childish efforts to avert it? The puerility of the
attenpt disarned Lily's indignation: did it not prove how

horribly the poor creature was frightened?"

No; by our sinply all keeping together at Nice," she returned.

"Keepi ng together? When it was you who seized the first
opportunity to rush off with the Duchess and her friends? My dear

Lily, you are not a child to be I ed by the hand!"

"No--nor to be lectured, Bertha, really; if that's what you are

doing to ne now "

Ms. Dorset sniled on her reproachfully. "Lecture you--1? Heaven

forbid! I was nerely trying to give you a friendly hint. But it's



usual ly the other way round, isn't it? |I'mexpected to take
hints, not to give them I|'ve positively lived on themall these

| ast nonths."

"Hnts--fromne to you?" Lily repeated.

"Ch, negative ones nerely--what not to be and to do and to see.
And | think I've taken themto admration. Only, ny dear, if
you'll let ne say so, | didn't understand that one of ny negative
duties was NOT to warn you when you carried your inprudence too

far.

A chill of fear passed over Mss Bart: a sense of renmenbered
treachery that was |like the gleamof a knife in the dusk. But
conpassion, in a nonent, got the better of her instinctive
recoil. What was this outpouring of sensel ess bitterness but the
tracked creature's attenpt to cloud the nmedi umthrough which it
was fleeing? It was on Lily's lips to exclaim "You poor soul
don't double and turn--cone straight back to ne, and we'll find a
way out!" But the words died under the inpenetrable insolence of
Bertha's smle. Lily sat silent, taking the brunt of it quietly,
letting it spend itself on her to the last drop of its

accunul ated fal seness; then, without a word, she rose and went

down to her cabin.

M ss Bart's tel egram caught Lawence Sel den at the door of his
hotel; and having read it, he turned back to wait for Dorset. The
message necessarily left large gaps for conjecture; but all that
he had recently heard and seen nade these but too easy to fil

in. On the whole he was surprised; for though he had perceived
that the situation contained all the el enments of an expl osion, he
had often enough, in the range of his personal experience, seen

just such conbi nations subside into harm essness. Still, Dorset's



spasnodi ¢ tenper, and his wi fe's reckl ess disregard of

appear ances, gave the situation a peculiar insecurity; and it was
Il ess fromthe sense of any special relation to the case than from
a purely professional zeal, that Selden resolved to guide the
pair to safety. Wether, in the present instance, safety for
either lay in repairing so damaged a tie, it was no busi ness of
his to consider: he had only, on general principles, to think of
averting a scandal, and his desire to avert it was increased by
his fear of its involving Mss Bart. There was nothing specific
in this apprehension; he nerely wished to spare her the
enbarrassnent of being ever so renotely connected with the public

washi ng of the Dorset |inen

How exhaustive and unpl easant such a process woul d be, he saw
even nore vividly after his two hours' talk with poor Dorset. If
anything cane out at all, it would be such a vast unpacki ng of
accurul ated noral rags as left him after his visitor had gone,
with the feeling that he nmust fling open the wi ndows and have his
room swept out. But nothing should cone out; and happily for his
side of the case, the dirty rags, however pieced together, could
not, w thout considerable difficulty, be turned into a
honbgeneous grievance. The torn edges did not always fit--there
were missing bits, there were disparities of size and col our, al
of which it was naturally Selden's business to nmake the nost of
in putting themunder his client's eye. But to a nman in Dorset's
nmood the conpl etest denonstration could not carry conviction, and
Sel den saw that for the nonment all he could do was to soothe and
tenporize, to offer synpathy and to counsel prudence. He |et
Dorset depart charged to the brimwith the sense that, til

their next neeting, he nust maintain a strictly nonconmtta

attitude; that, in short, his share in the gane consisted for the



present in |ooking on. Selden knew, however, that he coul d not

| ong keep such violences in equilibrium and he promi sed to neet
Dorset, the next norning, at an hotel in Monte Carlo. Meanwhile
he counted not a little on the reaction of weakness and
self-distrust that, in such natures, follows on every unwonted
expenditure of noral force; and his telegraphic reply to Mss
Bart consisted sinply in the injunction: "Assune that everything

is as usual . "

On this assunption, in fact, the early part of the foll ow ng day
was |ived through. Dorset, as if in obedience to Lily's

i nperative bidding, had actually returned in tine for a late

di nner on the yacht. The repast had been the nost difficult
monent of the day. Dorset was sunk in one of the abysmal silences
whi ch so commonly foll owed on what his wife called his "attacks"
that it was easy, before the servants, to refer it to this cause;
but Bertha herself seened, perversely enough, little disposed to
make use of this obvious nmeans of protection. She sinply left the
brunt of the situation on her husband' s hands, as if too absorbed
in a grievance of her own to suspect that she nmight be the object
of one herself. To Lily this attitude was the nbst om nous,
because the nost perplexing, elenment in the situation. As she
tried to fan the weak flicker of talk, to build up, again and

again, the crunbling structure of "appearances," her own
attention was perpetually distracted by the question: "What on
earth can she be driving at?" There was sonething positively
exasperating in Bertha's attitude of isolated defiance. If only
she woul d have given her friend a hint they mght still have

wor ked toget her successfully; but how could Lily be of use, while
she was thus obstinately shut out from participation? To be of
use was what she honestly wanted; and not for her own sake but

for the Dorsets'. She had not thought of her own situation at

all: she was sinply engrossed in trying to put alittle order in



theirs. But the close of the short dreary evening left her with a
sense of effort hopel essly wasted. She had not tried to see

Dor set al one: she had positively shrunk froma renewal of his
confidences. It was Bertha whose confidence she sought, and who
<p 219> shoul d as eagerly have invited her own; and Bertha, as if
in the infatuation of self-destruction, was actually pushing away

her rescui ng hand.

Lily, going to bed early, had left the couple to thensel ves; and
it seemed part of the general nystery in which she noved that
nore than an hour should el apse before she heard Bertha wal k down
the silent passage and regain her room The norrow, rising on an
apparent continuance of the sane conditions, reveal ed nothing of

what had occurred between the confronted pair. One fact al one

outwardly procl ai ned the change they were all conspiring to

i gnore; and that was the non-appearance of Ned Silverton. No one
referred to it, and this tacit avoi dance of the subject kept it
in the i medi ate foreground of consciousness. But there was

anot her change, perceptible only to Lily; and that was that

Dor set now avoi ded her al nost as pointedly as his w fe. Perhaps
he was repenting his rash outpourings of the previous day;
perhaps only trying, in his clunsy way, to conformto Selden's

counsel to behave "as usual." Such instructions no nore make for
easi ness of attitude than the photographer's behest to "l ook
natural"; and in a creature as unconscious as poor Dorset of the
appearance he habitually presented, the struggle to maintain a

pose was sure to result in queer contortions.

It resulted, at any rate, in throwing Lily strangely on her own
resources. She had | earned, on | eaving her room that Ms. Dorset
was still invisible, and that Dorset had |left the yacht early;

and feeling too restless to remain al one, she too had herself



ferried ashore. Straying toward the Casino, she attached herself
to a group of acquaintances from Nice, with whom she | unched, and
i n whose conpany she was returning to the roons when she

encount ered Sel den crossing the square. She could not, at the
noment, separate herself definitely fromher party, who had
hospitably assuned that she would remain with themtill they took
their departure; but she found tinme for a nonentary pause of
enquiry, to which he pronptly returned: "lI've seen him

again--he's just left ne."

She waited before himanxiously. "Well? what has happened? What

W LL happen?"

"Not hing as yet--and nothing in the future, | think."

"It's over, then? It's settled? You' re sure?"

He smiled. "Gve ne tine. |'mnot sure--but |I'ma good dea
surer." And with that she had to content herself, and hasten on

to the expectant group on the steps.

Sel den had in fact given her the utnost nmeasure of his sureness,
had even stretched it a shade to neet the anxiety in her eyes.
And now, as he turned away, strolling down the hill toward the
station, that anxiety remained with himas the visible
justification of his own. It was not, indeed, anything specific
that he feared: there had been a literal truth in his declaration
that he did not think anything would happen. VWat troubled him
was that, though Dorset's attitude had perceptibly changed, the
change was not clearly to be accounted for. It had certainly not
been produced by Selden's argunents, or by the action of his own
soberer reason. Five minutes' talk sufficed to show that some
alien influence had been at work, and that it had not so nuch

subdued his resentnment as weakened his will, so that he noved



under it in a state of apathy, |ike a dangerous lunatic who has
been drugged. Tenporarily, no doubt, however exerted, it worked
for the general safety: the question was how long it would | ast,
and by what kind of reaction it was likely to be followed. On
these points Selden could gain no light; for he saw that one
effect of the transformation had been to shut himoff fromfree
conmunion with Dorset. The latter, indeed, was still noved by the
irresistible desire to discuss his wong; but, though he revol ved
about it with the same forlorn tenacity, Selden was aware that
somet hing al ways restrained himfromfull expression. H's state
was one to produce first weariness and then inpatience in his
hearer; and when their talk was over, Selden began to feel that
he had done his utnost, and m ght justifiably wash his hands of

t he sequel

It was in this mnd that he had been making his way back to the
station when Mss Bart crossed his path; but though, after his
brief word with her, he kept mechanically on his course, he was
consci ous of a gradual change in his purpose. The change had been
produced by the |l ook in her eyes; and in his eagerness to define
the nature of that ook, he dropped into a seat in the gardens,
and sat broodi ng upon the question. It was natural enough, in all
consci ence, that she should appear anxious: a young wonan

pl aced, in the close intimcy of a yachting-cruise, between a
couple on the verge of disaster, could hardly, aside from her
concern for her friends, be insensible to the awkwardness of her
own position. The worst of it was that, in interpreting Mss
Bart's state of mind, so many alternative readi ngs were possi bl e;
and one of these, in Selden's troubled nmind, took the ugly form
suggested by Ms. Fisher. If the girl was afraid, was she afraid
for herself or for her friends? And to what degree was her dread
of a catastrophe intensified by the sense of being fatally

involved in it? The burden of offence lying manifestly with Ms.



Dorset, this conjecture seemed on the face of it gratuitously
unki nd; but Selden knew that in the nost one-sided matrinonial
quarrel there are generally counter-charges to be brought, and
that they are brought with the greater audacity where the
original grievance is so enphatic. Ms. Fisher had not hesitated
to suggest the likelihood of Dorset's marrying Mss Bart if
"anyt hi ng happened"; and though Ms. Fisher's conclusions were
notoriously rash, she was shrewd enough in reading the signs from
whi ch they were drawn. Dorset had apparently shown marked
interest in the girl, and this interest night be used to crue
advantage in his wife's struggle for rehabilitation. Selden knew
that Bertha would fight to the last round of powder: the rashness
of her conduct was illogically conbined with a cold determ nation
to escape its consequences. She could be as unscrupul ous in
fighting for herself as she was reckless in courting danger, and
what ever cane to her hand at such norments was likely to be used
as a defensive mssile. He did not, as yet, see clearly just what
course she was likely to take, but his perplexity increased his
apprehension, and with it the sense that, before |eaving, he nust
speak again with Mss Bart. Watever her share in the
situation--and he had al ways honestly tried to resist judging her
by her surroundi ngs--however free she might be from any persona
connection with it, she would be better out of the way of a
possi bl e crash; and since she had appealed to himfor help, it

was clearly his business to tell her so.

This decision at |ast brought himto his feet, and carried him
back to the ganbling roons, within whose doors he had seen her

di sappearing; but a prol onged exploration of the crowd

failed to put himon her traces. He saw instead, to his surprise,
Ned Silverton loitering sonewhat ostentatiously about the tables;
and the discovery that this actor in the drama was not only

hovering in the wings, but actually inviting the exposure of the



footlights, though it night have seermed to inply that all peri
was over, served rather to deepen Selden's sense of foreboding.
Charged with this inpression he returned to the square, hoping to
see Mss Bart nove across it, as every one in Monte Carlo seened
inevitably to do at | east a dozen tines a day; but here again he
waited vainly for a glinpse of her, and the conclusion was slowy
forced on himthat she had gone back to the Sabrina. It would be
difficult to follow her there, and still nore difficult, should
he do so, to contrive the opportunity for a private word; and he
had al nost deci ded on the unsatisfactory alternative of witing,
when the ceasel ess di orama of the square suddenly unrolled before

himthe figures of Lord Hubert and Ms. Bry.

Hailing themat once with his question, he learned from Lord
Hubert that M ss Bart had just returned to the Sabrina in
Dorset's conpany; an announcenent so evidently disconcerting to
himthat Ms. Bry, after a glance from her conpani on, which

seenmed to act |like the pressure on a spring, brought forth the

pronpt proposal that he should cone and neet his friends at
di nner that evening--"At Becassin's--a little dinner to the
Duchess," she flashed out before Lord Hubert had tinme to renove

the pressure.

Sel den's sense of the privilege of being included in such conpany
brought himearly in the evening to the door of the restaurant,
where he paused to scan the ranks of diners approachi ng down the
brightly lit terrace. There, while the Brys hovered within over
the last agitating alternatives of the MENU, he kept watch for
the guests fromthe Sabrina, who at length rose on the horizon in
conpany with the Duchess, Lord and Lady Ski ddaw and the Stepneys.
Fromthis group it was easy for himto detach Mss Bart on the

pretext of a nmonent's glance into one of the brilliant shops



along the terrace, and to say to her, while they |ingered
together in the white dazzle of a jeweller's window "I stopped

over to see you--to beg of you to | eave the yacht."

The eyes she turned on himshowed a qui ck gl eam of her forner

fear. "To | eave--? What do you nean? Wat has happened?”

"Not hing. But if anything should, why be in the way of it?"

The glare fromthe jeweller's wi ndow, deepening the pallour of
her face, gave to its delicate lines the sharpness of a tragic
mask. "Nothing will, | amsure; but while there's even a doubt

| eft, how can you think I would | eave Bertha?"

The words rang out on a note of contenpt--was it possibly of
contenpt for hinmself? Well, he was willing to risk its renewal to
the extent of insisting, with an undeni able throb of added
interest: "You have yourself to think of, you know-" to which,
with a strange fall of sadness in her voice, she answered,

meeting his eyes: "If you knew how little difference that nakes!"”

"Ch, well, nothing WLL happen,” he said, nore for his own
reassurance than for hers; and "Nothing, nothing, of course!" she

valiantly assented, as they turned to overtake their conpanions.

In the thronged restaurant, taking their places about Ms. Bry's
illum nated board, their confidence seenmed to gain support from
the fanmiliarity of their surroundings. Here were Dorset and his
wi fe once nore presenting their customary faces to the world, she
engrossed in establishing her relation with an intensely new
gown, he shrinking with dyspeptic dread fromthe nultiplied
solicitations of the MENU The nere fact that they thus showed

t hensel ves together, with the utnost openness the place afforded,

seened to declare beyond a doubt that their differences were



conmposed. How this end had been attained was still nmatter for
wonder, but it was clear that for the nonent Mss Bart rested
confidently in the result; and Selden tried to achi eve the sane
view by telling hinmself that her opportunities for observation

had been anpler than his own.

Meanwhi | e, as the dinner advanced through a | abyrinth of courses,
in which it becane clear that Ms. Bry had occasionally broken
away from Lord Hubert's restraini ng hand, Sel den's genera

wat chf ul ness began to lose itself in a particular study of M ss
Bart. It was one of the days when she was so handsone

that to be handsone was enough, and all the rest--her grace, her
qui ckness, her social felicities--seened the overflow of a

bount eous nature. But what especially struck himwas the way in
whi ch she detached hersel f, by a hundred undefi nabl e shades, from
t he persons who nost abounded in her own style. It was in just
such conpany, the fine flower and conpl ete expression of the
state she aspired to, that the differences came out with specia
poi gnancy, her grace cheapening the other wonen's smartness as
her finely-discrimnated silences nade their chatter dull. The
strain of the last hours had restored to her face the deeper

el oquence which Selden had lately mssed in it, and the bravery
of her words to himstill fluttered in her voice and eyes. Yes,
she was matchl ess--it was the one word for her; and he could give
his admiration the freer play because so little personal feeling
remained init. Hs real detachment from her had taken place, not
at the lurid nmonment of disenchantment, but now, in the sober
after-light of discrimnation, where he saw her definitely

di vided from himby the crudeness of a choice which seened to
deny the very differences he felt in her. It was before himagain
in its conpleteness--the choice in which she was content to rest:
in the stupid costliness of the food and the showy dul ness of the

talk, in the freedom of speech which never arrived at wit and the



freedom of act which never made for romance. The strident setting
of the restaurant, in which their table seened set apart in a
special glare of publicity, and the presence at it of little
Dabham of the "Riviera Notes," enphasized the ideals of a world
wher e conspi cuousness passed for distinction, and the society

col um had becone the roll of fane.

It was as the immortalizer of such occasions that little Dabham
wedged in nodest wat chful ness between two brilliant nei ghbours,
suddenly becane the centre of Selden's scrutiny. How nuch did he
know of what was going on, and how rmuch, for his purpose, was
still worth finding out? His little eyes were |like tentacles
thrown out to catch the floating intimations with which, to

Sel den, the air at noments seened thick; then again it cleared to
its normal enptiness, and he could see nothing in it for the
journalist but leisure to note the el egance of the | adies' gowns.
Ms. Dorset's, in particular, challenged all the wealth

of M. Dabham s vocabulary: it had surprises and subtleties
worthy of what he would have called "the literary style." At
first, as Selden had noticed, it had been al nost too preoccupying
to its wearer; but now she was in full conmmand of it, and was
even produci ng her effects with unwonted freedom Was she not,

i ndeed, too free, too fluent, for perfect natural ness? And was
not Dorset, to whom his gl ance had passed by a natura

transition, too jerkily wavering between the sane extrenes?
Dorset indeed was always jerky; but it seened to Sel den that

toni ght each vibration swng himfarther fromhis centre

The di nner, meanwhile, was noving to its triunphant close, to the
evi dent satisfaction of Ms. Bry, who, throned in apoplectic

maj esty between Lord Skiddaw and Lord Hubert, seened in spirit to
be calling on Ms. Fisher to witness her achievenment. Short of

M's. Fisher her audi ence m ght have been called conplete; for the



restaurant was crowded with persons mainly gathered there for the
pur pose of spectatorship, and accurately posted as to the nanes
and faces of the celebrities they had cone to see. Ms. Bry,
conscious that all her feminine guests came under that heading,
and that each one | ooked her part to admiration, shone on Lily
with all the pent-up gratitude that Ms. Fisher had failed to
deserve. Sel den, catching the glance, wondered what part M ss
Bart had played in organi zing the entertai nment. She did, at

| east, a great deal to adorn it; and as he watched the bright
security with which she bore herself, he smiled to think that he
shoul d have fancied her in need of help. Never had she appeared
nore serenely mistress of the situation than when, at the nonent
of dispersal, detaching herself a little fromthe group about the
table, she turned with a smle and a graceful slant of the

shoul ders to receive her cloak from Dorset.

The di nner had been protracted over M. Bry's exceptional cigars
and a bew I dering array of |liqueurs, and many of the other tables
were enpty; but a sufficient nunber of diners still lingered to
give relief to the |leave-taking of Ms. Bry's distinguished
guests. This cerenpny was drawn out and conplicated by the fact
that it involved, on the part of the Duchess and Lady Ski ddaw,
definite farewells, and pledges of speedy reunion in Paris, where
they were to pause and re<p 226>pl eni sh their wardrobes on the
way to England. The quality of Ms. Bry's hospitality, and of the
ti ps her husband had presunably inparted, lent to the manner of
the English | adies a general effusiveness which shed the rosiest
light over their hostess's future. Inits glow Ms. Dorset and
the Stepneys were also visibly included, and the whol e scene had
touches of intimacy worth their weight in gold to the watchfu

pen of M. Dabham

A gl ance at her watch caused the Duchess to exclaimto her sister



that they had just tine to dash for their train, and the flurry
of this departure over, the Stepneys, who had their notor at the
door, offered to convey the Dorsets and Mss Bart to the quay.
The of fer was accepted, and Ms. Dorset noved away w th her
husband in attendance. Mss Bart had lingered for a | ast word
with Lord Hubert, and Stepney, on whom M. Bry was pressing a
final, and still nore expensive, cigar, called out: "Conme on,

Lily, if you're going back to the yacht."

Lily turned to obey; but as she did so, Ms. Dorset, who had

paused on her way out, noved a few steps back toward the table.

"M ss Bart is not going back to the yacht," she said in a voice

of singular distinctness.

A startled look ran fromeye to eye; Ms. Bry crinsoned to the
verge of congestion, Ms. Stepney slipped nervously behind her
husband, and Sel den, in the general turnoil of his sensations,
was mai nly conscious of a longing to grip Dabham by the coll ar

and fling himout into the street.

Dorset, neanwhile, had stepped back to his wife's side. H s face
was white, and he | ooked about himw th cowed angry eyes.
"Bertha!--Mss Bart . . . this is some nisunderstandi ng

sonme m st ake

"Mss Bart remains here,” his wife rejoined incisively. "And,

thi nk, George, we had better not detain Ms. Stepney any |longer."

Mss Bart, during this brief exchange of words, remained in
adm rabl e erectness, slightly isolated fromthe enbarrassed group
about her. She had paled a little under the shock of the insult,

but the di sconposure of the surrounding faces was not reflected



in her own. The faint disdain of her smile seemed to lift
her hi gh above her antagonist's reach, and it was not till she
had given Ms. Dorset the full nmeasure of the distance between

themthat she turned and extended her hand to her hostess.

"I amjoining the Duchess tonorrow," she explained, "and it

seened easier for ne to remain on shore for the night."

She held firmy to Ms. Bry's wavering eye while she gave this
expl anation, but when it was over Selden saw her send a tentative
gl ance fromone to another of the wonen's faces. She read their
incredulity in their averted | ooks, and in the nute w etchedness
of the men behind them and for a m serable half-second he

t hought she quivered on the brink of failure. Then, turning to
himw th an easy gesture, and the pale bravery of her recovered
smle--"Dear M. Selden," she said, "you promsed to see me to ny

cab.

Qut si de, the sky was gusty and overcast, and as Lily and Sel den
moved toward the deserted gardens bel ow the restaurant, spurts of
warmrain blew fitfully against their faces. The fiction of the
cab had been tacitly abandoned; they wal ked on in silence, her
hand on his arm till the deeper shade of the gardens received

them and pausing beside a bench, he said: "Sit down a nonent."

She dropped to the seat w thout answering, but the electric |anp
at the bend of the path shed a gl eamon the struggling nisery of
her face. Selden sat down beside her, waiting for her to speak
fearful |est any word he chose should touch too roughly on her
wound, and kept also fromfree utterance by the wetched doubt
which had slowy renewed itself within him Wat had brought her

to this pass? What weakness had pl aced her so aboni nably at her



eneny's nmercy? And why shoul d Bertha Dorset have turned into an

eneny at the very nmonent when she so obviously needed the support

of her sex? Even while his nerves raged at the subjection of husbands
to their wives, and at the cruelty of wonen to their kind,

reason obstinately harped on the proverbial relation between

snoke and fire. The nmenory of Ms. Fisher's hints, and the
corroboration of his own inpressions, while they deepened his pity

al so increased his constraint, since, whichever way he sought a free

outlet for synpathy, it was bl ocked by the fear of commtting a blunder

Suddenly it struck himthat his silence nmust seem al nost as
accusatory as that of the nen he had despised for turning from
her; but before he could find the fitting word she had cut him

short with a question.

"Do you know of a quiet hotel? | can send for ny nmaid in the

nor ni ng. "

"An hotel --HERE--that you can go to alone? It's not possible.”

She met this with a pale gleamof her old playful ness. "Wat IS

then? It's too wet to sleep in the gardens.™

"But there nust be sone one---"

"Some one to whom | can go? O course--any nunber--but at TH' S

hour? You see ny change of plan was rather sudden---"

"Good God--if you'd listened to ne!" he cried, venting his

hel pl essness in a burst of anger

She still held himoff with the gentle nockery of her smile. "But

haven't 1?" she rejoined. "You advised ne to | eave the yacht, and



I"'mleaving it."

He saw then, with a pang of self-reproach, that she neant neither
to explain nor to defend herself; that by his niserable silence
he had forfeited all chance of hel ping her, and that the decisive

hour was past.

She had risen, and stood before himin a kind of clouded ngjesty,

i ke sone deposed princess nmoving tranquilly to exile.

"Lily!" he exclained, with a note of despairing appeal; but--"0Oh,
not now," she gently adnoni shed him and then, in all the
sweet ness of her recovered conposure: "Since | nust find shelter

somewhere, and since you're so kindly here to help ne---"

He gathered hinself up at the challenge. "You will do as | tel
you? There's but one thing, then; you must go straight to your

cousi ns, the Stepneys."

"Ch--" broke fromher with a novenent of instinctive resistance;

but he insisted: "Conme--it's late, and you nust appear to have

gone there directly."

He had drawn her hand into his arm but she held himback with a
| ast gesture of protest. "I can't--1 can't--not that--you don't

know Gaven: you nustn't ask ne!"

"I MJST ask you--you rust obey ne," he persisted, though infected

at heart by her own fear.

Her voice sank to a whisper: "And if she refuses?"--but, "Oh,
trust ne--trust ne!" he could only insist in return; and yielding
to his touch, she let himlead her back in silence to the edge of

t he square.



In the cab they continued to remain silent through the brief
drive which carried themto the illum nated portals of the

St epneys' hotel. Here he left her outside, in the darkness of the
rai sed hood, while his nane was sent up to Stepney, and he paced
the showy hall, awaiting the latter's descent. Ten minutes |ater
the two nen passed out together between the gol d-1aced custodians
of the threshold; but in the vestibule Stepney drew up with a

|last flare of reluctance.

"I't's understood, then?" he stipulated nervously, with his hand
on Selden's arm "She | eaves tonorrow by the early train--and ny

wife's asleep, and can't be disturbed."”

The blinds of Ms. Peniston's draw ng-room were drawn down

agai nst the oppressive June sun, and in the sultry twlight the
faces of her assenbled relatives took on a fitting shadow of
bereavenent. They were all there: Van Al stynes, Stepneys and

Mel sons--even a stray Peniston or two, indicating, by a greater
latitude in dress and manner, the fact of remoter relationship
and nore settled hopes. The Peniston side was, in fact, secure in
the know edge that the bulk of M. Peniston's property "went
back”; while the direct connection hung suspended on the di sposa
of his widow s private fortune and on the uncertainty of its
extent. Jack Stepney, in his new character as the richest nephew,
tacitly took the | ead, enphasizing his inportance by the deeper

gl oss of his nourning and the subdued authority of his manner;
while his wife's bored attitude and frivol ous gown procl ai ned the
heiress's disregard of the insignificant interests at stake. Ad
Ned Van Al styne, seated next to her in a coat that nade
affliction dapper, twirled his white nmoustache to conceal the
eager twitch of his lips; and Grace Stepney, red-nosed and

snelling of crape, whispered enptionally to Ms. Herbert Ml son



"I couldn't BEAR to see the N agara anywhere el se!"

A rustle of weeds and quick turning of heads hail ed the opening
of the door, and Lily Bart appeared, tall and noble in her black
dress, with Gerty Farish at her side. The wonen's faces, as she
paused interrogatively on the threshold, were a study in
hesitation. One or two nade faint nmotions of recognition, which
m ght have been subdued either by the solemity of the scene, or
by the doubt as to how far the others nmeant to go; Ms. Jack

St epney gave a carel ess nod, and Grace Stepney, with a sepul chra
gesture, indicated a seat at her side. But Lily, ignoring the
invitation, as well as Jack Stepney's official attenpt to direct
her, noved across the roomw th her snmooth free gait, and seated
herself in a chair which seened to have been purposely pl aced

apart fromthe others

It was the first time that she had faced her fanily since her
return from Europe, two weeks earlier; but if she perceived

any uncertainty in their welcone, it served only to add a tinge
of irony to the usual conposure of her bearing. The shock of

di smay with which, on the dock, she had heard from Gerty Fari sh
of Ms. Peniston's sudden death, had been mitigated, al nost at
once, by the irrepressible thought that now, at |ast, she would
be able to pay her debts. She had | ooked forward wth

consi derabl e uneasi ness to her first encounter with her aunt.
Ms. Peniston had vehenmently opposed her niece's departure with
the Dorsets, and had marked her continued di sapproval by not
witing during Lily's absence. The certainty that she had heard
of the rupture with the Dorsets nmade the prospect of the neeting
nmore form dabl e; and how should Lily have repressed a quick sense
of relief at the thought that, instead of undergoing the

antici pated ordeal, she had only to enter gracefully on a

| ong-assured inheritance? It had been, in the consecrated phrase,



"al ways understood" that Ms. Peniston was to provide handsonely
for her niece; and in the latter's nmind the understandi ng had

| ong since crystallized into fact.

"She gets everything, of course--1 don't see what we're here
for," Ms. Jack Stepney remarked with carel ess | oudness to Ned
Van Al styne; and the latter's deprecating murnur--"Julia was
al ways a just woman"--m ght have been interpreted as signifying

ei ther acqui escence or doubt.

"Well, it's only about four hundred thousand,” Ms. Stepney
rejoined with a yawn; and G ace Stepney, in the silence produced
by the | awer's prelimnary cough, was heard to sob out: "They
won't find a towel nissing--1 went over themwi th her the very

day---"

Lily, oppressed by the cl ose atnosphere, and the stifling odour

of fresh nourning, felt her attention straying as Ms. Peniston's

| awyer, solemly erect behind the Buhl table at the end of the

room began to rattle through the preanble of the will.

"It's like being in church," she reflected, wondering vaguely
where Gmen Stepney had got such an awful hat. Then she noticed
how st out Jack had grown--he woul d soon be al nost as plethoric as
Herbert Mel son, who sat a few feet off, breathing puffily as he

| eaned hi s bl ack-gl oved hands on his stick

"I wonder why rich people always grow fat--1 suppose it's because
there's nothing to worry them |If | inherit, I shall have to be
careful of ny figure," she nused, while the | awer droned on
through a I abyrinth of |egacies. The servants cane first, then a
few charitable institutions, then several renoter Ml sons and

St epneys, who stirred consciously as their nanes rang out, and



then subsided into a state of inpassiveness befitting the
solemmity of the occasion. Ned Van Al styne, Jack Stepney, and a
cousin or two followed, each coupled with the nmention of a few
thousands: Lily wondered that G ace Stepney was not anong them
Then she heard her own name--"to ny niece Lily Bart ten thousand

dollars--" and after that the | awer again lost hinself in a coi
of unintelligible periods, fromwhich the concluding phrase
flashed out with startling distinctness: "and the residue of ny

estate to ny dear cousin and nanme-sake, Grace Julia Stepney."

There was a subdued gasp of surprise, a rapid turning of heads,
and a surging of sable figures toward the corner in which Mss
St epney wail ed out her sense of unworthiness through the crunpl ed

bal |l of a bl ack-edged handkerchi ef.

Lily stood apart fromthe general novenent, feeling herself for
the first time utterly alone. No one | ooked at her, no one seened
aware of her presence; she was probing the very depths of

i nsignificance. And under her sense of the collective

i ndi fference cane the acuter pang of hopes deceived.

Di si nherited--she had been disinherited--and for G ace Stepney!
She net Gerty's |lanmentable eyes, fixed on her in a despairing
effort at consol ation, and the | ook brought her to herself. There
was sonething to be done before she left the house: to be done
with all the nobility she knew how to put into such gestures. She
advanced to the group about M ss Stepney, and hol di ng out her

hand said sinply: "Dear Grace, | amso glad."

The other |adies had fallen back at her approach, and a space
created itself about her. It wi dened as she turned to go, and no
one advanced to fill it up. She paused a nonent, gl ancing about
her, calmy taking the neasure of her situation. She heard sone

one ask a question about the date of the will; she caught a



fragment of the |lawyer's answer--sonething about a sudden
sumons, and an "earlier instru<p 233>nent." Then the tide of

di spersal began to drift past her; Ms. Jack Stepney and Ms.
Her bert Mel son stood on the doorstep awaiting their notor; a
sympat hi zi ng group escorted Gace Stepney to the cab it was felt
to be fitting she should take, though she lived but a street or
two away; and Mss Bart and Gerty found thensel ves al nbst al one
in the purple drawi ng-room which nore than ever, in its stuffy
di mess, resenbled a well-kept famly vault, in which the |ast

corpse had just been decently deposited.

In Gerty Farish's sitting-room whither a hansom had carried the
two friends, Lily dropped into a chair with a faint sound of

| aughter: it struck her as a hunorous coincidence that her aunt's
| egacy should so nearly represent the anmount of her debt to
Trenor. The need of discharging that debt had reasserted itself
with increased urgency since her return to America, and she spoke
her first thought in saying to the anxiously hovering Gerty: "I

wonder when the | egacies will be paid."

But M ss Farish could not pause over the |egacies; she broke into
a larger indignation. "COh, Lily, it's unjust; it's cruel--Gace

St epney must FEEL she has no right to all that noney!"

"Any one who knew how to please Aunt Julia has a right to her

money," M ss Bart rejoined philosophically.

"But she was devoted to you--she led every one to think--" Gerty
checked herself in evident enbarrassment, and Mss Bart turned to
her with a direct |ook. "Gerty, be honest: this will was made

only six weeks ago. She had heard of ny break with the Dorsets?"



"Every one heard, of course, that there had been sone

di sagr eenent - - some m sunder st andi ng---"

"Did she hear that Bertha turned ne off the yacht?"

"Lilyr"

"That was what happened, you know. She said | was trying to marry
George Dorset. She did it to make himthink she was jeal ous.

Isn't that what she told Gaen Stepney?”

"l don't know-I don't listen to such horrors."”

"I MJST listen to them-I nust know where | stand." She paused,
and agai n sounded a faint note of derision. "Did you

noti ce the wonen? They were afraid to snub me while they thought
I was going to get the noney--afterward they scuttled off as if I

had the plague." Gerty renained silent, and she continued: "I
stayed on to see what woul d happen. They took their cue from Gaen
St epney and Lulu Melson--1 saw them watching to see what Gaen

woul d do.--Gerty, | nust know just what is being said of ne."

"I tell youl don't listen---"

"One hears such things without listening." She rose and |aid her
resol ute hands on Mss Farish's shoulders. "Gerty, are people

going to cut nme?"

"Your FRIENDS, Lily--how can you think it?"

"Who are one's friends at such a tine? Wi, but you, you poor
trustful darling? And heaven knows what YQU suspect ne of!" She

ki ssed Gerty with a whinsical murnur. "You'd never let it make



any difference--but then you're fond of crinnals, Gerty! How
about the irreclainmable ones, though? For |'m absolutely

i mpeni tent, you know. "

She drew herself up to the full height of her slender nmjesty,
towering |ike sone dark angel of defiance above the troubled
Gerty, who could only falter out: "Lily, Lily--how can you | augh

about such things?"

"So as not to weep, perhaps. But no--1'mnot of the tearfu

order. | discovered early that crying nakes ny nose red, and the
know edge has hel ped nme through several painful episodes." She
took a restless turn about the room and then, reseating herself,
lifted the bright nockery of her eyes to Gerty's anxious

count enance.

"I shouldn't have minded, you know, if |I'd got the nobney--" and
at Mss Farish's protesting "Ch!" she repeated calmy: "Not a
straw, ny dear; for, in the first place, they wouldn't have quite
dared to ignore nme; and if they had, it wouldn't have nattered,
because | shoul d have been independent of them But now-!" The
irony faded from her eyes, and she bent a clouded face upon her

friend.

"How can you talk so, Lily? O course the noney ought to have
been yours, but after all that makes no difference. The inportant

thing---" Gerty paused, and then continued firmy: "The inportant
thing is that you should clear yourself--should tell your friends

the whole truth."

"The whole truth?" Mss Bart |aughed. "Wat is truth? Were a
worman is concerned, it's the story that's easiest to believe. In
this case it's a great deal easier to believe Bertha Dorset's

story than m ne, because she has a big house and an opera box,



and it's convenient to be on good terns with her."

Mss Farish still fixed her with an anxi ous gaze. "But what IS

your story, Lily? | don't believe any one knows it yet."

"My story?--1 don't believe I knowit nyself. You see | never
t hought of preparing a version in advance as Bertha did--and if |

had, | don't think | should take the trouble to use it now "

But Gerty continued with her quiet reasonableness: "I don't want
a version prepared in advance--but | want you to tell me exactly

what happened fromthe begi nning."

"Fromthe beginning?" Mss Bart gently nmimcked her. "Dear Gerty,

how little imaginati on you good peopl e have! Wy, the beginning

was in ny cradle, | suppose--in the way | was brought up, and the
things | was taught to care for. O no--1 won't blanme anybody for
nmy faults: I'Il say it was in ny blood, that | got it from sone

wi cked pl easure-| oving ancestress, who reacted against the honely
virtues of New Amsterdam and wanted to be back at the court of
the Charleses!"™ And as Mss Farish continued to press her with
troubl ed eyes, she went on inpatiently: "You asked me just now
for the truth--well, the truth about any girl is that once she's
tal ked about she's done for; and the nore she explains her case
the worse it |ooks.--My good Gerty, you don't happen to have a

cigarette about you?"

In her stuffy roomat the hotel to which she had gone on | andi ng,
Lily Bart that evening reviewed her situation. It was the |ast
week in June, and none of her friends were in town. The few

relatives who had stayed on, or returned, for the reading of Ms.



Peniston's will, had taken flight again that afternoon to Newport
or Long Island; and not one of them had nmade any proffer of
hospitality to Lily. For the first time in her life she found
herself utterly alone except for Gerty Farish. Even at the actua
nmoment of her break with the Dorsets she had not had so keen a
sense of its consequences, for the Duchess of Beltshire,

hearing of the catastrophe from Lord Hubert, had instantly

of fered her protection, and under her sheltering wing Lily had
made an al nost triunphant progress to London. There she had been
sorely tenpted to linger on in a society which asked of her only
to amuse and charmit, w thout enquiring too curiously how she
had acquired her gift for doing so; but Selden, before they
parted, had pressed on her the urgent need of returning at once
to her aunt, and Lord Hubert, when he presently reappeared in
London, abounded in the sane counsel. Lily did not need to be
told that the Duchess's chanpi onship was not the best road to
social rehabilitation, and as she was besides aware that her
nobl e defender m ght at any nonent drop her in favour of a new
PROTEGEE, she reluctantly decided to return to America. But she
had not been ten nminutes on her native shore before she realized
that she had delayed too long to regain it. The Dorsets, the

St epneys, the Brys--all the actors and witnesses in the mserable
drama- - had preceded her with their version of the case; and, even
had she seen the | east chance of gaining a hearing for her own,
sonme obscure disdain and reluctance woul d have restrained her

She knew it was not by expl anations and counter-charges that she
could ever hope to recover her |ost standing; but even had she
felt the least trust in their efficacy, she would still have been
hel d back by the feeling which had kept her from defending
herself to Gerty Farish--a feeling that was half pride and half
humi liati on. For though she knew she had been ruthlessly
sacrificed to Bertha Dorset's determination to win back her

husband, and though her own relation to Dorset had been that of



the nmerest good-fellowship, yet she had been perfectly aware from
the outset that her part in the affair was, as Carry Fisher
brutally put it, to distract Dorset's attention fromhis wife
That was what she was "there for": it was the price she had
chosen to pay for three nmonths of luxury and freedom from care.
Her habit of resolutely facing the facts, in her rare nonents of

i ntrospection, did not now allow her to put any fal se gl oss on
the situation. She had suffered for the very faithfulness with

whi ch she had carried out her part of the tacit conpact, but the
part was not a handsome one at best, and she saw it now in al

the ugliness of failure.

She saw, too, in the sane unconpromising light, the train of
consequences resulting fromthat failure; and these becane
clearer to her with every day of her weary lingering in town. She
stayed on partly for the confort of Gerty Farish's nearness, and
partly for lack of knowi ng where to go. She understood well
enough the nature of the task before her. She nust set out to
regain, little by little, the position she had lost; and the
first step in the tedious task was to find out, as soon as
possi bl e, on how many of her friends she could count. Her hopes
were mainly centred on Ms. Trenor, who had treasures of
easy-goi ng tol erance for those who were amusing or useful to her
and in the noisy rush of whose existence the still small voice of
detraction was slow to make itself heard. But Judy, though she
must have been apprised of Mss Bart's return, had not even
recogni zed it by the fornmal note of condol ence which her friend' s
ber eavenent demanded. Any advance on Lily's side night have been
perilous: there was nothing to do but to trust to the happy
chance of an accidental neeting, and Lily knew that, even so |ate
in the season, there was always a hope of running across her

friends in their frequent passages through town.



To this end she assiduously showed herself at the restaurants
they frequented, where, attended by the troubled Gerty, she

I unched | uxuriously, as she said, on her expectations.

"My dear Gerty, you wouldn't have ne let the head-waiter see that
I'"ve nothing to live on but Aunt Julia's |egacy? Think of G ace
St epney's satisfaction if she came in and found us |unching on
cold mutton and tea! What sweet shall we have today, dear--COUPE

JACQUES or PECHES A LA MELBA?"

She dropped the MENU abruptly, with a quick hei ghtening of

colour, and Gerty, follow ng her glance, was aware of the
advance, froman inner room of a party headed by Ms. Trenor and
Carry Fisher. It was inpossible for these |ladies and their
compani ons- - anong whom Lily had at once di stingui shed both Trenor
and Rosedal e--not to pass, in going out, the table at which the
two girls were seated; and Gerty's sense of the fact betrayed
itself in the hel pless trepidation of her manner. M ss Bart, on
the contrary, borne forward on the wave of her buoyant grace, and
nei ther shrinking fromher friends nor appearing to lie in wait
for them gave to the encounter the touch of natural ness

whi ch she could inpart to the nobst strained situations. Such
enbarrassment as was shown was on Ms. Trenor's side, and

mani fested itself in the nmingling of exaggerated warnth with

i mpercepti ble reservations. Her loudly affirmed pleasure at
seeing Mss Bart took the formof a nebul ous generalization

whi ch included neither enquiries as to her future nor the
expression of a definite wish to see her again. Lily, well-versed
in the | anguage of these om ssions, knew that they were equally
intelligible to the other nmenbers of the party: even Rosedal e,
flushed as he was with the inportance of keeping such conpany, at
once took the tenperature of Ms. Trenor's cordiality, and

reflected it in his off-hand greeting of Mss Bart. Trenor, red



and unconfortabl e, had cut short his salutations on the pretext
of a word to say to the head-waiter; and the rest of the group

soon nelted away in Ms. Trenor's wake.

It was over in a noment--the waiter, MENU in hand, still hung on
the result of the choice between COUPE JACQUES and PECHES A LA
MELBA--but M ss Bart, in the interval, had taken the nmeasure of
her fate. Were Judy Trenor led, all the world would follow and
Lily had the dooned sense of the castaway who has signalled in

vain to fleeing sails.

In a flash she remenbered Ms. Trenor's conplaints of Carry

Fi sher's rapacity, and saw that they denoted an unexpected

acquai ntance with her husband's private affairs. In the |arge
tumul tuous disorder of the life at Bellonont, where no one seened
to have tinme to observe any one else, and private ainms and
personal interests were swept al ong unheeded in the rush of
collective activities, Lily had fancied herself sheltered from

i nconveni ent scrutiny; but if Judy knew when Ms. Fisher borrowed
money of her husband, was she likely to ignore the sane
transaction on Lily's part? If she was careless of his affections
she was plainly jealous of his pocket; and in that fact Lily read
the explanation of her rebuff. The i mediate result of these
concl usi ons was the passionate resolve to pay back her debt to
Trenor. That obligation discharged, she would have but a thousand
dollars of Ms. Peniston's |egacy left, and nothing to live on
but her own small inconme, which was considerably |less than Gerty
Farish's wetched pittance; but this consideration gave way to
the inperative claimof her wounded pride. She nust be

quits with the Trenors first; after that she woul d take thought

for the future.

In her ignorance of |egal procrastinations she had supposed that



her | egacy would be paid over within a few days of the reading of
her aunt's will; and after an interval of anxious suspense, she
wote to enquire the cause of the delay. There was anot her
interval before Ms. Peniston's |awer, who was al so one of the
executors, replied to the effect that, sone questions having
arisen relative to the interpretation of the will, he and his
associates mght not be in a position to pay the | egacies till
the close of the twelvenonth legally allotted for their
settlenent. Bew |l dered and indignant, Lily resolved to try the

ef fect of a personal appeal; but she returned from her expedition
with a sense of the powerl essness of beauty and charm agai nst the
unfeeling processes of the law. It seened intolerable to live on
for another year under the weight of her debt; and in her
extremity she decided to turn to Mss Stepney, who still |ingered
in town, inmrersed in the delectable duty of "going over" her
benefactress's effects. It was bitter enough for Lily to ask a
favour of Grace Stepney, but the alternative was bitterer still;
and one norning she presented herself at Ms. Peniston's, where
Grace, for the facilitation of her pious task, had taken up a

provi si onal abode.

The strangeness of entering as a suppliant the house where she
had so | ong comanded, increased Lily's desire to shorten the
ordeal ; and when M ss Stepney entered the darkened draw ng-room
rustling with the best quality of crape, her visitor went
straight to the point: would she be willing to advance the anount

of the expected | egacy?

Grace, in reply, wept and wondered at the request, benpaned the
i nexor abl eness of the law, and was astonished that Lily had not
realized the exact simlarity of their positions. Did she think
that only the paynment of the | egaci es had been del ayed? Wy, Mss

St epney herself had not received a penny of her inheritance, and



was paying rent--yes, actually!--for the privilege of living in a
house that belonged to her. She was sure it was not what poor
dear cousin Julia would have w shed--she had told the executors
so to their faces; but they were inaccessible to reason, and
there was nothing to do but to wait. Let Lily take exanple by
her, and be patient--let them both remenber how

beautifully patient cousin Julia had al ways been

Lily nade a novenent which showed her inperfect assimlation of
this exanple. "But you will have everything, Gace--it would be

easy for you to borrowten tinmes the anount | am asking for."

"Borrow-easy for me to borrow?" G ace Stepney rose up before her
in sable wath. "Do you inmagine for a nonment that | would raise
money on ny expectations fromcousin Julia, when |I know so wel |
her unspeakabl e horror of every transaction of the sort? Wy,

Lily, if you nust know the truth, it was the idea of your being

in debt that brought on her illness--you renenber she had a
slight attack before you sailed. GCh, | don't know the
particul ars, of course--1 don't WANT to know them-but there were

rumours about your affairs that nmade her nost unhappy--no one
could be with her without seeing that. | can't help it if you are
of fended by ny telling you this now-if |I can do anything to nake
you realize the folly of your course, and how deeply SHE

di sapproved of it, | shall feel it is the truest way of naking up

to you for her |oss.

It seemed to Lily, as Ms. Peniston's door closed on her, that
she was taking a final |eave of her old |life. The future
stretched before her dull and bare as the deserted | ength of
Fifth Avenue, and opportunities showed as neagrely as the few
cabs trailing in quest of fares that did not come. The

compl et eness of the anal ogy was, however, disturbed as she



reached the sidewal k by the rapid approach of a hansom which

pull ed up at sight of her.

From beneath its |uggage-1laden top, she caught the wave of a
signal ling hand; and the next nonent Ms. Fisher, springing to

the street, had folded her in a denonstrative enbrace

"My dear, you don't nmean to say you're still in town? Wen | saw
you the other day at Sherry's | didn't have time to ask---" She
broke of f, and added with a burst of frankness: "The truth is

was HORRID, Lily, and |I've wanted to tell you so ever since."

"Ch---" Mss Bart protested, draw ng back from her penitent

clasp; but Ms. Fisher went on with her usual directness: "Look
here, Lily, don't let's beat about the bush: half the trouble in
life is caused by pretending there isn't any. That's not ny way,
and | can only say |'mthoroughly ashaned of nyself for follow ng
the other wonmen's lead. But we'll talk of that by and bye--tel

me now where you're staying and what your plans are. | don't
suppose you're keeping house in there with Grace Stepney,

eh?--and it struck ne you mght be rather at |oose ends."

In Lily's present nood there was no resisting the honest
friendliness of this appeal, and she said with a smle: "I amat

| oose ends for the nmoment, but Gerty Farish is still in town, and
she's good enough to let me be with her whenever she can spare

the tine."

Ms. Fisher made a slight grimace. "Hm-that's a tenperate joy.
Oh, | know-Gerty's a trunp, and worth all the rest of us put
together; but A LA LONGUE you're used to a little higher
seasoning, aren't you, dear? And besides, | suppose she'll be off
herself before long--the first of August, you say? Well,

| ook here, you can't spend your summer in town; we'll talk of



that later too. But meanwhile, what do you say to putting a few
things in a trunk and com ng down with nme to the Sam Gorners

t oni ght ?"

And as Lily stared at the breathl ess suddenness of the
suggestion, she continued with her easy |augh: "You don't know
them and they don't know you; but that don't nake a rap of

di fference. They've taken the Van Al styne place at Roslyn, and
|'ve got CARTE BLANCHE to bring ny friends down there--the nore
the merrier. They do things awfully well, and there's to be

rather a jolly party there this week---" she broke off, checked
by an undefinable change in Mss Bart's expression. "Ch, | don't
mean YOUR particul ar set, you know rather a different crowd, but
very good fun. The fact is, the Gornmers have struck out on a |line
of their own: what they want is to have a good tinme, and to have
it intheir owm way. They gave the other thing a few nonths
trial, under ny distinguished auspices, and they were really
doing extrenely well--getting on a good deal faster than the
Brys, just because they didn't care as nuch--but suddenly they
deci ded that the whol e business bored them and that what they
wanted was a crowd they could really feel at honme with. Rather
original of them don't you think so? Mattie Corner HAS got
aspirations still; wonen always have; but she's awfully
easy-goi ng, and Sam won't be bothered, and they both |like to be
the nmost inportant people in sight, so they've started a sort of
conti nuous perfornmance of their own, a kind of social Coney

I sl and, where everybody is wel come who can nmake noi se enough and
doesn't put on airs. | think it's awfully good fun nyself--sone
of the artistic set, you know, any pretty actress that's going,
and so on. This week, for instance, they have Audrey Anstell, who
made such a hit last spring in 'The Wnning of Wnny'; and Paul
Mor peth--he's painting Mattie Gornmer--and the Dick Bel lingers,

and Kate Corby--well, every one you can think of who's jolly and



makes a row. Now don't stand there with your nose in the air, ny
dear--it will be a good deal better than a broiling Sunday in
town, and you'll find clever people as well as noisy
ones- - Morpeth, who admires Mattie enornously, always brings one

or two of his set."”

Ms. Fisher drew Lily toward the hansomw th friendly authority.
"Junmp in now, there's a dear, and we'll drive round to your hotel
and have your things packed, and then we'll have tea, and the two

mai ds can neet us at the train."

It was a good deal better than a broiling Sunday in town--of

that no doubt renmained to Lily as, reclining in the shade of a

| eaf y verandah, she | ooked seaward across a stretch of greensward
pi cturesquely dotted with groups of ladies in |ace rainent and
men in tennis flannels. The huge Van Al styne house and its
ranbl i ng dependenci es were packed to their fullest capacity with
the Gorners' week-end guests, who now, in the radiance of the
Sunday forenoon, were dispersing thenselves over the grounds in
quest of the various distractions the place afforded:

di stractions ranging fromtennis-courts to shooting-galleries,
frombridge and whi skey within doors to notors and steam | aunches
without. Lily had the odd sense of having been caught up into the
crowmd as carelessly as a passenger is gathered in by an express
train. The bl onde and genial Ms. Gorner night, indeed, have
figured the conductor, calmy assigning seats to the rush of
travellers, while Carry Fisher represented the porter pushing
their bags into place, giving themtheir nunbers for the

di ni ng-car, and warning themwhen their station was at hand. The
train, nmeanwhile, had scarcely slackened speed--life whizzed on
with a deafening' rattle and roar, in which one traveller at

| east found a wel cone refuge fromthe sound of her own thoughts.



The Gornmer MLIEU represented a social out-skirt which Lily had
al ways fastidiously avoided; but it struck her, now that she was
init, as only a flanboyant copy of her own world, a caricature
approximating the real thing as the "society play" approaches the
manners of the draw ng-room The peopl e about her were doing the
same things as the Trenors, the Van Gsburghs and the Dorsets: the
difference lay in a hundred shades of aspect and manner, fromthe
pattern of the nen's waistcoats to the inflexion of the wonen's
voi ces. Everything was pitched in a higher key, and there was
nore of each thing: nore noise, nore colour, nore chanpagne, nore
famliarity--but also greater good-nature, less rivalry, and a

fresher capacity for enjoynent.

Mss Bart's arrival had been wel conmed with an uncritica
friendliness that first irritated her pride and then brought her
to a sharp sense of her own situation--of the place inlife

whi ch, for the noment, she nust accept and make the best of.
These peopl e knew her story--of that her first long talk with
Carry Fisher had left no doubt: she was publicly branded as the
heroi ne of a "queer" episode--but instead of shrinking from her
as her own friends had done, they received her w thout question
into the easy prom scuity of their lives. They swall owed her past
as easily as they did Mss Anstell's, and with no apparent sense
of any difference in the size of the nmouthful: all they asked was
that she should--in her owm way, for they recognized a diversity
of gifts--contribute as nmuch to the general anusement as that
graceful actress, whose talents, when off the stage, were of the
nmost varied order. Lily felt at once that any tendency to be

"stuck-up,” to mark a sense of differences and distinctions,
woul d be fatal to her continuance in the Corner set. To be taken
in on such terms--and into such a world!--was hard enough to the
lingering pride in her; but she realized, with a pang of

self-contenpt, that to be excluded fromit would, after all, be



harder still. For, alnost at once, she had felt the insidious
charm of slipping back into a life where every materi al
difficulty was snmoot hed away. The sudden escape froma stifling
hotel in a dusty deserted city to the space and |luxury of a great
country-house fanned by sea breezes, had produced a state of
noral | assitude agreeabl e enough after the nervous tension and
physi cal disconfort of the past weeks. For the nonment she nust
yield to the refreshnment her senses craved--after that she would
reconsi der her situation, and take counsel with her dignity. Her
enj oynment of her surroundi ngs was, indeed, tinged by the

unpl easant consi deration that she was accepting the hospitality
and courting the approval of people she had di sdai ned under other
conditions. But she was growi ng |l ess sensitive on such points: a
hard gl aze of indifference was fast forming over her delicacies
and susceptibilities, and each concession to expedi ency hardened

the surface a little nore

On the Monday, when the party di sbanded with uproarious adi eux,
the return to town threw into stronger relief the charnms of the
life she was | eaving. The other guests were di s<p 245>persing to
take up the same existence in a different setting: sone at
Newport, some at Bar Harbour, some in the elaborate rusticity of
an Adirondack canp. Even Gerty Farish, who welconed Lily's return
with tender solicitude, would soon be preparing to join the aunt
wi th whom she spent her sumers on Lake George: only Lily herself
remai ned without plan or purpose, stranded in a backwater of the
great current of pleasure. But Carry Fisher, who had insisted on
transporting her to her own house, where she herself was to perch
for a day or two on the way to the Brys' canp, canme to the rescue

with a new suggesti on.

"Look here, Lily--1"I1 tell you what it is: | want you to take ny

place with Mattie Gormer this sumer. They're taking a party out



to Al aska next nmonth in their private car, and Mattie, who is the
| azi est woman alive, wants me to go with them and relieve her of
the bot her of arranging things; but the Brys want ne too--oh

yes, we've nade it up: didn't | tell you?--and, to put it

frankly, though I like the Gormers best, there's nore profit for
me in the Brys. The fact is, they want to try Newport this
sunmer, and if | can make it a success for themthey--well,
they'Il make it a success for me." Ms. Fisher clasped her hands
enthusiastically. "Do you know, Lily, the nore | think of ny idea
the better | like it--quite as nuch for you as for nyself. The
CGormers have both taken a tremendous fancy to you, and the trip
to Alaska is--well--the very thing I should want for you just at

present."”

Mss Bart lifted her eyes with a keen glance. "To take me out of
my friends' way, you nmean?" she said quietly; and Ms. Fisher
responded with a deprecating kiss: "To keep you out of their

sight till they realize how nmuch they niss you."

Mss Bart went with the Gormers to Al aska; and the expedition, if
it did not produce the effect anticipated by her friend, had at

| east the negative advantage of renmoving her fromthe fiery
centre of criticismand discussion. Gerty Farish had opposed the
plan with all the energy of her somewhat inarticul ate nature. She
had even offered to give up her visit to Lake George, and renmain
intown with Mss Bart, if the latter would renounce her journey;
but Lily could disguise her real distaste for this plan under a

sufficiently valid reason

"You dear innocent, don't you see," she protested, "that Carry is

quite right, and that |I nust take Up nmy usual life, and go about



anong peopl e as nmuch as possible? If nmy old friends choose to
believe lies about ne |I shall have to nake new ones, that's all
and you know beggars nustn't be choosers. Not that | don't I|ike
Mattie CGorner--1 DO |ike her: she's kind and honest and

unaf fected; and don't you suppose | feel grateful to her for
maki ng ne wel cone at a tine when, as you' ve yourself seen, ny own

fam |y have unani nously washed their hands of me?"

Gerty shook her head, mutely unconvinced. She felt not only that
Lily was cheapening herself by making use of an intinacy she
woul d never have cultivated fromchoice, but that, in drifting
back now to her fornmer nanner of life, she was forfeiting her

| ast chance of ever escaping fromit. Gerty had but an obscure
conception of what Lily's actual experience had been: but its
consequences had established a lasting hold on her pity since the
menor abl e ni ght when she had of fered up her own secret hope to
her friend' s extremty. To characters like Gerty's such a
sacrifice constitutes a noral claimon the part of the person in
whose behal f it has been made. Having once hel ped Lily, she nust
continue to help her; and hel ping her, nust believe in her
because faith is the main-spring of such natures. But even if
Mss Bart, after her renewed taste of the anmenities of life,
could have returned to the barrenness of a New York August,
mtigated only by poor Gerty's presence, her worldly wi sdom woul d
have counsel |l ed her against such an act of abnegation. She knew
that Carry Fisher was right: that an opportune absence m ght be
the first step toward rehabilitation, and that, at any rate, to
linger on in town out of season was a fatal admi ssion of defeat.
From the Gorners' tunultuous progress across their native
continent, she returned with an altered view of her situation
The renewed habit of |uxury--the daily waking to an assured
absence of care and presence of material ease--gradually blunted

her appreciation of these values, and | eft her nore conscious of



the void they could not fill. Mattie Gormer's undi scrimnating
good-nature, and the slap-dash sociability of her friends, who
treated Lily precisely as they treated each other--all these
characteristic notes of difference began to wear upon her
endurance; and the nore she saw to criticize in her conpanions,
the less justification she found for naking use of them The

Il onging to get back to her forner surroundi ngs hardened to a
fixed idea; but with the strengthening of her purpose cane the

i nevitabl e perception that, to attain it, she nust exact fresh
concessions fromher pride. These, for the nonent, took the

unpl easant formof continuing to cling to her hosts after their
return fromAl aska. Little as she was in the key of their MLIEU
her imrense social facility, her long habit of adapting herself
to others without suffering her owm outline to be blurred, the
skilled mani pul ation of all the polished inplenents of her craft,
had won for her an inportant place in the Gornmer group. If their
resonant hilarity could never be hers, she contributed a note of
easy el egance nore valuable to Mattie Gornmer than the | ouder
passages of the band. Sam Gorner and his special cronies stood
indeed a little in awe of her; but Mattie's foll ow ng, headed by
Paul Morpeth, made her feel that they prized her for the very
qualities they nost conspicuously |lacked. |f Mrpeth, whose
soci al indolence was as great as his artistic activity, had
abandoned hinself to the easy current of the Gorner existence,
where the mnor exactions of politeness were unknown or ignored,
and a man could either break his engagenments, or keep themin a
pai nting-jacket and slippers, he still preserved his sense of

di fferences, and his appreciation of graces he had no tine to
cultivate. During the preparations for the Brys' TABLEAUX he had
been i Mmensely struck by Lily's plastic possibilities--"not the
face: too self-controlled for expression; but the rest of
her--gad, what a nodel she'd nmake!"--and though his abhorrence of

the world in which he had seen her was too great for himto think



of seeking her there, he was fully alive to the privil ege of
having her to look at and listen to while he lounged in Mattie

CGormer' s dishevel |l ed draw ng-room

Lily had thus formed, in the tunult of her surroundings, a little

nucl eus of friendly relations which nitigated the crudeness of

her course in lingering with the Gorners after their return. Nor
was she without pale glinpses of her owm world, especially since
t he breaking-up of the Newport season had set the social current
once nore toward Long Island. Kate Corby, whose tastes

made her as prom scuous as Carry Fisher was rendered by her
necessities, occasionally descended on the Gorners, where, after
a first stare of surprise, she took Lily's presence al nost too
much as a natter of course. Ms. Fisher, too, appearing
frequently in the neighbourhood, drove over to inpart her
experiences and give Lily what she called the latest report from
t he weat her-bureau; and the latter, who had never directly

i nvited her confidence, could yet talk with her nore freely than
with Gerty Farish, in whose presence it was inpossible even to
admt the existence of nmuch that Ms. Fisher conveniently took

for granted.

M's. Fisher, noreover, had no enbarrassing curiosity. She did not
wi sh to probe the inwardness of Lily's situation, but sinply to
view it fromthe outside, and draw her concl usions accordi ngly;
and these conclusions, at the end of a confidential talk, she
sumred up to her friend in the succinct remark: "You nust marry

as soon as you can."

Lily uttered a faint laugh--for once Ms. Fisher |acked
originality. "Do you nmean, like Gerty Farish, to recommend the

unfailing panacea of 'a good man's | ove' ?"



"No--1 don't think either of nmy candi dates woul d answer to that

description," said Ms. Fisher after a pause of reflection

"Either? Are there actually two?"

"Well, perhaps | ought to say one and a half--for the nonent."

M ss Bart received this with increasing anusenent. "Q her things
being equal, | think I should prefer a half-husband: who is he?"

"Don't fly out at nme till you hear ny reasons--George Dorset."

"Ch---" Lily murrmured reproachfully; but Ms. Fisher pressed on
unrebuffed. "Well, why not? They had a few weeks' honeynoon when
they first got back from Europe, but now things are going badly
with them again. Bertha has been behaving nore than ever like a
madwonman, and CGeorge's powers of credulity are very nearly
exhausted. They're at their place here, you know, and | spent

| ast Sunday with them It was a ghastly party--no one el se but
poor Neddy Silverton, who | ooks like a galley-slave (they used to
tal k of ny making that poor boy unhappy!)--and after

| uncheon CGeorge carried ne off on a long walk, and told ne the

end woul d have to cone soon."

M ss Bart nmade an incredul ous gesture. "As far as that goes, the
end will never cone--Bertha will always know how to get hi m back

when she wants him?"

M's. Fisher continued to observe her tentatively. "Not if he has
any one else to turn to! Yes--that's just what it comes to: the
poor creature can't stand alone. And | renenber himsuch a good
fellow, full of life and enthusiasm" She paused, and went on

droppi ng her glance fromLily's: "He wouldn't stay with her ten

mnutes if he KNEW--"



"Knew --?" Mss Bart repeated.

"What YOU must, for instance--with the opportunities you' ve had!

If he had positive proof, I nean---"

Lily interrupted her with a deep blush of displeasure. "Pl ease
|l et us drop the subject, Carry: it's too odious to ne." And to
di vert her conpanion's attention she added, with an attenpt at

Iightness: "And your second candi date? We nust not forget him™

M's. Fisher echoed her |augh. "I wonder if you'll cry out just as

loud if | say--Si m Rosedal e?"

Mss Bart did not cry out: she sat silent, gazing thoughtfully at
her friend. The suggestion, in truth, gave expression to a
possibility which, in the | ast weeks, had nore than once recurred
to her; but after a nonent she said carelessly: "M. Rosedal e
wants a wife who can establish himin the bosomof the Van

Gsburghs and Trenors.”

M's. Fisher caught her up eagerly. "And so YQU could--with his
money! Don't you see how beautifully it would work out for you

bot h?"

"I don't see any way of making himsee it," Lily returned, with a

| augh intended to dism ss the subject.

But inreality it lingered with her long after Ms. Fisher had
taken | eave. She had seen very little of Rosedal e since her
annexation by the Gornmers, for he was still steadily bent on
penetrating to the inner Paradi se fromwhich she was now

excl uded; but once or tw ce, when nothing better offered, he had

turned up for a Sunday, and on these occasions he had left her in



no doubt as to his view of her situation. That he stil

admi red her was, nore than ever, offensively evident; for in the
Gormer circle, where he expanded as in his native elenent, there
were no puzzling conventions to check the full expression of his
approval. But it was in the quality of his adm ration that she
read his shrewd estimate of her case. He enjoyed letting the
Gorners see that he had known "M ss Lily"--she was "M ss Lily" to
hi m now - before they had had the faintest social existence:

enj oyed nore especially inpressing Paul Mrpeth with the distance
to which their intinacy dated back. But he let it be felt that
that intimacy was a nere ripple on the surface of a rushing
social current, the kind of relaxation which a man of |arge

i nterests and mani fold preoccupations pernmits hinmself in his

hours of ease.

The necessity of accepting this view of their past relation, and
of meeting it in the key of pleasantry preval ent anong her new
friends, was deeply humliating to Lily. But she dared | ess than
ever to quarrel with Rosedal e. She suspected that her rejection
rankl ed anong the nost unforgettable of his rebuffs, and the fact
that he knew sonet hing of her wetched transaction with Trenor
and was sure to put the basest construction on it, seened to

pl ace her hopelessly in his power. Yet at Carry Fisher's
suggestion a new hope had stirred in her. Mich as she disliked
Rosedal e, she no | onger absolutely despised him For he was
gradual ly attaining his object inlife, and that, to Lily, was

al ways | ess despicable than to nmiss it. Wth the slow unalterable
persi stency which she had always felt in him he was making his
way through the dense mass of social antagonisns. Already his
weal th, and the nasterly use he had nmade of it, were giving him
an enviable proninence in the world of affairs, and placing Val
Street under obligations which only Fifth Avenue could repay. In

response to these clainms, his nane began to figure on nunicipa



committees and charitabl e boards; he appeared at banquets to

di stingui shed strangers, and his candi dacy at one of the

fashi onabl e cl ubs was di scussed wi th di m ni shing opposition. He
had figured once or twice at the Trenor dinners, and had | earned
to speak with just the right note of disdain of the big Van
Gsburgh crushes; and all he now needed was a w fe whose
affiliations would shorten the | ast tedious steps of his ascent.
It was with that object that, a year earlier, he had fixed

his affections on Mss Bart; but in the interval he had

mount ed nearer to the goal, while she had | ost the power to
abbreviate the remaining steps of the way. All this she saw with
the clearness of vision that came to her in nonents of
despondency. It was success that dazzl ed her--she could

di stinguish facts plainly enough in the twilight of failure. And
the twilight, as she now sought to pierce it, was gradually
lighted by a faint spark of reassurance. Under the utilitarian
nmoti ve of Rosedal e's wooing she had felt, clearly enough, the
heat of personal inclination. She would not have detested him so
heartily had she not known that he dared to admire her. What,
then, if the passion persisted, though the other notive had
ceased to sustain it? She had never even tried to please him-he
had been drawn to her in spite of her nmanifest disdain. Wiat if
she now chose to exert the power which, even in its passive
state, he had felt so strongly? What if she made himmarry her

for |l ove, now that he had no other reason for marrying her?

As becane persons of their rising consequence, the Gornmers were
engaged in building a country-house on Long Island; and it was a
part of Mss Bart's duty to attend her hostess on frequent visits
of inspection to the new estate. There, while Ms. Gorner plunged
into problens of lighting and sanitation, Lily had leisure to
wander, in the bright autum air, along the tree-fringed bay to

which the land declined. Little as she was addicted to solitude,



there had cone to be nonents when it seened a wel cone escape from
the enpty noises of her life. She was weary of being swept
passively along a current of pleasure and business in which she
had no share; weary of seeing other people pursue anusenent and
squander noney, while she felt herself of no nore account anong

them than an expensive toy in the hands of a spoiled child.

It was in this frane of mind that, striking back fromthe shore
one norning into the windings of an unfam liar |ane, she cane
suddenly upon the figure of George Dorset. The Dorset place was
in the i medi at e nei ghbour hood of the Gorners' new y-acquired
estate, and in her notor-flights thither with Ms. Gormer, Lily
had caught one or two passing glinpses of the couple; but they
noved in so different an orbit that she had not considered the

possibility of a direct encounter

Dorset, swi nging along with bent head, in noody abstraction, did
not see Mss Bart till he was close upon her; but the sight,
instead of bringing himto a halt, as she had hal f-expected, sent
himtoward her with an eagerness which found expression in his

openi ng wor ds.

"Mss Bart!--You'll shake hands, won't you? |'ve been hoping to
meet you--1 should have witten to you if 1'd dared." H s face,

with its tossed red hair and straggling noustache, had a driven
uneasy | ook, as though life had becone an unceasing race between

hi nsel f and the thoughts at his heels.

The | ook drew a word of conpassionate greeting fromLily, and he
pressed on, as if encouraged by her tone: "I wanted to
apol ogi ze--to ask you to forgive me for the miserable part |

pl ayed---"

She checked himwith a quick gesture. "Don't let us speak of it:



I was very sorry for you," she said, with a tinge of disdain

whi ch, as she instantly perceived, was not |ost on him

He flushed to his haggard eyes, flushed so cruelly that she
repented the thrust. "You mght well be; you don't know -you nust

let me explain. | was deceived: abom nably deceived---"

"I amstill nore sorry for you, then," she interposed, wthout
irony; "but you nmust see that | amnot exactly the person with

whom t he subj ect can be discussed.”

He met this with a | ook of genuine wonder. "Way not? Isn't it to

you, of all people, that | owe an expl anation---"

"No explanation is necessary: the situation was perfectly clear

to ne."

"Ah---" he murnured, his head drooping again, and his irresolute
hand switching at the underbrush along the lane. But as Lily nade
a nmovenent to pass on, he broke out with fresh vehenence: "M ss
Bart, for God's sake don't turn frommnme! W used to be good
friends--you were always kind to ne--and you don't know how

need a friend now "

The | ament abl e weakness of the words roused a nmotion of pity in
Lily's breast. She too needed friends--she had tasted the pang of
| onel i ness; and her resentnment of Bertha Dorset's cruelty
softened her heart to the poor wetch who was after all the chief

of Bertha's victins.

"I still wish to be kind; | feel noill-will toward you," she
sai d. "But you nmust understand that after what has happened we

can't be friends again--we can't see each other."



"Ah, you ARE kind--you're nerciful--you al ways were!" He fixed
his m serable gaze on her. "But why can't we be friends--why not,
when |'ve repented in dust and ashes? Isn't it hard that you
shoul d condemm me to suffer for the fal seness, the treachery of
others? | was puni shed enough at the tine--is there to be no

respite for ne?"

"I shoul d have thought you had found conplete respite in the
reconciliation which was effected at ny expense,” Lily began

with renewed inpatience; but he broke in inploringly: "Don't put
it in that way--when that's been the worst of ny

puni shrent. My God! what could | do--wasn't | powerless? You were
singled out as a sacrifice: any word | night have said woul d have

been turned agai nst you---"

"I have told you | don't blame you; all | ask you to understand
is that, after the use Bertha chose to make of me--after all that
her behavi our has since inplied--it's inpossible that you and

shoul d neet."

He continued to stand before her, in his dogged weakness. "Is
it--need it be? Mghtn't there be circunstances---?" he checked
hi nsel f, slashing at the waysi de weeds in a w der radius. Then he
began again: "M ss Bart, listen--give ne a minute. If we're not
to neet again, at least |let me have a hearing now. You say we
can't be friends after--after what has happened. But can't | at

| east appeal to your pity? Can't | nove you if | ask you to think

of me as a prisoner--a prisoner you al one can set free?"

Lily's inmard start betrayed itself in a quick blush: was it
possible that this was really the sense of Carry Fisher's

adunbr ati ons?



"I can't see how | can possibly be of any help to you," she
mur mur ed, drawi ng back a little fromthe nounting excitenent of

hi s | ook.

Her tone seemed to sober him as it had so often done in his
storm est nonments. The stubborn lines of his face relaxed, and he
said, with an abrupt drop to docility: "You WOULD see, if you'd
be as nerciful as you used to be: and heaven knows |'ve never

needed it nore!"

She paused a nmonent, nmoved in spite of herself by this reninder
of her influence over him Her fibres had been softened by
suffering, and the sudden glinpse into his nocked and broken life

di sarmed her contenpt for his weakness.

"I amvery sorry for you--1 would help you willingly; but you

must have other friends, other advisers."

"I never had a friend |like you," he answered sinply. "And
besi des--can't you see?--you're the only person"--his voice

dropped to a whisper--"the only person who knows."

Again she felt her col our change; again her heart rose in
precipitate throbs to neet what she felt was comng. He lifted

his eyes to her entreatingly. "You do see, don't you? You

understand? |' m desperate--1'"mat the end of mny tether.
want to be free, and you can free ne. | know you can. You don't
want to keep ne bound fast in hell, do you? You can't want to

take such a vengeance as that. You were always ki nd--your eyes
are kind now. You say you're sorry for nme. Well, it rests with
you to show it; and heaven knows there's nothing to keep you
back. You understand, of course--there wouldn't be a hint of

publicity--not a sound or a syllable to connect you with the



thing. It would never cone to that, you know. all | need is to be
able to say definitely:'l know this--and this--and this'--and the
fight would drop, and the way be cleared, and the whol e

abomi nabl e busi ness swept out of sight in a second."

He spoke pantingly, like a tired runner, with breaks of
exhausti on between his words; and through the breaks she caught,
as through the shifting rents of a fog, great golden vistas of
peace and safety. For there was no mistaking the definite

i ntention behind his vague appeal; she could have filled up the
bl anks wi thout the help of Ms. Fisher's insinuations. Here was a
man who turned to her in the extrenmity of his |oneliness and his
humiliation: if she came to himat such a noment he would be hers
with all the force of his deluded faith. And the power to nake
himso lay in her hand--lay there in a conpl eteness he coul d not
even renotely conjecture. Revenge and rehabilitation m ght be
hers at a stroke--there was sonething dazzling in the

conpl et eness of the opportunity.

She stood silent, gazing away from himdown the autummal stretch
of the deserted | ane. And suddenly fear possessed her--fear of
herself, and of the terrible force of the tenptation. Al her
past weaknesses were |ike so many eager acconplices draw ng her
toward the path their feet had al ready snoot hed. She turned

qui ckly, and held out her hand to Dorset.

"Goodbye--1"msorry; there's nothing in the world that | can do."

"Not hi ng? Ah, don't say that," he cried; "say what's true: that
you abandon ne like the others. You, the only creature who could

have saved ne!"

" Goodbye- - goodbye, " she repeated hurriedly; and as she

moved away she heard himcry out on a last note of entreaty: "At



| east you'll let nme see you once nore?"

Lily, on regaining the Gorner grounds, struck rapidly across the
| awn toward the unfinished house, where she fancied that her

host ess mi ght be specul ating, not too resignedly, on the cause of
her delay; for, |like many unpunctual persons, Ms. GCorner

disliked to be kept waiting.

As M ss Bart reached the avenue, however, she saw a snart phaeton
with a high-stepping pair disappear behind the shrubbery in the
direction of the gate; and on the doorstep stood Ms. Gorner,
with a glow of retrospective pleasure on her open countenance. At
sight of Lily the gl ow deepened to an enbarrassed red, and she
said with a slight laugh: "Did you see ny visitor? Ch, | thought
you cane back by the avenue. It was Ms. CGeorge Dorset--she said

she' d dropped in to make a neighbourly call."

Lily net the announcenent with her usual conposure, though her
experience of Bertha's idiosyncrasies would not have |l ed her to

i nclude the neighbourly instinct anong them and Ms. Gorner,
relieved to see that she gave no sign of surprise, went on with a
deprecating laugh: "OF course what really brought her was
curiosity--she made nme take her all over the house. But no one
coul d have been nicer--no airs, you know, and so good- nat ured:

can quite see why people think her so fascinating.”

This surprising event, coinciding too conpletely with her neeting
with Dorset to be regarded as contingent upon it, had yet

i mediately struck Lily with a vague sense of foreboding. It was
not in Bertha' s habits to be neighbourly, much I ess to nmake

advances to any one outside the inmediate circle of her



affinities. She had al ways consistently ignored the world of
outer aspirants, or had recognized its individual nmenbers only
when pronpted by notives of self-interest; and the very

caprici ousness of her condescensions had, as Lily was aware,

gi ven them special value in the eyes of the persons she

di stinguished. Lily saw this nowin Ms. Gormer's unconceal abl e
conmpl acency, and in the happy irrelevance with which, for the
next day or two, she quoted Bertha's opinions and

specul ated on the origin of her gowmn. All the secret anbitions
which Ms. CGormer's native indolence, and the attitude of her
compani ons, kept in habitual abeyance, were now germ nating
afresh in the gl ow of Bertha's advances; and whatever the cause
of the latter, Lily sawthat, if they were followed up, they were

likely to have a disturbing effect upon her own future.

She had arranged to break the length of her stay with her new
friends by one or two visits to other acquai ntances as recent;
and on her return fromthis sonewhat depressing excursion she was
i medi ately conscious that Ms. Dorset's influence was still in
the air. There had been anot her exchange of visits, a tea at a
country-club, an encounter at a hunt ball; there was even a
runour of an approaching dinner, which Mattie Gorner, with an
unnatural effort at discretion, tried to smuggle out of the

conversation whenever Mss Bart took part init.

The latter had already planned to return to town after a farewell
Sunday with her friends; and, with Gerty Farish's aid, had

di scovered a small private hotel where she m ght establish
herself for the winter. The hotel being on the edge of a

f ashi onabl e nei ghbourhood, the price of the few square feet she
was to occupy was considerably in excess of her neans; but she
found a justification for her dislike of poorer quarters in the

argunent that, at this particular juncture, it was of the utnost



i mportance to keep up a show of prosperity. Inreality, it was

i npossi bl e for her, while she had the means to pay her way for a
week ahead, to lapse into a formof existence like Gerty
Farish's. She had never been so near the brink of insolvency; but
she could at |east manage to neet her weekly hotel bill, and
having settled the heaviest of her previous debts out of the
nmoney she had received from Trenor, she had a still fair nmargin
of credit to go upon. The situation, however, was not agreeable
enough to lull her to conplete unconsciousness of its insecurity.
Her roonms, with their cranped outl ook down a sall ow vista of
brick walls and fire-escapes, her lonely nmeals in the dark
restaurant with its surcharged ceiling and haunting snell of
coffee--all these material disconforts, which were yet to be
accounted as so many privil eges soon to be w thdrawn, kept
constantly before her the disadvantages of her state; and

her mind reverted the nore insistently to Ms. Fisher's counsels.
Beat about the question as she would, she knew the outcone of it
was that she nust try to marry Rosedale; and in this conviction

she was fortified by an unexpected visit from George Dorset.

She found him on the first Sunday after her return to town,
paci ng her narrow sitting-roomto the immnent peril of the few
kni ck- knacks with which she had tried to disguise its plush
exuberances; but the sight of her seenmed to quiet him and he
said nmeekly that he hadn't cone to bother her--that he asked
only to be allowed to sit for half an hour and tal k of anything
she liked. In reality, as she knew, he had but one subject:

hi nsel f and his wetchedness; and it was the need of her synpathy
that had drawn hi m back. But he began with a pretence of
questioning her about herself, and as she replied, she saw that,
for the first tine, a faint realization of her plight penetrated
the dense surface of his self-absorption. Was it possible that

her ol d beast of an aunt had actually cut her off? That she was



living alone like this because there was no one else for her to
go to, and that she really hadn't nore than enough to keep alive
on till the wetched little | egacy was pai d? The fibres of
synpathy were nearly atrophied in him but he was suffering so
intensely that he had a faint glinpse of what other sufferings
m ght mean--and, as she perceived, an al nost sinultaneous
perception of the way in which her particular msfortunes night

serve him

When at length she disnissed him on the pretext that she nust
dress for dinner, he lingered entreatingly on the threshold to
blurt out: "It's been such a confort--do say you'll let ne see

you again--" But to this direct appeal it was inpossible to give
an assent; and she said with friendly decisiveness: "I'm

sorry--but you know why | can't."

He coloured to the eyes, pushed the door shut, and stood before
her enbarrassed but insistent. "I know how you might, if you
woul d--if things were different--and it lies with you to nmake
themso. It's just a word to say, and you put ne out of ny

nmsery!™

Their eyes nmet, and for a second she trenbled again with the
nearness of the tenptation. "You' re nistaken; | know not hing;
saw not hing," she exclained, striving, by sheer force of
reiteration, to build a barrier between herself and her peril;
and as he turned away, groaning out "You sacrifice us both," she
continued to repeat, as if it were a charm "I know

not hi ng- - absol utely not hi ng. "

Lily had seen little of Rosedale since her illumnating talk with

Ms. Fisher, but on the two or three occasions when they had net



she was consci ous of having distinctly advanced in his favour
There could be no doubt that he adnmired her as nmuch as ever, and
she believed it rested with herself to raise his adnmiration to
the point where it should bear down the |ingering counsels of
expedi ency. The task was not an easy one; but neither was it
easy, in her long sleepless nights, to face the thought of what
George Dorset was so clearly ready to offer. Baseness for
baseness, she hated the other |east: there were even nonents when
a marriage with Rosedal e seened the only honourabl e sol ution of
her difficulties. She did not indeed |let her inagination range
beyond the day of plighting: after that everything faded into a
haze of material well-being, in which the personality of her
benef actor remained nercifully vague. She had | earned, in her
long vigils, that there were certain things not good to think of,
certain mdnight inmages that nmust at any cost be exorcised--and

one of these was the inage of herself as Rosedale's wfe

Carry Fisher, on the strength, as she frankly owned, of the Brys
Newport success, had taken for the autumm nonths a small house at
Tuxedo; and thither Lily was bound on the Sunday after Dorset's
visit. Though it was nearly dinner-tine when she arrived, her
hostess was still out, and the firelit quiet of the small silent
house descended on her spirit with a sense of peace and
famliarity. It may be doubted if such an enotion had ever before
been evoked by Carry Fisher's surroundings; but, contrasted to
the world in which Lily had lately lived, there was an air of
repose and stability in the very placing of the furniture, and in
the quiet competence of the parlour-maid who | ed her up to her
room Ms. Fisher's unconventionality was, after all, a nerely
superficial divergence froman inherited social creed, while the
manners of the Gormer circle represented their first attenpt to

fornmul ate such a creed for thensel ves



It was the first time since her return from Europe that Lily had
found herself in a congenial atnosphere, and the stirring of

fam |iar associations had al nost prepared her, as she descended
the stairs before dinner, to enter upon a group of her old
acquai ntances. But this expectation was instantly checked by the
reflection that the friends who remai ned | oyal were precisely
those who would be least willing to expose her to such
encounters; and it was hardly with surprise that she found,

i nstead, M. Rosedal e kneeling donestically on the draw ng-room

hearth before his hostess's little girl.

Rosedal e in the paternal role was hardly a figure to soften Lily;
yet she could not but notice a quality of honely goodness in his
advances to the child. They were not, at any rate, the

premedi tated and perfunctory endearnments of the guest under his
hostess's eye, for he and the little girl had the roomto

t hensel ves; and sonething in his attitude nade himseema sinple
and kindly being conpared to the small critical creature who
endured his homage. Yes, he would be kind--Lily, fromthe
threshold, had time to feel--kind in his gross, unscrupul ous,
rapaci ous way, the way of the predatory creature with his mate.
She had but a nmonment in which to consider whether this glinpse of
the fireside man mtigated her repugnance, or gave it, rather, a
nmore concrete and intimate form for at sight of her he was

i Mmedi ately on his feet again, the florid and dom nant Rosedal e

of Mattie Gorner's draw ng-room

It was no surprise to Lily to find that he had been sel ected as
her only fell ow guest. Though she and her hostess had not net
since the latter's tentative discussion of her future, Lily knew
that the acuteness which enabled Ms. Fisher to lay a safe and

pl easant course through a world of antagonistic forces was not

infrequently exercised for the benefit of her friends. It was, in



fact, characteristic of Carry that, while she actively gl eaned
her own stores fromthe fields of affluence, her real synpathies
were on the other side--with the unlucky, the unpopul ar, the
unsuccessful, with all her hungry fellowtoilers in the shorn

st ubbl e of success.

M's. Fisher's experience guarded her agai nst the m stake of
exposing Lily, for the first evening, to the unmitigated

i mpression of Rosedal e's personality. Kate Corby and two

or three nen dropped in to dinner, and Lily, alive to every
detail of her friend s nmethod, saw that such opportunities as had
been contrived for her were to be deferred till she had, as it
were, gained courage to nake effectual use of them She had a
sense of acquiescing in this plan with the passiveness of a
sufferer resigned to the surgeon's touch; and this feeling of

al rost | ethargi c hel pl essness conti nued when, after the departure

of the guests, Ms. Fisher followed her upstairs.

"May | cone in and snoke a cigarette over your fire? If we talk
in ny roomwe shall disturb the child." Ms. Fisher |ooked about
her with the eye of the solicitous hostess. "I hope you've
managed to neke yourself confortable, dear? Isn't it ajolly
little house? It's such a blessing to have a few quiet weeks with

t he baby.™

Carry, in her rare noments of prosperity, becane so expansively
maternal that M ss Bart sonetinmes wondered whether, if she could
ever get tinme and noney enough, she would not end by devoting

them both to her daughter

It's a well-earned rest: |I'll say that for nyself," she
continued, sinking down with a sigh of content on the pillowed

| ounge near the fire. "Louisa Bry is a stern task-master: | often



used to wi sh nmyself back with the Gorners. Tal k of |ove making
peopl e jeal ous and suspicious--it's nothing to social ambition
Loui sa used to |lie awake at night wondering whether the wonen who
called on us called on ME because | was with her, or on HER
because she was with nme; and she was always laying traps to find
out what | thought. OF course | had to disown ny ol dest friends,
rather than | et her suspect she owed ne the chance of naking a

si ngl e acquai ntance--when, all the while, that was what she had
me there for, and what she wote ne a handsone cheque for when

t he season was over!"

Ms. Fisher was not a wonman who tal ked of herself w thout cause,
and the practice of direct speech, far fromprecluding in her an
occasional resort to circuitous nmethods, served rather, at
crucial nmonents, the purpose of the juggler's chatter while he
shifts the contents of his sleeves. Through the haze of her
cigarette snoke she continued to gaze neditatively at Mss Bart,
who, having dism ssed her maid, sat before the

toil et-tabl e shaki ng out over her shoul ders the | oosened

undul ati ons of her hair.

"Your hair's wonderful, Lily. Thinner--? What does that matter
when it's so light and alive? So nmany wonen's worries seemto go
straight to their hair--but yours |looks as if there had never
been an anxi ous thought under it. | never saw you | ook better
than you did this evening. Mattie Gorner told nme that Morpeth

wanted to paint you--why don't you let hinP"

Mss Bart's inmedi ate answer was to address a critical glance to
the reflection of the countenance under discussion. Then she
said, with a slight touch of irritation: "I don't care to accept

a portrait from Paul Morpeth.”

Ms. Fisher rmused. "N--no. And just now, especially--well, he



can do you after you're married." She waited a nonment, and then
went on: "By the way, | had a visit fromMttie the other day.
She turned up here |last Sunday--and with Bertha Dorset, of all

people in the world!"

She paused again to neasure the effect of this announcenent on
her hearer, but the brush in Mss Bart's |ifted hand mnai nt ai ned

its unwavering stroke from brow to nape.

"I never was nore astonished,” Ms. Fisher pursued. "I don't know
two wonen | ess predestined to intinmacy--from Bertha's standpoint,
that is; for of course poor Mattie thinks it natural enough that
she should be singled out--1've no doubt the rabbit always thinks
it is fascinating the anaconda. Well, you know |I've always told
you that Mattie secretly longed to bore herself with the really
fashi onabl e; and now that the chance has cone, | see that she's

capabl e of sacrificing all her old friends to it."

Lily laid aside her brush and turned a penetrating gl ance upon

her friend. "lIncluding ME?" she suggested.

"Ah, ny dear," murrmured Ms. Fisher, rising to push back a | og

fromthe hearth

"That's what Bertha neans, isn't it?" Mss Bart went on steadily.
"For of course she always neans sonething; and before | |left Long

Island | saw that she was beginning to lay her toils for Mattie."

Ms. Fisher sighed evasively. "She has her fast now, at any rate.
To think of that |oud independence of Mattie's being only

a subtler form of snobbi shness! Bertha can al ready nake her
bel i eve anything she pleases--and |'mafraid she's begun, ny poor

child, by insinuating horrors about you."



Lily flushed under the shadow of her drooping hair. "The world is
too vile," she nmurnmured, averting herself fromMs. Fisher's

anxi ous scrutiny.

"It's not a pretty place; and the only way to keep a footing in
it isto fight it onits own terns--and above all, ny dear, not
al one!" Ms. Fisher gathered up her floating inplications in a
resolute grasp. "You've told me so little that | can only guess
what has been happening; but in the rush we all live in there's
no time to keep on hating any one w thout a cause, and if Bertha
is still nasty enough to want to injure you with other people it
must be because she's still afraid of you. From her standpoint
there's only one reason for being afraid of you; and ny own idea
is that, if you want to punish her, you hold the neans in your
hand. | believe you can marry CGeorge Dorset tonorrow, but if you
don't care for that particular formof retaliation, the only

thing to save you fromBertha is to marry sonebody el se.”

The light projected on the situation by Ms. Fisher had the
cheerl ess distinctness of a winter dawn. It outlined the facts
with a cold precision unnodified by shade or col our, and
refracted, as it were, fromthe blank walls of the surrounding
limtations: she had opened w ndows from which no sky was ever
visible. But the idealist subdued to vul gar necessities nust
enpl oy vulgar mnds to draw the inferences to which he cannot
stoop; and it was easier for Lily to let Ms. Fisher fornulate
her case than to put it plainly to herself. Once confronted with
it, however, she went the full length of its consequences; and
these had never been nore clearly present to her than when, the

next afternoon, she set out for a wal k with Rosedal e.

It was one of those still Novenber days when the air is haunted



with the light of sumer, and sonmething in the lines of the

| andscape, and in the golden haze which bathed them recalled to
M ss Bart the Septenber afternoon when she had clinbed the sl opes
of Bellonont with Selden. The inportunate nmenory was kept before
her by its ironic contrast to her present situation, since her
wal k with Sel den had represented an irresistible flight fromjust
such a clinmax as the present excursion was designed to bring
about. But other nenories inportuned her also; the recollection
of simlar situations, as skillfully led up to, but through sone
mal i ce of fortune, or her own unsteadi ness of purpose, always
failing of the intended result. Well, her purpose was steady
enough now. She saw that the whole weary work of rehabilitation
must begi n again, and against far greater odds, if Bertha Dorset
shoul d succeed in breaking up her friendship with the Gornmers;
and her longing for shelter and security was intensified by the
passionate desire to triunph over Bertha, as only wealth and
predom nance could triunph over her. As the wife of Rosedal e--the
Rosedal e she felt it in her power to create--she would at | east

present an invul nerable front to her eneny.

She had to draw upon this thought, as upon sone fiery stinulant,
to keep up her part in the scene toward whi ch Rosedal e

was too frankly tending. As she wal ked beside him shrinking in
every nerve fromthe way in which his | ook and tone nade free of
her, yet telling herself that this nmonmentary endurance of his
nmood was the price she nust pay for her ultinate power over him
she tried to calcul ate the exact point at which concession nust
turn to resistance, and the price HE woul d have to pay be nade
equally clear to him But his dapper self-confidence seened

i npenetrable to such hints, and she had a sense of sonething hard

and sel f-contai ned behind the superficial warnth of his nmanner.

They had been seated for some tine in the seclusion of a rocky



gl en above the | ake, when she suddenly cut short the cul mi nation
of an inpassioned period by turning upon himthe grave |oveliness

of her gaze.

"I DO believe what you say, M. Rosedale," she said quietly; "and

| amready to marry you whenever you w sh."

Rosedal e, reddening to the roots of his glossy hair, received
this announcenent with a recoil which carried himto his feet,
where he halted before her in an attitude of al nbst conic

di sconfiture.

"For | suppose that is what you do wish," she continued, in the
same qui et tone. "And, though | was unable to consent when you
spoke to ne in this way before, | amready, now that | know you

so much better, to trust ny happiness to your hands."

She spoke with the noble directness which she could command on
such occasions, and which was |ike a |large steady |ight thrown
across the tortuous darkness of the situation. Inits

i nconveni ent brightness Rosedal e seened to waver a nonent, as

t hough consci ous that every avenue of escape was unpl easantly

illum nated

Then he gave a short |augh, and drew out a gold cigarette-case,
in which, with plunp jewelled fingers, he groped for a

gol d-tipped cigarette. Selecting one, he paused to contenplate it
a nmonent before saying: "My dear Mss Lily, I'msorry if there's
been any little mi sapprehensi on between us-but you nade ne fee
my suit was so hopeless that | had really no intention of

renewing it."

Lily's blood tingled with the grossness of the rebuff; but she checked



the first leap of her anger, and said in a tone of gentle dignity:
"I have no one but nyself to blane if | gave you the inpression

that nmy decision was final."

Her word-play was always too quick for him and this reply held
himin puzzled silence while she extended her hand and added,
with the faintest inflection of sadness in her voice: "Before we
bid each ot her goodbye, | want at |east to thank you for having

once thought of nme as you did."

The touch of her hand, the noving softness of her look, thrilled
a vulnerable fibre in Rosedale. It was her exquisite

i naccessi bl eness, the sense of distance she could convey w t hout
a hint of disdain, that nmade it nost difficult for himto give

her up.

"Why do you tal k of saying goodbye? Ain't we going to be good

friends all the same?" he urged, w thout releasing her hand.

She drew it away quietly. "Wat is your idea of being good
friends?" she returned with a slight smle. "Making love to ne
wi t hout asking me to marry you?" Rosedal e | aughed with a

recovered sense of ease

"Well, that's about the size of it, | suppose. | can't help
maki ng | ove to you--1 don't see how any man coul d; but | don't

mean to ask you to marry ne as long as | can keep out of it.

She continued to snmile. "I like your frankness; but | amafraid
our friendship can hardly continue on those terns."” She turned
away, as though to mark that its final termhad in fact been
reached, and he followed her for a few steps with a baffled sense

of her having after all kept the gane in her own hands.



"M ss Lily---" he began inpulsively; but she wal ked on w t hout

seeming to hear him

He overtook her in a few quick strides, and laid an entreating
hand on her arm "Mss Lily--don't hurry away |like that. You're
beastly hard on a fellow, but if you don't mnd speaking the

truth I don't see why you shouldn't allow ne to do the sane.”

She had paused a nonment with raised brows, drawi ng away
instinctively fromhis touch, though she nade no effort to evade

hi s words.

"I was under the inpression,"” she rejoined, "that you had done so

Wi thout waiting for my permssion.”

"Wl | --why shouldn't you hear ny reasons for doing it, then?
We're neither of us such new hands that a little plain speaking
is going to hurt us. I'mall broken up on you: there's nothing
newin that. I"'mnore in love with you than | was this tine |ast
year; but |'ve got to face the fact that the situation is

changed. "

She continued to confront himwith the same air of ironic
composure. "You nmean to say that |I'mnot as desirable a match as

you t hought nme?"

"Yes; that's what | do nean," he answered resolutely. "I won't go
into what's happened. | don't believe the stories about you--I
don't WANT to believe them But they're there, and ny not

believing themain't going to alter the situation."

She flushed to her tenples, but the extremty of her need checked

the retort on her Iip and she continued to face himconposedly.



"If they are not true," she said, "doesn't THAT alter the

si tuati on?"

He met this with a steady gaze of his snall stock-taking eyes,
whi ch nade her feel herself no nore than sonme superfine human
nerchandi se. "I believe it does in novels; but I"'mcertain it
don't in real life. You know that as well as | do: if we're
speaking the truth, let's speak the whole truth. Last year | was
wild to marry you, and you wouldn't look at me: this year--well,
you appear to be willing. Now, what has changed in the interval ?
Your situation, that's all. Then you thought you could do better

now- --"

"You think you can?" broke fromher ironically.

"Why, yes, | do: in one way, that is." He stood before her, his
hands in his pockets, his chest sturdily expanded under its vivid
wai stcoat. "It's this way, you see: |'ve had a pretty steady
grind of it these last years, working up ny social position
Think it's funny |I should say that? Wiy should | nind saying
want to get into society? A man ain't ashaned to say he wants to
own a racing stable or a picture gallery. Wll, a taste for
society's just another kind of hobby. Perhaps | want to get even
with some of the people who col d-shoul dered ne | ast year--put it
that way if it sounds better. Anyhow, | want to have the run of
the best houses; and I'mgetting it too, little by little. But |
know t he qui ckest way to queer yourself with the right

people is to be seen with the wong ones; and that's the reason

want to avoid m stakes."

M ss Bart continued to stand before himin a silence that night
have expressed either nockery or a half-reluctant respect for his
candour, and after a noment's pause he went on: "There it is, you

see. |'mnore in love with you than ever, but if | married you



now | 'd queer nyself for good and all, and everything |I've worked

for all these years would be wasted."

She received this with a look fromwhich all tinge of resentnent
had faded. After the tissue of social falsehoods in which she had
so long noved it was refreshing to step into the open daylight of

an avowed expedi ency.

"I understand you," she said. "A year ago | should have been of
use to you, and now | should be an encunbrance; and | |ike you

for telling me so quite honestly." She extended her hand with a

smle.

Again the gesture had a disturbing effect upon M. Rosedal e's
sel f-command. "By George, you're a dead gane sport, you are!" he
excl ai ned; and as she began once nore to nove away, he broke out
suddenly--"M ss Lily--stop. You know | don't believe those
stories--1 believe they were all got up by a worman who didn't

hesitate to sacrifice you to her own conveni ence---"

Lily drew away with a novenent of quick disdain: it was easier to

endure his insol ence than his conm seration

"You are very kind; but | don't think we need discuss the matter

farther."

But Rosedal e's natural inperviousness to hints nade it easy for

himto brush such resistance aside. "I don't want to discuss
anything; | just want to put a plain case before you," he
per si st ed.

She paused in spite of herself, held by the note of a new purpose

in his |look and tone; and he went on, keeping his eyes firmy



upon her: "The wonder to ne is that you' ve waited so long to get

square with that woman, when you' ve had the power in your hands."
She continued silent under the rush of astonishnent that his

wor ds produced, and he noved a step closer to ask with | owtoned
directness: "Wy don't you use those letters of hers you bought

| ast year?"

Lily stood speechl ess under the shock of the interrogation. In
the words preceding it she had conjectured, at nost, an allusion
to her supposed influence over George Dorset; nor did the

astoni shing indelicacy of the reference dimnish the |ikelihood
of Rosedale's resorting to it. But now she saw how far short of
the mark she had fallen; and the surprise of |earning that he had
di scovered the secret of the letters left her, for the nonent,
unconsci ous of the special use to which he was in the act of

putting his know edge.

Her temporary | oss of self-possession gave himtine to press his
poi nt; and he went on quickly, as though to secure conpleter
control of the situation: "You see | know where you stand--1 know
how conpl etely she's in your power. That sounds |ike stage-talk,
don't it?--but there's a lot of truth in sone of those old gags;
and | don't suppose you bought those letters sinply because

you' re coll ecting autographs.™

She continued to look at himw th a deepening bew | dernment: her
only clear inpression resolved itself into a scared sense of his

power .

"You' re wondering how | found out about 'enP" he went on
answering her look with a note of conscious pride. "Perhaps
you' ve forgotten that |I'mthe owner of the Benedick-but never
m nd about that now. Getting on to things is a mighty usefu

acconpl i shment in business, and |'ve sinply extended it to ny



private affairs. For this IS partly ny affair, you see--at |east,
it depends on you to make it so. Let's look the situation
straight in the eye. Ms. Dorset, for reasons we needn't go into,
did you a beastly bad turn | ast spring. Everybody knows what Ms.
Dorset is, and her best friends wouldn't believe her on oath
where their own interests were concerned; but as long as they're
out of the rowit's nuch easier to follow her lead than to set

t hensel ves against it, and you've sinply been sacrificed to their
| azi ness and selfishness. Isn't that a pretty fair statenment of
the case?--Well, sone people say you' ve got the neatest kind of
an answer in your hands: that George Dorset would marry you
tomorrow, if you'd tell himall you know, and give himthe chance
to show the lady the door. | daresay he woul d; but you don't seem
to care for that particular formof getting even, and,

taking a purely business view of the question, | think you're
right. In a deal like that, nobody cones out with perfectly clean
hands, and the only way for you to start fresh is to get Bertha

Dorset to back you up, instead of trying to fight her.”

He paused | ong enough to draw breath, but not to give her tine
for the expression of her gathering resistance; and as he pressed
on, expoundi ng and elucidating his idea with the directness of
the man who has no doubts of his cause, she found the indignation
gradually freezing on her lip, found herself held fast in the
grasp of his argunent by the mere cold strength of its
presentation. There was no tinme now to wonder how he had heard of
her obtaining the letters: all her world was dark outside the
nonstrous glare of his schene for using them And it was not,
after the first nmonent, the horror of the idea that held her
spel | -bound, subdued to his will; it was rather its subtle
affinity to her own innobst cravings. He would marry her tonorrow
if she could regain Bertha Dorset's friendship; and to induce the

open resunption of that friendship, and the tacit retractation of



all that had caused its withdrawal, she had only to put to the

| ady the |l atent menace contained in the packet so mracul ously
delivered into her hands. Lily sawin a flash the advantage of
this course over that which poor Dorset had pressed upon her. The
other plan depended for its success on the infliction of an open
injury, while this reduced the transaction to a private
under st andi ng, of which no third person need have the renotest
hint. Put by Rosedale in terns of business-like give-and-take,
this understanding took on the harm ess air of a nutual
accommodation, like a transfer of property or a revision of
boundary lines. It certainly sinplified life to viewit as a
perpetual adjustnent, a play of party politics, in which every
concession had its recognized equivalent: Lily's tired nmind was
fascinated by this escape fromfluctuating ethical estimates into

a region of concrete wei ghts and neasures.

Rosedal e, as she listened, seened to read in her silence not only
a gradual acqui escence in his plan, but a dangerously far-
reachi ng perception of the chances it offered; for as she
continued to stand before himw thout speaking, he broke out,
with a quick return upon hinself: "You see how sinple it is,

don't you? Well, don't be carried away by the idea that it's TOO sinple.
It isn't exactly as if you'd started in with a clean

bill of health. Now we're talking let's call things by

their right nanmes, and cl ear the whol e business up. You know wel |
enough that Bertha Dorset couldn't have touched you if there
hadn't been--well--questions asked before--little points of

i nterrogation, eh? Bound to happen to a good-looking girl with
stingy relatives, | suppose; anyhow, they DI D happen, and she
found the ground prepared for her. Do you see where |'m coning
out? You don't want these little questions cropping up again.
It's one thing to get Bertha Dorset into |ine--but what you want

is to keep her there. You can frighten her fast enough--but how



are you going to keep her frightened? By showi ng her that you're
as powerful as she is. Al the letters in the world won't do that
for you as you are now, but with a big backing behind you, you'l
keep her just where you want her to be. That's My share in the
busi ness--that's what I'moffering you. You can't put the thing
through wi thout ne--don't run away with any idea that you can. In
si x nonths you'd be back again anong your old worries, or worse
ones; and here | am ready to |lift you out of "emtonorrow if you
say so. DO you say so, Mss Lily?" he added, noving suddenly

nearer.

The words, and the novenent which acconpani ed them conbined to
startle Lily out of the state of tranced subservience into which
she had insensibly slipped. Light cones in devious ways to the
gropi ng consci ousness, and it came to her now through the

di sgusted perception that her woul d-be acconplice assuned, as a
matter of course, the likelihood of her distrusting himand
perhaps trying to cheat himof his share of the spoils. This
glinmpse of his inner mnd seened to present the whole transaction
in a new aspect, and she saw that the essential baseness of the

act lay inits freedomfromrisk.

She drew back with a quick gesture of rejection, saying, in a
voice that was a surprise to her own ears: "You are
m staken--quite nistaken--both in the facts and in what you infer

fromthem"

Rosedal e stared a nonment, puzzled by her sudden dash in a
direction so different fromthat toward which she had appeared to

be letting himguide her

"Now what on earth does that nmean? | thought we understood each

other!" he exclainmed; and to her murnur of "Ah, we do NOW" he



retorted with a sudden burst of violence: "I suppose it's because
the letters are to HM then? Well, 1'Il be dammed if | see what

t hanks you' ve got fromhim™"

The autumm days declined to winter. Once nore the |eisure world
was in transition between country and town, and Fifth Avenue,
still deserted at the week-end, showed from Monday to Friday a
br oadeni ng stream of carri ages between house-fronts gradually

restored to consci ousness.

The Horse Show, sone two weeks earlier, had produced a passing
senbl ance of reanimation, filling the theatres and restaurants
with a human display of the same costly and hi gh-stepping kind as
circled daily about its ring. In Mss Bart's world the Horse
Show, and the public it attracted, had ostensibly cone to be

cl assed anong the spectacles disdained of the elect; but, as the
feudal lord might sally forth to join in the dance on his village
green, so society, unofficially and incidentally, stil
condescended to |l ook in upon the scene. Ms. Gorner, anong the
rest, was not above seizing such an occasion for the display of
hersel f and her horses; and Lily was given one or two
opportunities of appearing at her friend' s side in the nost
conspi cuous box the house afforded. But this lingering senblance
of intimacy nmade her only the nore conscious of a change in the
relati on between Mattie and hersel f, of a dawning discrimnation
a gradual ly formed social standard, enmerging fromMs. CGorner's
chaotic view of life. It was inevitable that Lily herself should
constitute the first sacrifice to this new ideal, and she knew
that, once the Gorners were established in town, the whole drift
of fashionable Iife would facilitate Mattie's detachnment from
her. She had, in short, failed to make herself indispensable; or
rather, her at tenpt to do so had been thwarted by an influence

stronger than any she could exert. That influence, in its |ast



anal ysis, was sinply the power of noney: Bertha Dorset's social

credit was based on an inpregnabl e bank-account.

Lily knew that Rosedal e had overstated neither the difficulty of
her own position nor the conpl eteness of the vindication he

of fered. once Bertha's match in material resources, her superior
gifts would nmake it easy for her to doninate her adversary. An
under st andi ng of what such dom nati on woul d nean, and of the

di sadvant ages accruing fromher rejection of it, was

brought home to Lily with increasing clearness during the early
weeks of the winter. Hitherto, she had kept up a senbl ance of
novenent outside the main flow of the social current; but with
the return to town, and the concentrating of scattered
activities, the mere fact of not slipping back naturally into her
old habits of life marked her as being unm stakably excluded from
them If one were not a part of the season's fixed routine, one
swung unsphered in a void of social non-existence. Lily, for al
her dissatisfied dream ng, had never really conceived the
possibility of revolving about a different centre: it was easy
enough to despise the world, but decidedly difficult to find any
ot her habitable region. Her sense of irony never quite deserted
her, and she could still note, with self-directed derision, the
abnormal val ue suddenly acquired by the nost tiresone and
insignificant details of her fornmer life. Its very drudgeries had
a charm now that she was involuntarily released fromthem
card-1leaving, note-witing, enforced civilities to the dull and
el derly, and the snmiling endurance of tedious dinners--how

pl easantly such obligations would have filled the enptiness of
her days! She did indeed | eave cards in plenty; she kept herself,
with a smling and valiant persistence, well in the eye of her
worl d; nor did she suffer any of those gross rebuffs which
somet i mes produce a whol esone reaction of contenpt in their

victim Society did not turn away fromher, it sinply drifted by,



preoccupi ed and inattentive, letting her feel, to the ful
measure of her hunbl ed pride, how conpletely she had been the

creature of its favour.

She had rejected Rosedal e' s suggestion with a pronptness of scorn
al nrost surprising to herself: she had not |ost her capacity for
hi gh flashes of indignation. But she could not breathe |ong on
the heights; there had been nothing in her training to devel op
any continuity of noral strength: what she craved, and really
felt herself entitled to, was a situation in which the nobl est
attitude should also be the easiest. Hitherto her intermttent

i mpul ses of resistance had sufficed to naintain her self-respect.
If she slipped she recovered her footing, and it was only
afterward that she was aware of having recovered it each tine on
a slightly lower |evel. She had rejected Rosedal e's of fer without
conscious effort; her whole being had risen against it;

and she did not yet perceive that, by the nmere act of |istening
to him she had learned to live with ideas which would once have

been intol erable to her.

To Gerty Farish, keeping watch over her with a tenderer if |ess
di scerning eye than Ms. Fisher's, the results of the struggle
were already distinctly visible. She did not, indeed, know what
hostages Lily had already given to expedi ency; but she saw her
passionately and irretrievably pledged to the ruinous policy of

"keeping up." Gerty could smle now at her own early dream of her
friend s renovation through adversity: she understood clearly
enough that Lily was not of those to whom privation teaches the
uni nportance of what they have lost. But this very fact, to

Gerty, nade her friend the nore piteously in want of aid, the

nmore exposed to the clainms of a tenderness she was so little



consci ous of needi ng.

Lily, since her return to town, had not often clinbed M ss
Farish's stairs. There was sonething irritating to her in the
mute interrogation of Gerty's synpathy: she felt the rea
difficulties of her situation to be incommunicable to any one
whose theory of values was so different fromher own, and the
restrictions of Gerty's life, which had once had t he charm of
contrast, now reninded her too painfully of the limts to which
her own existence was shrinking. Wien at | ength, one afternoon
she put into execution the belated resolve to visit her friend,
this sense of shrunken opportunities possessed her wth unusua
intensity. The walk up Fifth Avenue, unfol ding before her, in the
brilliance of the hard winter sunlight, an interm nable
processi on of fastidiously-equipped carriages--giving her
through the little squares of brougham wi ndows, peeps of famliar
profiles bent above visiting-lists, of hurried hands di spensing
notes and cards to attendant footmen--this glinpse of the
ever-revol ving wheel s of the great social machine made Lily nore
than ever conscious of the steepness and narrowness of Gerty's
stairs, and of the cranped blind alley of Iife to which they |ed.
Dull stairs destined to be nmounted by dull people: how many

t housands of insignificant figures were going up and down such
stairs all over the world at that very nonment--figures as shabby
and uninteresting as that of the mddle-aged lady in |linp

bl ack who descended Gerty's flight as Lily clinbed to it!

"That was poor M ss Jane Silverton--she canme to talk things over
with me: she and her sister want to do sonething to support

thensel ves," Certy explained, as Lily followed her into the

sitting-room

"To support thenselves? Are they so hard up?' Mss Bart asked



with a touch of irritation: she had not cone to listen to the

woes of ot her people.

"I"'mafraid they have nothing left: Ned s debts have swal | owed up
everything. They had such hopes, you know, when he broke away
from Carry Fisher; they thought Bertha Dorset would be such a
good i nfluence, because she doesn't care for cards, and--well,
she tal ked quite beautifully to poor Mss Jane about feeling as
if Ned were her younger brother, and wanting to carry himoff on
the yacht, so that he might have a chance to drop cards and

racing, and take up his literary work again."

M ss Farish paused with a sigh which reflected the perplexity of
her departing visitor. "But that isn't all; it isn't even the
worst. It seens that Ned has quarrelled with the Dorsets; or at

| east Bertha won't allow himto see her, and he is so unhappy
about it that he has taken to ganbling again, and goi ng about
with all sorts of queer people. And cousin G ace Van Gsburgh
accuses him of having had a very bad influence on Freddy, who

|l eft Harvard | ast spring, and has been a great deal with Ned ever
since. She sent for Mss Jane, and made a dreadful scene; and
Jack Stepney and Herbert Melson, who were there too, told Mss
Jane that Freddy was threatening to marry sone dreadful woman to
whom Ned had introduced him and that they could do nothing with
hi m because now he's of age he has his own noney. You can fancy
how poor M ss Jane felt--she cane to ne at once, and seened to
think that if | could get her sonething to do she could earn
enough to pay Ned's debts and send himaway--1'm afraid she has
no idea howlong it would take her to pay for one of his evenings
at bridge. And he was horribly in debt when he came back fromthe

cruise--1 can't see why he should have spent so nuch nore noney



under Bertha's influence than Carry's: can you?"

Lily net this query with an inpatient gesture. "My dear Gerty,
al ways under stand how peopl e can spend rmuch nore noney--never how

they can spend any |ess!"

She | oosened her furs and settled herself in Gerty's easy-chair,

whil e her friend busied herself with the tea-cups.

"But what can they do--the Mss Silvertons? How do they nean to
support thensel ves?" she asked, conscious that the note of
irritation still persisted in her voice. It was the very | ast
topic she had neant to discuss--it really did not interest her in
the | east--but she was seized by a sudden perverse curiosity to
know how the two col ourl ess shrinking victins of young
Silverton's sentinental experinments neant to cope with the grim

necessity which lurked so close to her own threshold.

"I don't know-1 amtrying to find something for them M ss Jane
reads aloud very nicely--but it's so hard to find any one who is

willing to be read to. And Mss Annie paints a little---"

"Ch, | know -appl e-bl ossons on bl otting-paper; just the kind of
thing | shall be doing nyself before long!" exclained Lily,
starting up with a vehemence of novenent that threatened

destruction to Mss Farish's fragile tea-table.

Lily bent over to steady the cups; then she sank back into her
seat. "I'd forgotten there was no roomto dash about in--how
beautifully one does have to behave in a small flat! Oh, Gerty,

wasn't neant to be good," she sighed out incoherently.

Gerty lifted an apprehensive | ook to her pale face, in which the

eyes shone with a peculiar sleepless lustre.



"You |l ook horribly tired, Lily; take your tea, and let ne give

you this cushion to | ean against."

M ss Bart accepted the cup of tea, but put back the cushion wth

an inpatient hand.

"Don't give ne that! | don't want to | ean back--1 shall go to

sleep if | do."

"Well, why not, dear? I'll be as quiet as a nouse," Gerty urged
affectionately.
"No--no; don't be quiet; talk to nme--keep me awake! | don't sleep

at night, and in the afternoon a dreadful drowsiness creeps over

ne.

"You don't sleep at night? Since when?"

"I don't know -1 can't renenber." She rose and put the enpty cup
on the tea-tray. "Another, and stronger, please; if | don't keep

awake now | shall see horrors tonight--perfect horrors!”

"But they'll be worse if you drink too much tea.”

"No, no--give it to nme; and don't preach, please,” Lily returned
i mperiously. Her voice had a dangerous edge, and Gerty noticed

that her hand shook as she held it out to receive the second cup

"But you |l ook so tired: |I'msure you nust be ill---"

M ss Bart set down her cup with a start. "Do | ook ill? Does ny
face show it?" She rose and wal ked quickly toward the little

mrror above the witing-table. "Wat a horrid



| ooki ng-glass--it's all blotched and di scol oured. Any one woul d
| ook ghastly in it!" She turned back, fixing her plaintive eyes

on Certy. "You stupid dear, why do you say such odious things to

me? It's enough to make one ill to be told one | ooks so! And
| ooking ill neans |ooking ugly." She caught Gerty's wists, and
drew her close to the window "After all, I'd rather know the

truth. Look me straight in the face, Gerty, and tell ne: am|l

perfectly frightful ?"

"You're perfectly beautiful now, Lily: your eyes are shining, and

your cheeks have grown so pink all of a sudden---"

"Ah, they WERE pal e, then--ghastly pale, when |I cane in? Wy
don't you tell me frankly that 1'ma weck? My eyes are bright
now because |'m so nervous--but in the nornings they |ook like
lead. And | can see the lines conming in ny face--the lines of
worry and di sappointment and failure! Every sl eepless night

| eaves a new one--and how can | sleep, when | have such dreadfu

things to think about?"

"Dreadful things--what things?" asked Gerty, gently detaching her

wists fromher friend s feverish fingers.

"What things? Well, poverty, for one--and | don't know any that's

more dreadful ." Lily turned away and sank with sudden weari ness
into the easy-chair near the tea-table. "You asked ne just now if
| could understand why Ned Silverton spent so nmuch noney. O
course | understand--he spends it on living with the rich. You
think we live ONthe rich, rather than with them and so we do
in a sense--but it's a privi<p 279>l ege we have to pay for! W
eat their dinners, and drink their wine, and snoke their

cigarettes, and use their carriages and their opera-boxes and

their private cars--yes, but there's a tax to pay on every one of



those luxuries. The nman pays it by big tips to the servants, by
pl ayi ng cards beyond his nmeans, by flowers and
presents--and--and--lots of other things that cost; the girl pays
it by tips and cards too--oh, yes, |'ve had to take up bridge
agai n--and by going to the best dress-nakers, and having just the
right dress for every occasion, and al ways keepi ng herself fresh

and exquisite and anusing!"

She | eaned back for a nmonent, closing her eyes, and as she sat
there, her pale lips slightly parted, and the |ids dropped above
her fagged brilliant gaze, CGerty had a startled perception of the
change in her face--of the way in which an ashen daylight seened
suddenly to extinguish its artificial brightness. She | ooked up

and the vision vani shed.

"It doesn't sound very anusing, does it? And it isn't--1'msick
to death of it! And yet the thought of giving it all up nearly
kills me--it's what keeps ne awake at night, and nakes ne so
crazy for your strong tea. For | can't go on in this way nuch

| onger, you know-1'mnearly at the end of ny tether. And then
what can | do--how on earth am| to keep nyself alive? | see
nmysel f reduced to the fate of that poor Silverton woman--slinking
about to enploynment agencies, and trying to sell painted

bl otting-pads to Wnen's Exchanges! And there are thousands and

t housands of wonen trying to do the same thing al ready, and not

one of the nunber who has | ess idea howto earn a dollar than I

have!"
She rose again with a hurried glance at the clock. "It's late,
and | nust be off--1 have an appointnment with Carry Fisher. Don't

| ook so worried, you dear thing--don't think too nuch about the

nonsense |'ve been talking." She was before the mirror again,

adjusting her hair with a light hand, drawi ng down her veil, and



giving a dexterous touch to her furs. "OF course, you know, it
hasn't conme to the enpl oynent agenci es and the painted

bl otti ng-pads yet; but |I'mrather hard-up just for the nmonent,
and if | could find sonething to do--notes to wite and
visiting-lists to make up, or that kind of thing--it would tide

me over till the |egacy is paid.

And Carry has prom sed to find somebody who wants a kind of
soci al secretary--you know she nmakes a specialty of the hel pl ess

rich."

M ss Bart had not revealed to Gerty the full extent of her
anxiety. She was in fact in urgent and i mredi ate need of noney:
nmoney to neet the vul gar weekly clains which could neither be
deferred nor evaded. To give up her apartment, and shrink to the
obscurity of a boarding-house, or the provisional hospitality of
a bed in Gerty Farish's sitting-room was an expedi ent which
could only postpone the problemconfronting her; and it seened

wi ser as well as nmore agreeable to remain where she was and find
some neans of earning her living. The possibility of having to do
this was one which she had never before seriously considered, and
the di scovery that, as a bread-w nner, she was likely to prove as
hel pl ess and i neffectual as poor Mss Silverton, was a severe

shock to her self-confidence

Havi ng been accustoned to take herself at the popul ar val uation
as a person of energy and resource, naturally fitted to dom nate
any situation in which she found herself, she vaguely i magi ned
that such gifts would be of value to seekers after soci al

gui dance; but there was unfortunately no specific head under

which the art of saying and doing the right thing could be



offered in the market, and even Ms. Fisher's resourceful ness
failed before the difficulty of discovering a workable vein in
the vague wealth of Lily's graces. Ms. Fisher was full of

i ndirect expedients for enabling her friends to earn a living,
and coul d conscientiously assert that she had put severa
opportunities of this kind before Lily; but nore legitinmate
nmet hods of bread-w nning were as nuch out of her line as they
were beyond the capacity of the sufferers she was generally
called upon to assist. Lily's failure to profit by the chances
al ready afforded her mght, noreover, have justified the
abandonnment of farther effort on her behalf; but Ms. Fisher's
i nexhausti bl e good-nature nmade her an adept at creating
artificial demands in response to an actual supply. In the
pursuance of this end she at once started on a voyage of

di scovery in Mss Bart's behal f; and as the result of her

expl ora<p 281>tions she now sunmoned the latter with the

announcenent that she had "found sonething."

Left to herself, Gerty nused distressfully upon her friend' s
plight, and her own inability to relieve it. It was clear to her
that Lily, for the present, had no wish for the kind of help she
could give. Mss Farish could see no hope for her friend but in a
life conpletely reorgani zed and detached fromits old

associ ations; whereas all Lily's energies were centred in the
determned effort to hold fast to those associations, to keep
herself visibly identified with them as long as the illusion
could be maintained. Pitiable as such an attitude seened to
Gerty, she could not judge it as harshly as Selden, for instance,
m ght have done. She had not forgotten the night of enotion when

she and Lily had lain in each other's arms, and she had seened to



feel her very heart's blood passing into her friend. The
sacrifice she had made had seened unavailing enough; no trace
remained in Lily of the subduing influences of that hour; but
Gerty's tenderness, disciplined by long years of contact with
obscure and inarticulate suffering, could wait on its object with
a silent forbearance which took no account of tinme. She could
not, however, deny herself the solace of taking anxi ous counse
with Lawence Sel den, with whom since his return from Europe

she had renewed her old relation of cousinly confidence.

Sel den hi nmsel f had never been aware of any change in their
relation. He found Gerty as he had | eft her, sinple, undenandi ng
and devoted, but with a quickened intelligence of the heart which
he recogni zed without seeking to explain it. To Gerty herself it
woul d once have seened inpossible that she should ever again talk
freely with himof Lily Bart; but what had passed in the secrecy
of her own breast seened to resolve itself, when the m st of the
struggle cleared, into a breaking down of the bounds of self, a
deflecting of the wasted personal enotion into the genera

current of human under st andi ng.

It was not till sone two weeks after her visit fromLily that
Gerty had the opportunity of conmunicating her fears to Sel den
The latter, having presented hinmself on a Sunday afternoon, had
I'ingered on through the dowdy animation of his cousin's

tea- hour, conscious of sonething in her voice and eye which
solicited a word apart; and as soon as the last visitor was gone

Gerty opened her case by asking how | ately he had seen M ss Bart.

Sel den' s percepti bl e pause gave her tine for a slight stir of

surprise.

"I haven't seen her at all--1'"ve perpetually m ssed seeing her

since she cane back."



Thi s unexpected adm ssion made Certy pause too; and she was stil
hesitating on the brink of her subject when he relieved her by
adding: "I've wanted to see her--but she seenms to have been

absorbed by the Gorner set since her return from Europe.™

"That's all the nore reason: she's been very unhappy."”

"Unhappy at being with the Gorners?"

"Ch, | don't defend her intimacy with the Gorners; but that too
is at an end now, | think. You know peopl e have been very unkind

since Bertha Dorset quarrelled with her."

"Ah---" Selden exclainmed, rising abruptly to walk to the w ndow,
where he remained with his eyes on the darkening street while his
cousin continued to explain: "Judy Trenor and her own fanmily have
deserted her too--and all because Bertha Dorset has said such
horrible things. And she is very poor--you know Ms. Peniston cut
her off with a small |egacy, after giving her to understand that

she was to have everything."

"Yes--1 know," Sel den assented curtly, turning back into the
room but only to stir about with restless steps in the
circunscri bed space between door and wi ndow. "Yes--she's been
aboninably treated; but it's unfortunately the precise thing that

a man who wants to show his synpathy can't say to her."

H s words caused Gerty a slight chill of disappointnment. "There

woul d be other ways of show ng your synpathy," she suggest ed.

Sel den, with a slight laugh, sat down beside her on the little

sof a which projected fromthe hearth. "Wat are you thinking of,



you incorrigible mssionary?" he asked.

Gerty's colour rose, and her blush was for a nonent her only
answer. Then she made it nore explicit by saying: "I am
thinking of the fact that you and she used to be great
friends--that she used to care inmensely for what you thought of
her--and that, if she takes your staying away as a sign of what
you think now, | can imagine its adding a great deal to her

unhappi ness. "

"My dear child, don't add to it still nore--at least to your
conception of it--by attributing to her all sorts of
susceptibilities of your own." Selden, for his life, could not
keep a note of dryness out of his voice; but he nmet Gerty's | ook
of perplexity by saying nmore mldly: "But, though you i mensely
exaggerate the inportance of anything | could do for Mss Bart,
you can't exaggerate ny readiness to do it--if you ask ne to." He
laid his hand for a nonment on hers, and there passed between
them on the current of the rare contact, one of those exchanges
of meaning which fill the hidden reservoirs of affection. Gerty
had the feeling that he neasured the cost of her request as
plainly as she read the significance of his reply; and the sense
of all that was suddenly clear between them nmade her next words

easier to find.

"I do ask you, then; | ask you because she once told ne that you
had been a help to her, and because she needs hel p now as she has
never needed it before. You know how dependent she has al ways
been on ease and | uxury--how she has hated what was shabby and
ugly and unconfortable. She can't help it--she was brought up
with those ideas, and has never been able to find her way out of
them But now all the things she cared for have been taken from

her, and the people who taught her to care for them have



abandoned her too; and it seens to me that if some one could
reach out a hand and show her the other side--show her how nuch
is left inlife and in herself---" Gerty broke off, abashed at
the sound of her own el oquence, and inpeded by the difficulty of
gi ving precise expression to her vague yearning for her friends
retrieval. "I can't help her nyself: she's passed out of ny
reach," she continued. "I think she's afraid of being a burden to
me. When she was | ast here, two weeks ago, she seened dreadfully
worried about her future: she said Carry Fisher was trying to
find sonething for her to do. A few days |later she wote ne that
she had taken a position as private secretary, and that | was not
to be anxious, for everything was all right, and she

woul d conme in and tell me about it when she had time; but she has
never come, and | don't like to go to her, because | amafraid of
forcing nyself on her when |I'm not wanted. Once, when we were
children, and | had rushed up after a | ong separation, and thrown
my arns about her, she said:'Please don't kiss me unless | ask
you to, Certy'--and she DID ask ne, a mnute |ater; but since

then |'ve always waited to be asked."

Selden had listened in silence, with the concentrated | ook which
his thin dark face could assunme when he w shed to guard it

agai nst any involuntary change of expression. Wen his cousin
ended, he said with a slight smle: "Since you' ve |learned the

wi sdom of waiting, | don't see why you urge me to rush in_ n but
the troubl ed appeal of her eyes made himadd, as he rose to take
|l eave: "Still, 1'll do what you wi sh, and not hold you

responsible for ny failure." Selden's avoi dance of Mss Bart had
not been as unintentional as he had allowed his cousin to think
At first, indeed, while the nenory of their |last hour at Monte
Carlo still held the full heat of his indignation, he had

anxi ously watched for her return; but she had di sappoi nted hi m by

lingering in England, and when she finally reappeared it happened



that business had called himto the West, whence he came back
only to learn that she was starting for Al aska with the Gorners
The revel ation of this suddenly-established intimcy effectually
chilled his desire to see her. If, at a nmonment when her whol e
life seemed to be breaking up, she could cheerfully comrt its
reconstruction to the Gorners, there was no reason why such

acci dents should ever strike her as irreparable. Every step she
took seemed in fact to carry her farther fromthe region where,
once or tw ce, he and she had net for an illum ned nonment; and
the recognition of this fact, when its first pang had been
surnmount ed, produced in hima sense of negative relief. It was
much sinpler for himto judge Mss Bart by her habitual conduct
than by the rare deviations fromit which had thrown her so
disturbingly in his way; and every act of hers which nmade the
recurrence of such deviations nore unlikely, confirned the sense

of relief with which he returned to the conventional view of her

But Gerty Farish's words had sufficed to make hi m see how
little this viewwas really his, and how i nmpossible it was for
himto live quietly with the thought of Lily Bart. To hear that
she was in need of hel p--even such vague help as he could
offer--was to be at once repossessed by that thought; and by the
time he reached the street he had sufficiently convinced hinself
of the urgency of his cousin's appeal to turn his steps directly

toward Lily's hotel

There his zeal met a check in the unforeseen news that Mss Bart
had noved away; but, on his pressing his enquiries, the clerk
renenbered that she had |l eft an address, for which he presently

began to search through his books.

It was certainly strange that she should have taken this step

without letting Gerty Farish know of her decision; and Sel den



waited with a vague sense of uneasiness while the address was
sought for. The process |lasted | ong enough for uneasiness to turn
to apprehension; but when at length a slip of paper was handed
him and he read on it: "Care of Ms. Norma Hatch, Enporium
Hotel ," his apprehension passed into an incredul ous stare, and
this into the gesture of disgust with which he tore the paper in

two, and turned to wal k qui ckly honmewar d.

When Lily woke on the norning after her translation to the
Enmporium Hotel, her first feeling was one of purely physica
satisfaction. The force of contrast gave an added keenness to the
| uxury of lying once nore in a soft-pillowed bed, and | ooking
across a spacious sunlit roomat a breakfast-table set invitingly
near the fire. Analysis and introspection mght come |ater; but
for the nonent she was not even troubled by the excesses of the
uphol stery or the restless convolutions of the furniture. The
sense of being once nore | apped and folded in ease, as in sone
dense mild nediuminpenetrable to disconfort, effectually stilled

the faintest note of criticism

When, the afternoon before, she had presented herself to the |ady
to whom Carry Fisher had directed her, she had been conscious of
entering a new world. Carry's vague presentnent of Ms. Norna

Hat ch (whose reversion to her Christian name was explained as the
result of her latest divorce), left her under the inplication of
comng "fromthe Wst," with the not unusual extenuation of
havi ng brought a great deal of noney with her. She was, in short,
rich, helpless, unplaced: the very subject for Lily's hand. Ms.
Fi sher had not specified the Iine her friend was to take; she
owned hersel f unacquainted with Ms. Hatch, whom she "knew about"
through Melville Stancy, a lawer in his |leisure noments, and the
Fal staff of a certain section of festive dub life. Socially, M.

Stancy m ght have been said to forma connecting |ink between the



Gornmer world and the nore dimy-lit region on which Mss Bart now
found herself entering. It was, however, only figuratively that
the illum nation of Ms. Hatch's world could be described as dim
in actual fact, Lily found her seated in a blaze of electric
light, inpartially projected fromvarious ornanmental excrescences
on a vast concavity of pink damask and gil ding, from which she
rose |like Venus fromher shell. The anal ogy was justified by the
appearance of the |ady, whose | arge-eyed prettiness had the
fixity of something inpaled and shown under glass. This did not
preclude the i medi ate di scovery that she was sonme years younger
than her visitor, and that under her show ness, her ease,

the aggression of her dress and voice, there persisted that

i neradi cabl e i nnocence which, in |adies of her nationality, so

curiously coexists with startling extremes of experience.

The environnment in which Lily found herself was as strange to her
as its inhabitants. She was unacquainted with the world of the
fashi onabl e New York hotel --a world over-heat ed,

over - uphol stered, and over-fitted with nmechanical appliances for
the gratification of fantastic requirements, while the conforts
of acivilized Iife were as unattainable as in a desert. Through
this atnosphere of torrid splendour noved wan beings as richly
uphol stered as the furniture, beings without definite pursuits or
permanent rel ations, who drifted on a languid tide of curiosity
fromrestaurant to concert-hall, from pal mgarden to nusic-room
from"art exhibit" to dress-nmaker's opening. Hi gh-stepping horses
or el aborately equipped notors waited to carry these ladies into
vague netropolitan di stances, whence they returned, still nore
wan fromthe weight of their sables, to be sucked back into the
stifling inertia of the hotel routine. Somewhere behind them in
t he background of their lives, there was doubtless a real past,
peopl ed by real human activities: they thensel ves were probably

the product of strong anbitions, persistent energies, diversified



contacts with the whol esone roughness of life; yet they had no

nmore real existence than the poet's shades in |inbo.

Lily had not been long in this pallid world wi thout discovering
that Ms. Hatch was its nost substantial figure. That |ady,
though still floating in the void, showed faint synptons of
devel opi ng an outline; and in this endeavour she was actively
seconded by M. Melville Stancy. It was M. Stancy, a man of

| arge resoundi ng presence, suggestive of convivial occasions and
of a chivalry finding expression in "first-night" boxes and

t housand dol | ar bonbonni eres, who had transplanted Ms. Hatch
fromthe scene of her first devel opnment to the hi gher stage of
hotel life in the nmetropolis. It was he who had sel ected the
horses with which she had taken the blue ribbon at the Show, had
i ntroduced her to the photographer whose portraits of her forned

the recurring ornament of "Sunday Suppl enents,"” and had got

toget her the group which constituted her social world. It was a
smal |l group still, with heterogeneous figures suspended

in |arge unpeopl ed spaces; but Lily did not take long to learn
that its regulation was no longer in M. Stancy's hands. As often
happens, the pupil had outstripped the teacher, and Ms. Hatch
was al ready aware of heights of el egance as well as depths of

| uxury beyond the world of the Enporium This discovery at once
produced in her a craving for higher guidance, for the adroit
fem ni ne hand which should give the right turn to her
correspondence, the right "look" to her hats, the right
succession to the itens of her MENUS. It was, in short, as the
regul ator of a germinating social life that Mss Bart's gui dance
was required; her ostensible duties as secretary being restricted
by the fact that Ms. Hatch, as yet, knew hardly any one to wite

to.

The daily details of Ms. Hatch's existence were as strange to



Lily as its general tenor. The lady's habits were narked by an
Oiental indolence and disorder peculiarly trying to her
compani on. Ms. Hatch and her friends seened to float together
out side the bounds of tinme and space. No definite hours were
kept; no fixed obligations existed: night and day flowed into one
another in a blur of confused and retarded engagenments, so that
one had the inpression of lunching at the tea-hour, while dinner
was often nmerged in the noisy after-theatre supper which

prol onged Ms. Hatch's vigil till daylight.

Through this junble of futile activities came and went a strange
throng of hangers-on--nmani cures, beauty-doctors, hair-dressers,
teachers of bridge, of French, of "physical developnment”: figures
someti nmes indistingui shable, by their appearance, or by Ms.
Hatch's relation to them fromthe visitors constituting her
recogni zed society. But strangest of all to Lily was the
encounter, in this latter group, of several of her acquaintances.
She had supposed, and not without relief, that she was passing,
for the moment, completely out of her own circle; but she found
that M. Stancy, one side of whose sprawling existence overl apped
the edge of Ms. Fisher's world, had drawn several of its
brightest ornaments into the circle of the Enmporium To find Ned
Silverton anong the habitual frequenters of Ms. Hatch's

drawi ng-room was one of Lily's first astoni shnents; but she soon
di scovered that he was not M. Stancy's npst inportant

recruit. It was on little Freddy Van Gsburgh, the small slimheir
of the Van Gsburgh millions, that the attention of Ms. Hatch's
group was centred. Freddy, barely out of college, had risen above
the horizon since Lily's eclipse, and she now saw with surprise
what an efful gence he shed on the outer twilight of Ms. Hatch's
exi stence. This, then, was one of the things that young nmen "went

in" for when released fromthe official social routine; this

was the kind of "previous engagenent” that so frequently caused



themto di sappoint the hopes of anxious hostesses. Lily had an
odd sense of being behind the social tapestry, on the side where
the threads were knotted and the | oose ends hung. For a nmonent
she found a certain anusenment in the show, and in her own share
of it: the situation had an ease and unconventionality distinctly
refreshing after her experience of the irony of conventions. But
these flashes of anmusenent were but brief reactions fromthe |ong
di sgust of her days. Conpared with the vast gilded void of Ms.
Hatch's existence, the life of Lily's forner friends seened
packed with ordered activities. Even the nobst irresponsible
pretty woman of her acquai ntance had her inherited obligations,
her conventional benevol ences, her share in the working of the
great civic nmachine; and all hung together in the solidarity of
these traditional functions. The performance of specific duties
woul d have sinplified Mss Bart's position; but the vague

attendance on Ms. Hatch was not without its perplexities.

It was not her enployer who created these perplexities. Ms.
Hatch showed fromthe first an al nost touching desire for Lily's
approval . Far from asserting the superiority of wealth, her
beautiful eyes seened to urge the plea of inexperience: she
wanted to do what was "nice," to be taught how to be "lovely."
The difficulty was to find any point of contact between her

ideals and Lily's.

Ms. Hatch swamin a haze of indeterm nate enthusiasms, of
aspirations culled fromthe stage, the newspapers, the fashion
journals, and a gaudy world of sport still nore conpletely beyond
her conpanion's ken. To separate fromthese confused conceptions
those nost likely to advance the | ady on her way, was Lily's

obvi ous duty; but its performance was hanpered by

rapi dl y-growi ng doubts. Lily was in fact beconing nore and nore

aware of a certain anbiguity in her situation. It was not that



she had, in the conventional sense, any doubt of Ms. Hatch's

i rreproachabl eness. The | ady's offences were al ways agai nst taste
rat her than conduct; her divorce record seened due to
geographi cal rather than ethical conditions; and her worst
laxities were likely to proceed froma wandering and extravagant
good-nature. But if Lily did not m nd her detaining her nmanicure
for luncheon, or offering the "Beauty-Doctor" a seat in Freddy
Van Gsburgh's box at the play, she was not equally at ease in
regard to sone | ess apparent |apses from convention. Ned
Silverton's relation to Stancy seened, for instance, closer and

| ess clear than any natural affinities would warrant; and both
appeared united in the effort to cultivate Freddy Van Gsburgh's
growi ng taste for Ms. Hatch. There was as yet nothing definable
in the situation, which nmight well resolve itself into a huge
joke on the part of the other two; but Lily had a vague sense
that the subject of their experinent was too young, too rich and
too credul ous. Her enbarrassnment was increased by the fact that
Freddy seened to regard her as cooperating with hinself in the
soci al devel opnent of Ms. Hatch: a view that suggested, on his
part, a permanent interest in the lady's future. There were
monents when Lily found an ironic anmusenent in this aspect of the
case. The thought of launching such a nissile as Ms. Hatch at
the perfidi ous bosom of society was not without its charm M ss
Bart had even beguiled her leisure with visions of the fair Norma
introduced for the first time to a fanily banquet at the Van
Gsburghs'. But the thought of being personally connected with the
transacti on was | ess agreeable; and her nonentary flashes of

anusenent were followed by increasing periods of doubt.

The sense of these doubts was uppernobst when, |ate one afternoon
she was surprised by a visit fromLawence Sel den. He found her
alone in the wilderness of pink damask, for in Ms. Hatch's world

the tea-hour was not dedicated to social rites, and the |ady was



in the hands of her masseuse.

Sel den's entrance had caused Lily an inward start of
enmbarrassment; but his air of constraint had the effect of
restoring her self-possession, and she took at once the tone of
surprise and pl easure, wondering frankly that he should

have traced her to so unlikely a place, and aski ng what had

inspired himto make the search

Sel den net this with an unusual seriousness: she had never seen
himso little master of the situation, so plainly at the nmercy of
any obstructions she might put in his way. "I wanted to see you,"
he said; and she could not resist observing in reply that he had
kept his wishes under renmarkable control. She had in truth felt
his | ong absence as one of the chief bitternesses of the |ast
nmonths: his desertion had wounded sensibilities far bel ow the

surface of her pride

Sel den net the challenge with directness. "Wy should | have
cone, unless | thought | could be of use to you? It is ny only

excuse for imagining you could want me."

This struck her as a clunsy evasion, and the thought gave a flash
of keenness to her answer. "Then you have cone now because you

think you can be of use to nme?"

He hesitated again. "Yes: in the nodest capacity of a person to

talk things over with."

For a clever man it was certainly a stupid beginning; and the

i dea that his awkwardness was due to the fear of her attaching a
personal significance to his visit, chilled her pleasure in
seeing him Even under the nost adverse conditions, that pleasure

al ways nmade itself felt: she might hate him but she had never



been able to wi sh himout of the room She was very near hating
hi m now, yet the sound of his voice, the way the light fell on
his thin dark hair, the way he sat and noved and wore his

cl ot hes--she was conscious that even these trivial things were

i nnoven with her deepest life. In his presence a sudden still ness
came upon her, and the turnoil of her spirit ceased; but an

i mpul se of resistance to this stealing influence now pronpted her
to say: "lIt's very good of you to present yourself in that
capacity; but what nakes you think |I have anything particular to

tal k about ?"

Though she kept the even tone of |ight intercourse, the question
was framed in a way to remind himthat his good offices were
unsought; and for a nonent Sel den was checked by it. The
situation between them was one which could have been cl eared up
only by a sudden explosion of feeling; and their whole training
and habit of nmind were agai nst the chances of such an

expl osion. Selden's cal mess seened rather to harden into
resistance, and Mss Bart's into a surface of glittering irony,
as they faced each other fromthe opposite coners of one of Ms.
Hat ch' s el ephantine sofas. The sofa in question, and the
apartment peopled by its nonstrous mates, served at length to

suggest the turn of Selden's reply.

"CGerty told ne that you were acting as Ms. Hatch's secretary;

and | knew she was anxi ous to hear how you were getting on."

M ss Bart received this explanation w thout perceptible

softening. "Wy didn't she | ook ne up herself, then?" she asked.

"Because, as you didn't send her your address, she was afraid of

being inportunate." Selden continued with a smle: "You see no

such scruples restrained ne; but then | haven't as nuch to risk



if | incur your displeasure."

Lily answered his smle. "You haven't incurred it as yet; but I

have an idea that you are going to."

"That rests with you, doesn't it? You see ny initiative doesn't

go beyond putting nyself at your disposal."”

"But in what capacity? What am|l to do with you?" she asked in

the sane |ight tone

Sel den agai n gl anced about Ms. Hatch's draw ng-room then he
said, with a decision which he seened to have gathered fromthis

final inspection: "You are to let ne take you away from here."

Lily flushed at the suddenness of the attack; then she stiffened
under it and said coldly: "And may | ask where you nean ne to

go?"

"Back to Gerty in the first place, if you will; the essential

thing is that it should be away from here."

The unusual harshness of his tone m ght have shown her how nuch
the words cost him but she was in no state to nmeasure his
feelings while her own were in a flame of revolt. To negl ect her,
per haps even to avoid her, at a time when she had nost need of
her friends, and then suddenly and unwarrantably to break into
her life with this strange assunption of authority, was to rouse

in her every instinct of pride and self-defence.

"I amvery much obliged to you," she said, "for taking such
an interest in nmy plans; but | amquite contented where |I am

and have no intention of |eaving.



"Sel den had risen, and was standing before her in an attitude of

uncontrol | abl e expect ancy.

"That sinply nmeans that you don't know where you are!" he

excl ai ned.

Lily rose also, with a quick flash of anger. "If you have cone

here to say disagreeable things about Ms. Hatch---"

"It is only with your relation to Ms. Hatch that | am

concer ned. "

"My relation to Ms. Hatch is one | have no reason to be ashaned
of . She has helped ne to earn a living when ny old friends were

quite resigned to seeing ne starve."

"Nonsense! Starvation is not the only alternative. You know you
can always find a home with Gerty till you are independent

again."

"You show such an intinmate acquaintance with ny affairs that |

suppose you nean--till my aunt's |legacy is paid?”

"I do nean that; Gerty told me of it," Selden acknow edged
wi t hout enbarrassment. He was too nuch in earnest now to feel any

fal se constraint in speaking his mnd.

"But Gerty does not happen to know," Mss Bart rejoined, "that

owe every penny of that |egacy."

"Good God!" Sel den excl ai ned, startled out of his conposure by

the abruptness of the statenent.

"Every penny of it, and nore too," Lily repeated; "and you now



perhaps see why | prefer to remain with Ms. Hatch rather than

take advantage of Certy's kindness. | have no noney |left, except
my small income, and | nust earn sonmething nore to keep nyself
alive."

Sel den hesitated a nonent; then he rejoined in a quieter tone:
"But with your incone and Gerty's--since you allow nme to go so
far into the details of the situation--you and she could surely
contrive a life together which would put you beyond the need of
having to support yourself. Gerty, | know, is eager to make such

an arrangenent, and would be quite happy in it---"

"But | should not," Mss Bart interposed. "There are many reasons
why it would be neither kind to Gerty nor wise for nyself." She
paused a nmonment, and as he seened to await a farther

expl anation, added with a quick lift of her head: "You will

per haps excuse ne from giving you these reasons.”

"I have no claimto know them" Selden answered, ignoring her
tone; "no claimto offer any coment or suggestion beyond the one
| have already made. And ny right to nmake that is sinply the

uni versal right of a man to enlighten a woman when he sees her

unconsciously placed in a false position.™

Lily smiled. "I suppose,” she rejoined, "that by a fal se position
you mean one outside of what we call society; but you nust
renenber that | had been excluded fromthose sacred precincts

Il ong before I met Ms. Hatch. As far as | can see, there is very
little real difference in being inside or out, and | renenber
your once telling me that it was only those inside who took the

di fference seriously.

"She had not been without intention in making this allusion to



their menorable talk at Bellonont, and she waited with an odd
trenor of the nerves to see what response it would bring; but the
result of the experinent was di sappointing. Selden did not allow
the allusion to deflect himfromhis point; he nerely said with
compl eter ful ness of enphasis: "The question of being inside or
out is, as you say, a small one, and it happens to have nothing
to do with the case, except in so far as Ms. Hatch's desire to

be inside may put you in the position | call false."

In spite of the noderation of his tone, each word he spoke had
the effect of confirmng Lily's resistance. The very

appr ehensi ons he aroused hardened her against him she had been
on the alert for the note of personal synpathy, for any sign of
recovered power over hinm and his attitude of sober inpartiality,
the absence of all response to her appeal, turned her hurt pride
to blind resentnment of his interference. The conviction that he
had been sent by CGerty, and that, whatever straits he conceived
her to be in, he would never voluntarily have conme to her aid,
strengt hened her resolve not to adnit hima hair's breadth
farther into her confidence. However doubtful she m ght feel her
situation to be, she would rather persist in darkness than owe

her enlightenment to Sel den

"I don't know," she said, when he had ceased to speak, "why you
imagine me to be situated as you describe; but as you

have always told ne that the sole object of a bringing-up like
mne was to teach a girl to get what she wants, why not assume

that that is precisely what | am doi ng?”

The smile with which she sunmmed up her case was |ike a clear
barrier raised against farther confidences: its brightness held
himat such a distance that he had a sense of being al nost out of

hearing as he rejoined: "I amnot sure that | have ever called



you a successful exanple of that kind of bringing-up."

Her colour rose a little at the inplication, but she steel ed
herself with a light laugh."Ah, wait a little longer--give ne a
little nore time before you decide!” And as he wavered before
her, still watching for a break in the inpenetrable front she
presented: "Don't give ne up; | may still do credit to ny

training!" she affirmed

Look at those spangles, Mss Bart--every one of 'em sewed on

crooked. "

The tall forewonan, a pinched perpendicular figure, dropped the
condemed structure of wire and net on the table at Lily's side,

and passed on to the next figure in the line.

There were twenty of themin the work-room their fagged
profiles, under exaggerated hair, bowed in the harsh north |ight
above the utensils of their art; for it was sonething nore than
an industry, surely, this creation of ever-varied settings for
the face of fortunate wonmanhood. Their own faces were sallow with
t he unwhol esoneness of hot air and sedentary toil, rather than
with any actual signs of want: they were enployed in a

fashi onable nmillinery establishment, and were fairly well clothed
and wel |l paid; but the youngest anpbng themwas as dull and
colourl ess as the mddl e-aged. In the whole work-roomthere was
only one skin beneath which the blood still visibly played; and
that now burned with vexation as Mss Bart, under the |ash of the
forewoman's comment, began to strip the hat-frane of its

over -1 appi ng spangl es.

To Gerty Farish's hopeful spirit a solution appeared to have been
reached when she renenbered how beautifully Lily could trimhats.

I nstances of young |l ady-nilliners establishing thensel ves under



fashi onabl e patronage, and inparting to their "creations" that

i ndefi nabl e touch which the professional hand can never give, had
flattered Gerty's visions of the future, and convinced even Lily
that her separation from Ms. Nornma Hatch need not reduce her to

dependence on her friends.

The parting had occurred a few weeks after Selden's visit, and
woul d have taken place sooner had it not been for the resistance
set up in Lily by his ill-starred offer of advice. The sense of
being involved in a transaction she would not have cared to
exam ne too closely had soon afterward defined itself in the
light of a hint fromM. Stancy that, if she "saw them through,"
she woul d have no reason to be sorry. The inplication that such
loyalty would neet with a direct reward had hastened her flight,
and flung her back, ashaned and peni<p 297>tent, on the broad
bosom of Gerty's synpathy. She did not, however, propose to lie
there prone, and Gerty's inspiration about the hats at once
revived her hopes of profitable activity. Here was, after all
somet hing that her charming listless hands could really do; she
had no doubt of their capacity for knotting a ribbon or placing a
flower to advantage. And of course only these finishing touches
woul d be expected of her: subordinate fingers, blunt, grey,

needl e-pricked fingers, would prepare the shapes and stitch the
linings, while she presided over the charnming little front
shop--a shop all white panels, mrrors, and noss-green

hangi ngs--where her finished creations, hats, weaths, aigrettes
and the rest, perched on their stands |ike birds just poising for

flight.

But at the very outset of Gerty's canpaign this vision of the
green-and-whi te shop had been dispelled. O her young | adi es of
fashi on had been thus "set-up," selling their hats by the nere

attraction of a name and the reputed knack of tying a bow, but



these privileged beings could command a faith in their powers
materially expressed by the readiness to pay their shop-rent and
advance a handsonme sum for current expenses. Wiere was Lily to
find such support? And even could it have been found, how were
the | adi es on whose approval she depended to be induced to give
her their patronage? Gerty |earned that whatever synpathy her
friend s case night have excited a few nonths since had been
inmperilled, if not lost, by her association with Ms. Hatch. Once
again, Lily had withdrawn from an anbi guous situation in tim to
save her self-respect, but too late for public vindication

Freddy Van Osburgh was not to marry Ms. Hatch; he had been
rescued at the el eventh hour--sone said by the efforts of CGus
Trenor and Rosedal e--and despatched to Europe with old Ned Van

Al styne; but the risk he had run woul d al ways be ascribed to Mss
Bart's connivance, and woul d sonehow serve as a sunming-up and
corroboration of the vague general distrust of her. It was a
relief to those who had hung back fromher to find thensel ves
thus justified, and they were inclined to insist alittle on her
connection with the Hatch case in order to show that they had

been right.

Gerty's quest, at any rate, brought up against a solid wall of
resi stance; and even when Carry Fisher, nonentarily pen<p
298>itent for her share in the Hatch affair, joined her efforts
to Mss Farish's, they met with no better success. Gerty had
tried to veil her failure in tender anbiguities; but Carry,

al ways the soul of candour, put the case squarely to her friend.

"I went straight to Judy Trenor; she has fewer prejudices than
the others, and besides she's always hated Bertha Dorset. But

what HAVE you done to her, Lily? At the very first word about
giving you a start she flaned out about sone noney you'd got from

Gus; | never knew her so hot before. You know she'll |et himdo



anyt hi ng but spend noney on his friends: the only reason she's
decent to me now is that she knows |I'mnot hard up.--He

specul ated for you, you say? Wll, what's the harn? He had no
business to lose. He DIDN T | ose? Then what on earth--but | never

COULD understand you, Lily!"

The end of it was that, after anxious enquiry and nuch

del i beration, Ms. Fisher and Gerty, for once oddly united in
their effort to help their friend, decided on placing her in the
wor k-room of Mre. Regina's renowned millinery establishnent. Even
this arrangenent was not effected wi thout considerable
negoti ati on, for Mre. Regina had a strong prejudi ce agai nst

untrai ned assi stance, and was induced to yield only by the fact
that she owed the patronage of Ms. Bry and Ms. CGorner to Carry
Fi sher's influence. She had been willing fromthe first to enpl oy
Lily in the showroom as a displayer of hats, a fashionable
beauty m ght be a valuable asset. But to this suggestion Mss
Bart opposed a negative which Gerty enphatically supported, while
M's. Fisher, inwardly unconvinced, but resigned to this |atest
proof of Lily's unreason, agreed that perhaps in the end it would
be nore useful that she should Iearn the trade. To Regina's
work-room Lily was therefore committed by her friends, and there
Ms. Fisher left her with a sigh of relief, while Gerty's

wat chf ul ness continued to hover over her at a distance.

Lily had taken up her work early in January: it was now two

mont hs | ater, and she was still being rebuked for her inability

to sew spangles on a hat-frane. As she returned to her work she

heard a titter pass down the tables. She knew she was an obj ect

of criticismand anmusenent to the other work-wonmen. They were

of course, aware of her history--the exact situation of

every girl in the roomwas known and freely discussed by all the

ot hers--but the know edge did not produce in them any awkward



sense of class distinction: it merely explained why her untutored
fingers were still blundering over the rudiments of the trade.
Lily had no desire that they shoul d recogni ze any soci al
difference in her; but she had hoped to be received as their
equal, and perhaps before long to show herself their superior by
a special deftness of touch, and it was huniliating to find that,
after two nmonths of drudgery, she still betrayed her |ack of
early training. Renote was the day when she might aspire to
exercise the talents she felt confident of possessing; only
experienced workers were entrusted with the delicate art of
shaping and trimring the hat, and the forewoman still held her

i nexorably to the routine of preparatory work.

She began to rip the spangles fromthe frame, |istening absently
to the buzz of talk which rose and fell with the coning and goi ng
of Mss Haines's active figure. The air was cl oser than usual
because M ss Haines, who had a cold, had not allowed a wi ndow to
be opened even during the noon recess; and Lily's head was so
heavy with the weight of a sleepless night that the chatter of

her conpani ons had the incoherence of a dream

"I TOLD her he'd never | ook at her again; and he didn't. |

woul dn't have, either--1 think she acted real mean to him He
took her to the Arion Ball, and had a hack for her both ways...
She's taken ten bottles, and her headaches don't seem no
better--but she's witten a testinonial to say the first bottle
cured her, and she got five dollars and her picture in the
paper.... Ms. Trenor's hat? The one with the green Paradise?
Here, M ss Haines--it'll be ready right off.... That was one of
the Trenor girls here yesterday with Ms. George Dorset. How d |
know? Wiy, Madam sent for nme to alter the flower in that Virot
hat--the blue tulle: she's tall and slight, with her hair fuzzed

out--a good deal |ike Mami e Leach, on'y thinner....'



On and on it flowed, a current of neaningl ess sound, on which,
startlingly enough, a fam liar name now and then floated to the
surface. It was the strangest part of Lily's strange experience,
the hearing of these nanes, the seeing the fragnentary

and distorted image of the world she had lived in reflected in
the mrror of the working-girls' mnds. She had never before
suspected the m xture of insatiable curiosity and contenptuous
freedomwi th which she and her kind were discussed in this
underworl d of toilers who lived on their vanity and

sel f-indul gence. Every girl in Mme. Regina' s work-roomknew to
whom t he headgear in her hands was destined, and had her opinion
of its future wearer, and a definite know edge of the latter's
place in the social system That Lily was a star fallen fromthat
sky did not, after the first stir of curiosity had subsided,
materially add to their interest in her. She had fallen, she had

"gone under," and true to the ideal of their race, they were awed
only by success--by the gross tangible image of material

achi evenment. The consci ousness of her different point of view
merely kept themat a little distance fromher, as though she

were a foreigner with whomit was an effort to talKk.

"Mss Bart, if you can't sew those spangles on nore regular |

guess you'd better give the hat to Mss Kilroy."

Lily | ooked down ruefully at her handiwork. The foreworman was
right: the sewing on of the spangl es was inexcusably bad. Wat
made her so much nore clunsy than usual? Was it a grow ng

di staste for her task, or actual physical disability? She felt
tired and confused: it was an effort to put her thoughts

toget her. She rose and handed the hat to Mss Kilroy, who took it

with a suppressed snile.



"I"'msorry; I'mafraid | amnot well," she said to the forewonan.

M ss Haines offered no coorment. Fromthe first she had augured
ill of Mre. Regina's consenting to include a fashionable
apprentice anong her workers. In that tenple of art no raw

begi nners were wanted, and M ss Hai nes woul d have been nore than
human had she not taken a certain pleasure in seeing her

f orebodi ngs confi rned.

"You' d better go back to binding edges,” she said drily. Lily

sli pped out |ast anong the band of |iberated work-wonen. She did
not care to be nmingled in their noisy dispersal: once in the
street, she always felt an irresistible return to her old
standpoint, an instinctive shrinking fromall that was unpolished
and proni scuous. In the days--how distant they now

seened! - -when she had visited the Grls' Cub with Gerty Farish
she had felt an enlightened interest in the working-classes; but
that was because she | ooked down on them from above, fromthe

happy altitude of her grace and her beneficence. Now that she was

on a level with them the point of view was |less interesting.

She felt a touch on her arm and net the penitent eye of Mss
Kilroy. "Mss Bart, | guess you can sew those spangles on as well
as | can when you're feeling right. Mss Haines didn't act fair

to you."

Lily's colour rose at the unexpected advance: it was a long tine

since real kindness had | ooked at her from any eyes but Gerty's.

"Ch, thank you: I'mnot particularly well, but M ss Hai nes was

right. I AM clunsy."

"Well, it's mean work for anybody with a headache.” M ss Kilroy

paused irresolutely. "You ought to go right hone and |ay down.



Ever try orangei ne?"

"Thank you." Lily held out her hand. "It's very kind of you--I

mean to go home."

She | ooked gratefully at Mss Kilroy, but neither knew what nore
to say. Lily was aware that the other was on the point of
offering to go home with her, but she wanted to be al one and
silent--even kindness, the sort of kindness that Mss Kilroy

could give, would have jarred on her just then

"Thank you," she repeated as she turned away.

She struck westward through the dreary March twilight, toward the
street where her boarding-house stood. She had resolutely refused
Gerty's offer of hospitality. Something of her nmother's fierce
shrinking from observati on and synpathy was begi nning to devel op
in her, and the promiscuity of small quarters and cl ose intinacy
seenmed, on the whole, |ess endurable than the solitude of a hal
bedroomin a house where she could cone and go unrenmarked anong
other workers. For a while she had been sustained by this desire
for privacy and independence; but now, perhaps fromincreasing
physi cal weariness, the |assitude brought about by hours of
unwont ed confinenment, she was beginning to feel acutely the
ugl i ness and di sconfort of her surroundings. The day's task done,
she dreaded to return to her narrow room wth its

bl ot ched wal | paper and shabby paint; and she hated every step of
the wal k thither, through the degradation of a New York street in

the | ast stages of decline fromfashion to conmerce.

But what she dreaded nost of all was having to pass the chemist's
at the corner of Sixth Avenue. She had neant to take anot her

street: she had usually done so of |late. But today her steps were



irresistibly drawmn toward the flaring plate-glass coner; she
tried to take the | ower crossing, but a | aden dray crowded her
back, and she struck across the street obliquely, reaching the

sidewal k just opposite the chem st's door

Over the counter she caught the eye of the clerk who had waited
on her before, and slipped the prescription into his hand. There
could be no question about the prescription: it was a copy of one
of Ms. Hatch's, obligingly furnished by that |ady's chenist.
Lily was confident that the clerk would fill it w thout
hesitation; yet the nervous dread of a refusal, or even of an
expressi on of doubt, communicated itself to her restless hands as
she affected to exam ne the bottles of perfume stacked on the

gl ass case before her.

The clerk had read the prescription without coment; but in the

act of handing out the bottle he paused.

"You don't want to increase the dose, you know, " he remarked.

Lily's heart contracted.

What did he mean by | ooking at her in that way?

"Of course not," she nmurnured, holding out her hand.

"That's all right: it's a queer-acting drug. A drop or two nore,

and off you go--the doctors don't know why."

The dread | est he should question her, or keep the bottle back
choked the nmurnur of acquiescence in her throat; and when at

I ength she energed safely fromthe shop she was al nost dizzy with
the intensity of her relief. The nmere touch of the packet
thrilled her tired nerves with the delicious prom se of a night

of sleep, and in the reaction fromher nmonentary fear she felt as



if the first funes of drowsiness were already stealing over her

In her confusion she stunbl ed agai nst a man who was hurryi ng down
the | ast steps of the elevated station. He drew back, and she
heard her nane uttered with surprise. It was Rosedal e,

fur-coated, glossy and prosperous--but why did she seemto see
himso far off, and as if through a mst of splintered crystals?
Bef ore she coul d account for the phenonenon she found herself
shaki ng hands with him They had parted with scorn on her side
and anger upon his; but all trace of these enmptions seened to
vani sh as their hands net, and she was only aware of a confused

wi sh that she night continue to hold fast to him

"Way, what's the matter, Mss Lily? You' re not well!" he
excl ai med; and she forced her lips into a pallid smle of

reassur ance.

"I'malittle tired--it's nothing. Stay with ne a nonent,
pl ease," she faltered. That she should be asking this service of

Rosedal e!

He gl anced at the dirty and unpropitious comer on which they
stood, with the shriek of the "elevated" and the tumult of trans

and waggons cont endi ng hideously in their ears.

"W can't stay here; but let me take you sonewhere for a cup of
tea. The LONGMORTH is only a few yards off, and there'll be no

one there at this hour."

A cup of tea in quiet, sonmewhere out of the noise and ugliness,
seenmed for the nonent the one solace she could bear. A few steps
brought themto the | adies' door of the hotel he had named, and a

monent | ater he was seated opposite to her, and the waiter had



pl aced the tea-tray between them

"Not a drop of brandy or whiskey first? You | ook regularly done
up, Mss Lily. Well, take your tea strong, then; and, waiter, get

a cushion for the lady's back."

Lily smiled faintly at the injunction to take her tea strong. It
was the tenptation she was always struggling to resist. Her
craving for the keen stinulant was forever conflicting with that
other craving for sleep--the mdnight craving which only the
little phial in her hand could still. But today, at any rate, the
tea could hardly be too strong: she counted on it to pour warnth

and resolution into her enpty veins.

As she | eaned back before him her lids drooping in utter

| assitude, though the first warm draught already tinged her face
with returning life, Rosedal e was seized afresh by the poignant
surprise of her beauty. The dark pencilling of fatigue under her
eyes, the norbid blue-veined pallour of the tenples,

brought out the brightness of her hair and lips, as though al
her ebbing vitality were centred there. Against the dul
chocol at e-col oured background of the restaurant, the purity of
her head stood out as it had never done in the nost brightly-1lit
bal | -room He | ooked at her with a startled unconfortable
feeling, as though her beauty were a forgotten eneny that had

I ain in ambush and now sprang out on hi m unawares.

To clear the air he tried to take an easy tone with her. "Wy,
Mss Lily, | haven't seen you for an age. | didn't know what had

becone of you."

As he spoke, he was checked by an enbarrassi ng sense of the
complications to which this mght |ead. Though he had not seen

her he had heard of her; he knew of her connection with Ms.



Hatch, and of the talk resulting fromit. Ms. Hatch's M LIEU was
one whi ch he had once assiduously frequented, and now as devoutly

shunned.

Lily, to whomthe tea had restored her usual clearness of nind,
saw what was in his thoughts and said with a slight smile: "You
woul d not be likely to know about ne. | have joined the working

cl asses. "

He stared in genuine wonder. "You don't nean ? Wy, what on earth

are you doi ng?"

"Learning to be a mlliner--at least TRYINGto |learn," she

hastily qualified the statenent.

Rosedal e suppressed a | ow whistle of surprise. "Conme off--you

ain't serious, are you?"

"Perfectly serious. |'"'mobliged to work for my living."

"But | understood--1 thought you were with Norma Hatch."

"You heard | had gone to her as her secretary?"

"Somet hing of the kind, | believe." He |leaned forward to refil

her cup.

Lily guessed the possibilities of enbarrassnent which the topic
held for him and raising her eyes to his, she said suddenly: "I

| eft her two nonths ago."

Rosedal e continued to funble awkwardly with the tea-pot, and she



felt sure that he had heard what had been said of her. But what

was there that Rosedal e did not hear?

"Wasn't it a soft berth?" he enquired, with an attenpt at

| i ght ness.

"Too soft--one mght have sunk in too deep." Lily rested one arm
on the edge of the table, and sat looking at himnmore intently
than she had ever | ooked before. An uncontrollable inpul se was
urging her to put her case to this man, from whose curiosity she

had al ways so fiercely defended herself.

"You know Ms. Hatch, |I think? Well, perhaps you can understand

that she m ght nmake things too easy for one.”

Rosedal e | ooked faintly puzzled, and she remenbered that

al | usi veness was | ost on him

"I't was no place for you, anyhow," he agreed, so suffused and
imrersed in the light of her full gaze that he found hinself
being drawn into strange depths of intimcy. He who had had to
subsist on nere fugitive glances, |ooks winged in flight and
swiftly |lost under covert, now found her eyes settling on him

with a brooding intensity that fairly dazzled him

"I left,"” Lily continued, "lest people should say | was hel ping
Ms. Hatch to marry Freddy Van Osburgh--who is not in the |east
too good for her--and as they still continue to say it, | see

that | mght as well have stayed where | was."

"Ch, Freddy---" Rosedal e brushed aside the topic with an air of
its uninportance which gave a sense of the i nmense perspective he

had acquired. "Freddy don't count--but | knew YOU weren't nmixed



up in that. It ain't your style."

Lily coloured slightly: she could not conceal from herself that
the words gave her pleasure. She would have liked to sit there,
drinking nore tea, and continuing to talk of herself to Rosedal e.
But the old habit of observing the conventions rem nded her that
it was time to bring their colloquy to an end, and she made a

faint notion to push back her chair.

Rosedal e stopped her with a protesting gesture. "Wait a

m nute--don't go yet; sit quiet and rest a little longer. You

| ook thoroughly played out. And you haven't told ne---" He broke
of f, conscious of going farther than he had nmeant. She saw the
struggl e and understood it; understood al so the nature of the
spell to which he yielded as, with his eyes on her face, he began
again abruptly: "Wat on earth did you nmean by saying just now

that you were learning to be a mlliner?"

"Just what | said. | aman apprentice at Regina's."

"Good Lord--YOU? But what for? | knew your aunt had
turned you down: Ms. Fisher told me about it. But | understood

you got a legacy fromher---"

"I got ten thousand dollars; but the |legacy is not to be paid

till next sunmer.”

"Wel |, but--look here: you could BORROWon it any tine you

want ed. "

She shook her head gravely. "No; for | owe it already."

"Ore it? The whol e ten thousand?"



"Every penny." She paused, and then continued abruptly, w th her
eyes on his face: "I think Gus Trenor spoke to you once about

havi ng nade sonme noney for ne in stocks."

She waited, and Rosedal e, congested with enbarrassnment, nuttered

that he renmenbered sonething of the kind.

"He nmade about nine thousand dollars,” Lily pursued, in the same
tone of eager conmunicativeness. "At the time, | understood that
he was speculating with nmy own noney: it was incredibly stupid of
me, but | knew not hing of business. Afterward | found out that he
had NOT used my noney--that what he said he had made for nme he
had really given ne. It was neant in kindness, of course; but it
was not the sort of obligation one could remain under
Unfortunately | had spent the noney before | discovered ny

m stake; and so ny legacy will have to go to pay it back. That is

the reason why | amtrying to learn a trade."

She made the statenent clearly, deliberately, with pauses between
the sentences, so that each should have tine to sink deeply into
her hearer's mind. She had a passionate desire that sone one
shoul d know the truth about this transaction, and also that the
runour of her intention to repay the noney should reach Judy
Trenor's ears. And it had suddenly occurred to her that Rosedal e,
who had surprised Trenor's confidence, was the fitting person to
receive and transnmit her version of the facts. She had even felt
a nmonentary exhilaration at the thought of thus relieving herself
of her detested secret; but the sensation gradually faded in the
telling, and as she ended her pallour was suffused with a deep

bl ush of misery.

Rosedal e continued to stare at her in wonder; but the wonder took

the turn she had | east expect ed.



"But see here--if that's the case, it cleans you out altogether?"

<p 307>

He put it to her as if she had not grasped the consequences of
her act; as if her incorrigible ignorance of business were about

to precipitate her into a fresh act of folly.

"Al toget her--yes," she calmy agreed.

He sat silent, his thick hands clasped on the table, his little

puzzl ed eyes exploring the recesses of the deserted restaurant.

"See here--that's fine," he exclainmed abruptly.

Lily rose fromher seat with a deprecating laugh. "Ch, no--it's
merely a bore," she asserted, gathering together the ends of her

f eather scarf.

Rosedal e remai ned seated, too intent on his thoughts to notice
her novement. "M ss Lily, if you want any backing--1 |ike pluck--

-" broke from hi mdi sconnectedly.

"Thank you." She held out her hand. "Your tea has given ne a

trenmendous backing. | feel equal to anything now "

Her gesture seened to show a definite intention of dismssal, but
her conpanion had tossed a bill to the waiter, and was sli pping

his short arns into his expensive overcoat.

"WAit a minute--you've got to let nme walk home with you," he

sai d.

Lily uttered no protest, and when he had paused to make sure of



his change they energed fromthe hotel and crossed Sixth Avenue
again. As she led the way westward past a long line of areas

whi ch, through the distortion of their paintless rails, reveal ed
wi th increasing candour the DI SJECTA MEMBRA of bygone dinners,
Lily felt that Rosedal e was taking contenptuous note of the

nei ghbour hood; and before the doorstep at which she finally

paused he | ooked up with an air of incredul ous disgust.

"This isn't the place? Sone one told nme you were living with Mss

Farish."

"No: | am boarding here. | have lived too long on ny friends."

He continued to scan the blistered brown stone front, the w ndows
draped with discoloured | ace, and the Ponpeian decoration of the
muddy vesti bul e; then he | ooked back at her face and said with a

visible effort: "You'll let me come and see you sone day?"

She snil ed, recogni zing the heroismof the offer to the point of
being frankly touched by it. "Thank you--1 shall be very
glad," she made answer, in the first sincere words she had ever

spoken to him

That evening in her own room M ss Bart--who had fled early from
the heavy funes of the basenent dinner-table--sat nusing upon the
i mpul se which had | ed her to unbosom herself to Rosedal e. Beneath
it she discovered an increasing sense of |oneliness--a dread of
returning to the solitude of her room while she could be
anywhere el se, or in any conpany but her own. Circunstances, of

| ate, had conmbined to cut her off nore and nore from her few
remaining friends. On Carry Fisher's part the wi thdrawal was

perhaps not quite involuntary. Having nmade her final effort on



Lily's behalf, and | anded her safely in Mre. Regina s work-room
M's. Fisher seened disposed to rest fromher |abours; and Lily,
under st andi ng the reason, could not condenm her. Carry had in
fact come dangerously near to being involved in the episode of
Ms. Norma Hatch, and it had taken some verbal ingenuity to
extricate herself. She frankly owned to having brought Lily and
Ms. Hatch together, but then she did not know Ms. Hatch--she
had expressly warned Lily that she did not know Ms. Hatch--and
besi des, she was not Lily's keeper, and really the girl was old
enough to take care of herself. Carry did not put her own case so
brutally, but she allowed it to be thus put for her by her |atest
bosom friend, Ms. Jack Stepney: Ms. Stepney, trenbling over the
narrowness of her only brother's escape, but eager to vindicate
Ms. Fisher, at whose house she could count on the "jolly
parties" which had becone a necessity to her since narriage had

emanci pated her fromthe Van Gsburgh point of view

Lily understood the situation and coul d nake all owances for it.
Carry had been a good friend to her in difficult days, and
perhaps only a friendship like Gerty's could be proof against
such an increasing strain. Gerty's friendship did indeed hold
fast; yet Lily was beginning to avoid her al so. For she could not
go to Gerty's without risk of neeting Selden; and to neet him now
woul d be pure pain. It was pain enough even to think of him

whet her she considered himin the distinctness of her waking
thoughts, or felt the obsession of his presence through the blur
of her tornented nights. That was one of the reasons why

she had turned again to Ms. Hatch's prescription. In the uneasy
snatches of her natural dreans he cane to her sometimes in the
ol d guise of fellowship and tenderness; and she would rise from
the sweet del usion nocked and enptied of her courage. But in the
sl eep which the phial procured she sank far bel ow such

hal f -waki ng visitations, sank into depths of dreamnl ess



anni hil ati on from whi ch she woke each norning with an obliterated

past .

G adually, to be sure, the stress of the old thoughts would
return; but at |east they did not inportune her waking hour. The
drug gave her a nmonmentary illusion of conplete renewal, from

whi ch she drew strength to take up her daily work. The strength
was nore and nore needed as the perplexities of her future

i ncreased. She knew that to Gerty and Ms. Fisher she was only
passing through a tenporary period of probation, since they
bel i eved that the apprenticeship she was serving at Mre. Regina's
woul d enabl e her, when Ms. Peniston's | egacy was paid, to
realize the vision of the green-and-white shop with the fuller
conmpetence acquired by her prelimnary training. But to Lily
hersel f, aware that the |l egacy could not be put to such a use,
the prelimnary training seemed a wasted effort. She understood
clearly enough that, even if she could ever learn to conpete with
hands formed from chil dhood for their special work, the snall pay
she received would not be a sufficient addition to her incone to
conmpensate her for such drudgery. And the realization of this
fact brought her recurringly face to face with the tenptation to
use the legacy in establishing her business. Once installed, and
in command of her own work-wormen, she believed she had sufficient
tact and ability to attract a fashionable CLIENTELE, and if the
busi ness succeeded she could gradually | ay asi de nobney enough to
di scharge her debt to Trenor. But the task night take years to
acconplish, even if she continued to stint herself to the utnost;
and neanwhil e her pride would be crushed under the weight of an

i ntol erable obligation

These were her superficial considerations; but under them | urked
the secret dread that the obligation nmght not always remain

i ntol erable. She knew she could not count on her continuity of



purpose, and what really frightened her was the thought that she
m ght gradually acconmodate herself to remaining

indefinitely in Trenor's debt, as she had accommmbdated herself to
the part allotted her on the Sabrina, and as she had so nearly
drifted into acquiescing with Stancy's schene for the advancenent
of Ms. Hatch. Her danger lay, as she knew, in her old incurable
dread of disconfort and poverty; in the fear of that nounting
tide of dingi ness against which her nother had so passionately
warned her. And now a new vista of peril opened before her. She
under st ood that Rosedal e was ready to | end her noney; and the

Il onging to take advantage of his offer began to haunt her
insidiously. It was of course inpossible to accept a | oan from
Rosedal e; but proximate possibilities hovered tenptingly before
her. She was quite sure that he would conme and see her again, and
al nrost sure that, if he did, she could bring himto the point of
offering to marry her on the terns she had previously rejected.
Wul d she still reject themif they were offered? Mdre and nore,
with every fresh m schance befalling her, did the pursuing furies
seemto take the shape of Bertha Dorset; and close at hand,
safely | ocked anong her papers, lay the neans of ending their
pursuit. The tenptation, which her scorn of Rosedal e had once
enabl ed her to reject, nowinsistently returned upon her; and how

much strength was left her to oppose it?

VWhat little there was nust at any rate be husbanded to the
utnost; she could not trust herself again to the perils of a

sl eepl ess ni ght. Through the long hours of silence the dark
spirit of fatigue and |oneliness crouched upon her breast,

| eavi ng her so drained of bodily strength that her norning

t houghts swamin a haze of weakness. The only hope of renewal |ay
inthe little bottle at her bed-side; and how nuch | onger that

hope woul d | ast she dared not conjecture.



Lily, lingering for a nonent on the corner, |ooked out on the
afternoon spectacle of Fifth Avenue. It was a day in late April,
and the sweetness of spring was in the air. It nmitigated the
ugliness of the Iong crowded thoroughfare, blurred the gaunt
roof-lines, threw a nauve veil over the discouraging perspective
of the side streets, and gave a touch of poetry to the delicate

haze of green that marked the entrance to the Park.

As Lily stood there, she recognized several faniliar faces in the
passing carriages. The season was over, and its ruling forces had
di sbanded; but a few still lingered, delaying their departure for
Eur ope, or passing through town on their return fromthe South
Anmong them was M's. Van Gsburgh, swaying nmajestically in her
C-spring barouche, with Ms. Percy Gryce at her side, and the new
heir to the Gyce mllions enthroned before themon his nurse's
knees. They were succeeded by Ms. Hatch's electric victoria, in
which that lady reclined in the |onely splendour of a spring
toil et obviously designed for conpany; and a noment or two |ater
came Judy Trenor, acconpani ed by Lady Skiddaw, who had conme over

for her annual tarpon fishing and a dip into "the street."

This fleeting glinpse of her past served to enphasize the sense
of aimessness with which Lily at length turned toward home. She
had nothing to do for the rest of the day, nor for the days to
come; for the season was over in nillinery as well as in society,
and a week earlier Mre. Regina had notified her that her services
were no | onger required. Mre. Regina always reduced her staff on
the first of May, and Mss Bart's attendance had of |ate been so
irregul ar--she had so often been unwell, and had done so little
wor k when she cane--that it was only as a favour that her

di sm ssal had hitherto been deferred.

Lily did not question the justice of the decision. She was



consci ous of having been forgetful, awkward and slow to learn. It
was bitter to acknow edge her inferiority even to herself, but
the fact had been brought hone to her that as a

br ead-wi nner she coul d never conpete w th professional ability.

Si nce she had been brought up to be ornanental, she could hardly
bl anme herself for failing to serve any practical purpose; but the
di scovery put an end to her consoling sense of universa

efficiency.

As she turned honeward her thoughts shrank in anticipation from
the fact that there would be nothing to get up for the next

nmorni ng. The luxury of lying late in bed was a pl easure bel ongi ng
to the life of ease; it had no part in the utilitarian existence
of the boarding-house. She liked to | eave her roomearly, and to
return to it as late as possible; and she was wal ki ng sl oy now

in order to postpone the detested approach to her doorstep

But the doorstep, as she drew near it, acquired a sudden interest
fromthe fact that it was occupi ed--and indeed filled--by the
conspi cuous figure of M. Rosedal e, whose presence seened to take

on an added anplitude fromthe nmeanness of his surroundi ngs.

The sight stirred Lily with an irresistible sense of triunph.
Rosedal e, a day or two after their chance neeting, had called to
enquire if she had recovered from her indisposition; but since
then she had not seen or heard fromhim and his absence seened
to betoken a struggle to keep away, to |l et her pass once nore out
of his life. If this were the case, his return showed that the
struggl e had been unsuccessful, for Lily knew he was not the nan
to waste his time in an ineffectual sentinental dalliance. He was
too busy, too practical, and above all too much preoccupied with

hi s own advancenent, to indulge in such unprofitable asides.



In the peacock-blue parlour, with its bunches of dried panpas
grass, and discol oured steel engravings of sentinental episodes,
he | ooked about himw th unconceal ed di sgust, |aying his hat
distrustfully on the dusty consol e adorned with a Rogers

statuette.

Lily sat down on one of the plush and rosewood sofas, and he
deposited hinself in a rocking-chair draped with a starched
anti nacassar whi ch scraped unpl easantly against the pink fold of

skin above his collar.

"My goodness--you can't go on living here!" he exclai ned.

Lily smiled at his tone. "I amnot sure that | can; but | have
gone over my expenses very carefully, and | rather think | shal

be able to nmanage it."

"Be able to nmanage it? That's not what | nmean--it's no place for

you!"

"I't's what | nmean; for | have been out of work for the | ast

week.

"Qut of work--out of work! What a way for you to tal k! The idea
of your having to work--it's preposterous." He brought out his

sentences in short violent jerks, as though they were forced up
froma deep inner crater of indignation. "It's a farce--a crazy

farce," he repeated, his eyes fixed on the long vista of the room

reflected in the bl otched gl ass between the w ndows.

Lily continued to neet his expostulations with a smle. "I don't

know why | shoul d regard nyself as an exception---" she began

"Because you ARE; that's why; and your being in a place like this



is a dammabl e outrage. | can't talk of it calmy."”

She had in truth never seen himso shaken out of his usua
gli bness; and there was sonething alnmost nmoving to her in his

inarticulate struggle with his enotions.

He rose with a start which left the rocking-chair quivering on

its beam ends, and placed hinsel f squarely before her

"Look here, Mss Lily, 1'mgoing to Europe next week: going over
to Paris and London for a couple of nonths--and | can't |eave you
like this. | can't do it. | knowit's none of ny business--you' ve
I et me understand that often enough; but things are worse with
you now than they have been before, and you nust see that you've
got to accept help from sonebody. You spoke to ne the other day
about sone debt to Trenor. | know what you nean--and | respect

you for feeling as you do about it."

A blush of surprise rose to Lily's pale face, but before she

could interrupt himhe had continued eagerly: "Well, I'lIl lend
you the noney to pay Trenor; and | won't--1--see here, don't take
me up till 1've finished. What | nean is, it'll be a plain

busi ness arrangenent, such as one nman woul d nake wi th anot her

Now, what have you got to say agai nst that?"

Lily's blush deepened to a glow in which humiliation and
gratitude were mngled; and both sentinents reveal ed thensel ves

in the unexpected gentl eness of her reply.

"Only this: that it is exactly what Gus Trenor proposed; and that
I can never again be sure of understanding the plainest business
arrangenent." Then, realizing that this answer contained a germ

of injustice, she added, even nore kindly: "Not that | don't



appreci ate your kindness--that |'mnot grateful for it. But a
busi ness arrangenment between us would in any case be inpossible,
because | shall have no security to give when ny debt to Gus

Trenor has been paid."

Rosedal e received this statenment in silence: he seened to fed the
note of finality in her voice, yet to be unable to accept it as

cl osi ng the question between them

In the silence Lily had a cl ear perception of what was passing
through his mind. Whatever perplexity he felt as to the

i nexor abl eness of her course--however little he penetrated its
nmotive--she saw that it unn stakably tended to strengthen her
hold over him It was as though the sense in her of unexpl ai ned
scrupl es and resistances had the same attraction as the delicacy
of feature, the fastidiousness of manner, which gave her an
external rarity, an air of being inpossible to match. As he
advanced in social experience this uniqueness had acquired a
greater value for him as though he were a collector who had

| earned to distinguish mnor differences of design and quality in

some | ong-covet ed object.

Lily, perceiving all this, understood that he would marry her at
once, on the sole condition of a reconciliation with Ms. Dorset;
and the tenptation was the | ess easy to put aside because, little
by little, circunstances were breaking down her dislike for
Rosedal e. The dislike, indeed, still subsisted; but it was
penetrated here and there by the perception of mtigating
qualities in him of a certain gross kindliness, a rather
hel pl ess fidelity of sentinment, which seened to be struggling

through the hard surface of his naterial anbitions

Reading his dismissal in her eyes, he held out his hand with a

gesture whi ch conveyed sonething of this inarticulate conflict.



"If youd only let ne, 1'd set you up over themall--1"d put you
where you could wi pe your feet on 'em" he declared; and
it touched her oddly to see that his new passion had not altered

his old standard of val ues.

Lily took no sl eeping-drops that night. She |ay awake vi ewi ng her
situation in the crude light which Rosedale's visit had shed on
it. In fending off the offer he was so plainly ready to renew,
had she not sacrificed to one of those abstract notions of honour
that mght be called the conventionalities of the noral life?
What debt did she owe to a social order which had condemed and
bani shed her without trial? She had never been heard in her own
def ence; she was innocent of the charge on which she had been
found guilty; and the irregularity of her conviction mght seem
to justify the use of nmethods as irregular in recovering her |ost
rights. Bertha Dorset, to save herself, had not scrupled to ruin
her by an open fal sehood; why should she hesitate to nake private
use of the facts that chance had put in her way? After all, half
t he opprobrium of such an act lies in the name attached to it.
Call it blackmail and it beconmes unthi nkabl e; but explain that it
injures no one, and that the rights regained by it were unjustly
forfeited, and he nust be a formalist indeed who can find no plea

in its defence

The argunents pleading for it with Lily were the old unanswerabl e
ones of the personal situation: the sense of injury, the sense of
failure, the passionate craving for a fair chance against the

sel fish despoti smof society. She had | earned by experience that
she had neither the aptitude nor the noral constancy to renake

her life on new lines; to become a worker among workers, and |et



the world of luxury and pl easure sweep by her unregarded. She
coul d not hold herself nmuch to blane for this ineffectiveness,
and she was perhaps | ess to blanme than she believed. Inherited
tendenci es had conbined with early training to nake her the

hi ghly specialized product she was: an organi smas hel pl ess out
of its narrow range as the sea-anenone torn fromthe rock. She
had been fashioned to adorn and delight; to what other end does
nature round the rose-leaf and paint the humr ng-bird s breast?
And was it her fault that the purely decorative nmission is |ess
easily and harnoniously fulfilled anbng soci al beings

than in the world of nature? That it is apt to be hanpered by

mat eri al necessities or conmplicated by noral scruples?

These last were the two antagonistic forces which fought out
their battle in her breast during the | ong watches of the night;
and when she rose the next norning she hardly knew where the
victory lay. She was exhausted by the reaction of a night w thout
sl eep, coming after many nights of rest artificially obtained;
and in the distorting light of fatigue the future stretched out

before her grey, interm nable and desol ate.

She lay late in bed, refusing the coffee and fried eggs which the
friendly Irish servant thrust through her door, and hating the
intimte domestic noises of the house and the cries and runblings
of the street. Her week of idleness had brought honme to her with
exaggerated force these snall aggravations of the boardi ng- house
worl d, and she yearned for that other |uxurious world, whose
machinery is so carefully conceal ed that one scene flows into

anot her without perceptible agency.

At length she rose and dressed. Since she had |left Mre. Regina's
she had spent her days in the streets, partly to escape fromthe

uncongeni al prom scuities of the boardi ng-house, and partly in



the hope that physical fatigue would help her to sleep. But once
out of the house, she could not decide where to go; for she had
avoi ded Certy since her dismssal fromthe nmlliner's, and she

was not sure of a wel conme anywhere el se

The norning was in harsh contrast to the previous day. A cold
grey sky threatened rain, and a high wind drove the dust in wld
spirals up and down the streets. Lily wal ked up Fifth Avenue
toward the Park, hoping to find a sheltered nook where she night
sit; but the wind chilled her, and after an hour's wandering
under the tossing boughs she yielded to her increasing weariness,
and took refuge in a little restaurant in Fifty-ninth Street. She
was not hungry, and had nmeant to go wi thout |uncheon; but she was
too tired to return home, and the | ong perspective of white

tabl es showed alluringly through the w ndows.

The roomwas full of wonmen and girls, all too nuch engaged in the
rapi d absorption of tea and pie to remark her entrance. A hum of
shrill voices reverberated against the lowceiling, leaving Lily
shut out in alittle circle of silence. She felt a sudden pang of
prof ound | oneliness. She had | ost the sense of tine, and

it seemed to her as though she had not spoken to any one for
days. Her eyes sought the faces about her, craving a responsive
gl ance, some sign of an intuition of her trouble. But the sallow
preoccupi ed wonen, with their bags and note-books and rolls of
music, were all engrossed in their own affairs, and even those
who sat by thensel ves were busy runni ng over proof-sheets or
devouring magazi nes between their hurried gulps of tea. Lily

al one was stranded in a great waste of disoccupation

She drank several cups of the tea which was served with her
portion of stewed oysters, and her brain felt clearer and

livelier when she energed once nore into the street. She realized



now that, as she sat in the restaurant, she had unconsci ously
arrived at a final decision. The discovery gave her an inmedi ate
illusion of activity: it was exhilarating to think that she had
actually a reason for hurrying hone. To prolong her enjoynent of
the sensation she decided to wal k; but the distance was so great
that she found herself gl ancing nervously at the clocks on the
way. One of the surprises of her unoccupied state was the

di scovery that time, when it is left to itself and no definite
demands are made on it, cannot be trusted to nove at any

recogni zed pace. Usually it loiters; but just when one has cone
to count upon its slowness, it may suddenly break into a wild

irrational gall op.

She found, however, on reaching home, that the hour was stil
early enough for her to sit down and rest a few ninutes before
putting her plan into execution. The delay did not perceptibly
weaken her resolve. She was frightened and yet stinulated by the
reserved force of resolution which she felt within herself: she
saw it was going to be easier, a great deal easier, than she had

i magi ned.

At five o'clock she rose, unlocked her trunk, and took out a
seal ed packet which she slipped into the bosom of her dress. Even
the contact with the packet did not shake her nerves as she had
hal f -expected it woul d. She seened encased in a strong arnour of

i ndi fference, as though the vigorous exertion of her will had

finally benunbed her finer sensibilities.

She dressed herself once nore for the street, |ocked her door and
went out. When she energed on the pavenent, the day was stil

high, but a threat of rain darkened the sky and cold

gusts shook the signs projecting fromthe basenent shops al ong

the street. She reached Fifth Avenue and began to wal k slowy



northward. She was sufficiently famliar with Ms. Dorset's
habits to know that she could always be found at honme after five.
She m ght not, indeed, be accessible to visitors, especially to a
visitor so unwel come, and against whomit was quite possible that
she had guarded herself by special orders; but Lily had witten a
note which she neant to send up with her nanme, and which she

t hought woul d secure her adni ssion

She had all owed herself time to walk to Ms. Dorset's, thinking
that the quick nmovenment through the cold evening air would help
to steady her nerves; but she really felt no need of being
tranquillized. Her survey of the situation renained cal mand

unwaveri ng.

As she reached Fiftieth Street the clouds broke abruptly, and a
rush of cold rain slanted into her face. She had no unbrella and
the noisture quickly penetrated her thin spring dress. She was
still half a mile fromher destination, and she decided to wal k
across to Madi son Avenue and take the electric car. As she turned
into the side street, a vague nenory stirred in her. The row of
buddi ng trees, the new brick and |inmestone house-fronts, the
Georgian flat-house with fl owerboxes on its bal conies, were
merged together into the setting of a famliar scene. It was down
this street that she had wal ked with Sel den, that Septenber day
two years ago; a few yards ahead was the doorway they had entered
together. The recollection | oosened a throng of benunbed
sensations--1ongings, regrets, imginings, the throbbing brood of
the only spring her heart had ever known. It was strange to find
hersel f passing his house on such an errand. She seened suddenly
to see her action as he would see it--and the fact of his own
connection with it, the fact that, to attain her end, she nust
trade on his nane, and profit by a secret of his past, chilled

her blood with shanme. What a | ong way she had travelled since the



day of their first talk together! Even then her feet had been set
in the path she was now fol |l owi ng--even then she had resisted the

hand he had hel d out.

Al'l her resentnment of his fancied col dness was swept away in this
overwhel ming rush of recollection. Twice he had been

ready to help her--to help her by loving her, as he had sai d--and
if, the third time, he had seenmed to fail her, whom but herself
could she accuse? . . . Wll, that part of her life was over; she
did not know why her thoughts still clung to it. But the sudden
longing to see himremained; it grew to hunger as she paused on

t he pavenent opposite his door. The street was dark and enpty,
swept by the rain. She had a vision of his quiet room of the
bookshel ves, and the fire on the hearth. She | ooked up and saw a
light in his window, then she crossed the street and entered the

house.

The library | ooked as she had pictured it. The green-shaded | anps
made tranquil circles of light in the gathering dusk, a little
fire flickered on the hearth, and Sel den's easy-chair, which

stood near it, had been pushed aside when he rose to adnit her

He had checked his first nmovenment of surprise, and stood silent,
wai ting for her to speak, while she paused a nonent on the

threshol d, assailed by a rush of nenories.

The scene was unchanged. She recogni zed the row of shelves from
whi ch he had taken down his La Bruyere, and the worn arm of the
chair he had | eaned agai nst while she exam ned the precious

vol unme. But then the wi de Septenber light had filled the room
making it seema part of the outer world: now the shaded | anps
and the warm hearth, detaching it fromthe gathering darkness of

the street, gave it a sweeter touch of intinacy.



Beconi ng gradual |y aware of the surprise under Selden's silence,
Lily turned to himand said sinply: "I came to tell you that
was sorry for the way we parted--for what | said to you that day

at Ms. Hatch's."

The words rose to her |ips spontaneously. Even on her way up the
stairs, she had not thought of preparing a pretext for her visit,
but she now felt an intense longing to dispel the cloud of

ni sunder st andi ng that hung between them

Sel den returned her look with a smle. "I was sorry too that we
shoul d have parted in that way; but I amnot sure | didn't bring

it on nyself. Luckily |I had foreseen the risk | was taking---"

"So that you really didn't care---?" broke fromher with a flash

of her old irony.

"So that | was prepared for the consequences," he corrected
good- hunmouredly. "But we'll talk of all this later. Do come and
sit by the fire. | can recomend that armchair, if you'll let ne

put a cushion behind you."

Whi | e he spoke she had noved slowy to the niddl e of the room
and paused near his witing-table, where the |anp,
striking upward, cast exaggerated shadows on the pallour of her

del i catel y-hol |l owed face.

"You |l ook tired--do sit down," he repeated gently.

She did not seemto hear the request. "I wanted you to know that

| left Ms. Hatch imediately after | saw you," she said, as

t hough conti nui ng her confession



"Yes--yes; | know," he assented, with a rising tinge of

enbarrassnent .

"And that | did so because you told me to. Before you cane | had
al ready begun to see that it would be inpossible to remain with
her--for the reasons you gave ne; but | wouldn't admt it--I

woul dn't let you see that | understood what you neant."

"Ah, | mght have trusted you to find your own way out--don't

overwhelmme with the sense of my officiousness!”

Hs light tone, in which, had her nerves been steadier, she would
have recogni zed the nere effort to bridge over an awkward nonent,
jarred on her passionate desire to be understood. In her strange
state of extra-lucidity, which gave her the sense of being
already at the heart of the situation, it seened incredible that
any one should think it necessary to linger in the conventiona

outskirts of word-play and evasion.

"It was not that--1 was not ungrateful,” she insisted. But the

power of expression failed her suddenly; she felt a trenor in her

throat, and two tears gathered and fell slowy from her eyes.

Sel den noved forward and took her hand. "You are very tired. Wy

won't you sit down and let nme nmake you confortabl e?"

He drew her to the armchair near the fire, and placed a cushion

behi nd her shoul ders.

"And now you rust let ne nake you some tea: you know | al ways

have t hat anmount of hospitality at ny command.”

She shook her head, and two nore tears ran over. But she did not



weep easily, and the long habit of self-control reasserted

itself, though she was still too tremul ous to speak

"You know | can coax the water to boil in five mnutes," Sel den

conti nued, speaking as though she were a troubled child.

Hi s words recalled the vision of that other afternoon

when they had sat together over his tea-table and tal ked
jestingly of her future. There were nonents when that day seened
nmore renote than any other event in her life; and yet she could

always relive it in its mnutest detail.

She made a gesture of refusal. "No: | drink too nuch tea. | would

rather sit quiet--1 nust go in a noment," she added confusedly.

Sel den continued to stand near her, |eaning against the
mant el pi ece. The tinge of constraint was beginning to be nore
distinctly perceptible under the friendly ease of his manner. Her
sel f-absorption had not allowed her to perceive it at first; but
now t hat her consci ousness was once nore putting forth its eager
feelers, she saw that her presence was becom ng an enbarrassnent
to him Such a situation can be saved only by an inmedi ate
outrush of feeling; and on Selden's side the determ ning inpul se

was still |acking.

The di scovery did not disturb Lily as it might once have done.
She had passed beyond the phase of well-bred reciprocity, in

whi ch every denobnstration nust be scrupul ously proportioned to
the enmotion it elicits, and generosity of feeling is the only
ostentati on condemmed. But the sense of |oneliness returned with
redoubl ed force as she saw herself forever shut out from Selden's
i nnost self. She had cone to himw th no definite purpose; the
mere longing to see himhad directed her; but the secret hope she

had carried with her suddenly revealed itself in its death-pang.



"I must go," she repeated, naking a notion to rise from her

chair. "But | may not see you again for a long tinme, and | wanted
to tell you that | have never forgotten the things you said to ne
at Bellonmont, and that sometines--sonmetines when | seened
farthest fromrenenbering them-they have hel ped me, and kept ne
fromm stakes; kept me fromreally becom ng what many peopl e have

t hought ne."

Strive as she would to put sone order in her thoughts, the words
woul d not come nore clearly; yet she felt that she could not
| eave himw thout trying to nake hi munderstand that she had

saved herself whole fromthe seeming ruin of her life.

A change had cone over Selden's face as she spoke. Its guarded
| ook had yielded to an expression still untinged by persona

enotion, but full of a gentle understanding.

"I amglad to have you tell me that; but nothing |I have said has
really nade the difference. The difference is in yourself--it
will always be there. And since it IS there, it can't really
matter to you what people think: you are so sure that your

friends will always understand you."

"Ah, don't say that--don't say that what you have told nme has
made no difference. It seens to shut ne out--to | eave nme all

alone with the other people.”™ She had risen and stood before him
once nore conpletely nastered by the inner urgency of the nonent.
The consci ousness of his half-divined reluctance had vani shed.
Whet her he wished it or not, he nust see her wholly for once

before they parted.

Her voi ce had gathered strength, and she | ooked himgravely in



the eyes as she continued. "Once--tw ce--you gave ne the chance
to escape fromny life, and | refused it: refused it because

was a coward. Afterward | saw my m stake--1 saw | coul d never be
happy with what had contented nme before. But it was too late: you
had judged ne--1 understood. It was too late for happiness--but
not too late to be hel ped by the thought of what | had m ssed.
That is all | have lived on--don't take it fromme now Even in
nmy worst nonents it has been like a little light in the darkness.
Sone wonen are strong enough to be good by thensel ves, but |
needed the help of your belief in nme. Perhaps | mght have
resisted a great tenptation, but the little ones would have
pul l ed ne down. And then I remenbered--1 renenbered your saying
that such a life could never satisfy ne; and | was ashaned to
admt to nyself that it could. That is what you did for ne--that
is what | wanted to thank you for. | wanted to tell you that I

have al ways renenbered; and that | have tried--tried hard . . ."

She broke off suddenly. Her tears had risen again, and in draw ng
out her handkerchief her fingers touched the packet in the folds
of her dress. A wave of colour suffused her, and the words died
on her lips. Then she lifted her eyes to his and went on in an

al tered voice

"I have tried hard--but life is difficult, and | ama very

usel ess person. | can hardly be said to have an i ndependent
existence. | was just a screw or a cog in the great nachine

| called life, and when | dropped out of it I found | was

of no use anywhere el se. What can one do when one finds that one
only fits into one hole? One nust get back to it or be thrown out
into the rubbish heap--and you don't know what it's like in the

rubbi sh heap!"

Her |ips wavered into a smile--she had been distracted by the



whi nsi cal renenbrance of the confidences she had made to him two
years earlier, in that very room Then she had been planning to

marry Percy Gyce--what was it she was pl anni ng now?

The bl ood had risen strongly under Selden's dark skin, but his

enotion showed itself only in an added seriousness of manner.

"You have sonething to tell me--do you nean to marry?" he said

abruptly.

Lily's eyes did not falter, but a | ook of wonder, of puzzled
self-interrogation, formed itself slowy in their depths. In the
Iight of his question, she had paused to ask herself if her

deci sion had really been taken when she entered the room

"You always told ne | should have to conme to it sooner or later!"

she said with a faint smle.

"And you have conme to it now?"

"I shall have to cone to it--presently. But there is sonething

else | must cone to first." She paused again, trying to transmt
to her voice the steadiness of her recovered snile. "There is
some one | nust say goodbye to. Ch, not YOU--we are sure to see
each other again--but the Lily Bart you knew. | have kept her

with ne all this time, but now we are going to part, and | have

brought her back to you--1 amgoing to | eave her here. Wen | go
out presently she will not go with ne. | shall like to think that
she has stayed with you--and she'll be no trouble, she'll take up
no room"

She went toward him and put out her hand, still smling. "WII

you |l et her stay with you?" she asked.



He caught her hand, and she felt in his the vibration of feeling
that had not yet risen to his lips. "Lily--can't | help you?" he

excl ai ned.

She | ooked at himgently. "Do you renenber what you said to ne
once? That you could help nme only by loving nme? Well--you did
love me for a noment; and it helped ne. It has al ways

hel ped ne. But the nonment is gone--it was | who let it go. And

one nmust go on living. Goodbye."

She laid her other hand on his, and they | ooked at each other
with a kind of solemity, as though they stood in the presence of
death. Sonething in truth lay dead between them-the | ove she had
killed in himand could no longer call to life. But sonething
lived between them al so, and |l eaped up in her like an

i mperishable flanme: it was the Iove his |ove had kindled, the

passi on of her soul for his.

Inits light everything el se dwindl ed and fell away from her. She
under stood now t hat she could not go forth and | eave her old self
with him that self nust indeed live on in his presence, but it

nmust still continue to be hers.

Sel den had retained her hand, and continued to scrutinize her
with a strange sense of foreboding. The external aspect of the
situation had vanished for himas conpletely as for her: he felt
it only as one of those rare nonents which lift the veil from

their faces as they pass.

"Lily," he said in a |low voice, "you nmustn't speak in this way. |
can't let you go without knowi ng what you nean to do. Things nmay

change--but they don't pass. You can never go out of ny life."



She net his eyes with an illumined | ook. "No," she said. "I see
that now. Let us always be friends. Then | shall feel safe,

what ever happens.”

"VWhat ever happens? What do you mean? What is going to happen?”

She turned away quietly and wal ked toward the hearth.

"Not hi ng at present--except that | amvery cold, and that before

I go you nust make up the fire for nme."

She knelt on the hearth-rug, stretching her hands to the enbers.
Puzzl ed by the sudden change in her tone, he nechanically
gathered a handful of wood fromthe basket and tossed it on the
fire. As he did so, he noticed how thin her hands | ooked agai nst
the rising light of the flanmes. He saw too, under the |oose lines
of her dress, how the curves of her figure had shrunk to

angul arity; he renenbered long afterward how the red play of the
flame sharpened the depression of her nostrils, and intensified
the bl ackness of the shadows which struck up from her cheekbones
to her eyes. She knelt there for a few nonents in

silence; a silence which he dared not break. \Wen she rose he
fanci ed that he saw her draw sonething fromher dress and drop it
into the fire; but he hardly noticed the gesture at the tine. His
faculties seened tranced, and he was still groping for the word
to break the spell. She went up to himand | aid her hands on his
shoul ders. "Goodbye," she said, and as he bent over her she

touched his forehead with her I|ips.

The street-lanps were lit, but the rain had ceased, and there was
a monentary revival of light in the upper sky. Lily wal ked on
unconsci ous of her surroundings. She was still treading the
buoyant ether which emanates fromthe high noments of life. But

gradually it shrank away from her and she felt the dull pavenent



beneath her feet. The sense of weariness returned with

accunul ated force, and for a noment she felt that she could wal k
no farther. She had reached the corner of Forty-first Street and
Fifth Avenue, and she renmenbered that in Bryant Park there were

seats where she mght rest.

That nel anchol y pl easure-ground was al nost deserted when she
entered it, and she sank down on an enpty bench in the glare of
an electric street-lanp. The warnth of the fire had passed out of
her veins, and she told herself that she nust not sit long in the
penetrating danmpness which struck up fromthe wet asphalt. But
her will-power seenmed to have spent itself in a |last great

effort, and she was lost in the blank reaction which follows on
an unwont ed expenditure of energy. And besides, what was there to
go honme to? Nothing but the silence of her cheerless room-that
silence of the night which may be nore racking to tired nerves
than the nost di scordant noises: that, and the bottle of chlora
by her bed. The thought of the chloral was the only spot of I|ight
in the dark prospect: she could feel its lulling influence
stealing over her already. But she was troubled by the thought
that it was losing its power--she dared not go back to it too
soon. O late the sleep it had brought her had been nore broken
and | ess profound; there had been nights when she was perpetually
floating up through it to consciousness. VWat if the effect of
the drug should gradually fail, as all narcotics were said to
fail? She renmenbered the chenist's warning agai nst increasing the
dose; and she had heard before of the capricious and incal cul able
action of the drug. Her dread of returning to a sl eepless night
was so great that she lingered on, hoping that excessive

weari ness woul d reinforce the waning power of the chloral

Ni ght had now closed in, and the roar of traffic in Forty-second

Street was dying out. As conplete darkness fell on the square the



lingering occupants of the benches rose and di spersed; but now
and then a stray figure, hurrying homeward, struck across the
path where Lily sat, |ooning black for a noment in the white
circle of electric light. One or two of these passers-by

sl ackened their pace to glance curiously at her lonely figure;

but she was hardly conscious of their scrutiny.

Suddenl y, however, she becane aware that one of the passing
shadows remmi ned stationary between her |line of vision and the
gl eami ng asphalt; and raising her eyes she saw a young wonman

bendi ng over her.

"Excuse nme--are you sick?--Wy, it's Mss Bart!" a half-famliar

voi ce excl ai ned.

Lily | ooked up. The speaker was a poorly-dressed young wonan wth
a bundl e under her arm Her face had the air of unwhol esone
refinement which ill-health and over-work may produce, but its
comon prettiness was redeened by the strong and generous curve

of the Iips.

"You don't renmenber me," she continued, brightening with the

pl easure of recognition, "but I'd know you anywhere, |'ve thought
of you such a lot. | guess ny folks all know your name by heart.

I was one of the girls at Mss Farish's club--you hel ped ne to go
to the country that time | had lung-trouble. My nane's Nettie
Struther. It was Nettie Crane then--but | daresay you don't

renenber that either."”

Yes: Lily was beginning to renmenber. The episode of Nettie
Crane's tinely rescue from di sease had been one of the nost
satisfying incidents of her connection with Gerty's charitable

wor k. She had furnished the girl with the neans to go to a



sanatoriumin the nountains: it struck her now with a peculiar

irony that the noney she had used had been Gus Trenor's.

She tried to reply, to assure the speaker that she had not
forgotten; but her voice failed in the effort, and she felt
hersel f sinking under a great wave of physical weakness. Nettie
Struther, with a startled exclamation, sat down and slipped a

shabbi | y-cl ad arm behi nd her back

"Why, Mss Bart, you ARE sick. Just lean on me a little till you

feel better."

A faint glow of returning strength seened to pass into Lily from

the pressure of the supporting arm

"I'monly tired--it is nothing," she found voice to say in a
monent; and then, as she net the timd appeal of her conpanion's
eyes, she added involuntarily: "I have been unhappy--in great

trouble."

"YOQU in trouble? I've always thought of you as being so high up
where everything was just grand. Sonetinmes, when | felt rea

mean, and got to wondering why things were so queerly fixed in
the world, |I used to renenber that you were having a lovely tine,
anyhow, and that seenmed to show there was a kind of justice
somewhere. But you nustn't sit here too long--it's fearfully
danmp. Don't you feel strong enough to walk on a little ways now?"

she broke off.

"Yes--yes; | nmust go home,"” Lily murmured, rising.

Her eyes rested wonderingly on the thin shabby figure at her
side. She had known Nettie Crane as one of the discouraged

victims of over-work and anaem c parentage: one of the



superfluous fragments of life destined to be swept prematurely
into that social refuse-heap of which Lily had so lately
expressed her dread. But Nettie Struther's frail envel ope was now
alive with hope and energy: whatever fate the future reserved for
her, she would not be cast into the refuse-heap without a

struggl e.

"I amvery glad to have seen you," Lily continued, summoning a
smile to her unsteady lips. "It'll be ny turn to think of you as

happy--and the world will seema | ess unjust place to ne too."

"Ch, but |I can't leave you like this--you're not fit to go hone
alone. And | can't go with you either!" Nettie Struther wailed
with a start of recollection. "You see, it's ny husband's
night-shift--he's a notor-man--and the friend |I | eave the baby
with has to step upstairs to get HER husband's supper at seven. |
didn't tell you | had a baby, did |? She'll be four nonths old
day after tonmorrow, and to | ook at her you wouldn't think I'd
ever had a sick day. |I'd give anything to show you the baby, M ss
Bart, and we live right down the street here--it's only three

bl ocks off." She lifted her eyes tentatively to Lily's face, and
then added with a burst of courage: "Wy won't you get right into
the cars and cone home with me while | get baby's supper?

It's real warmin our kitchen, and you can rest there, and ||

take YQU hone as soon as ever she drops off to sleep.”

It WAS warm in the kitchen, which, when Nettie Struther's natch
had made a flame leap fromthe gas-jet above the table, reveal ed
itself to Lily as extraordinarily small and al nost mracul ously
clean. A fire shone through the polished flanks of the iron
stove, and near it stood a crib in which a baby was sitting
upright, with incipient anxiety struggling for expression on a

countenance still placid with sleep



Havi ng passi onately cel ebrated her reunion with her offspring,
and excused herself in cryptic language for the | ateness of her
return, Nettie restored the baby to the crib and shyly invited

M ss Bart to the rocking-chair near the stove.

"We've got a parlour too," she explained with pardonabl e pride;
"but | guess it's warmer in here, and | don't want to | eave you

al one while |I'mgetting baby's supper.™

On receiving Lily's assurance that she nmuch preferred the
friendly proxinmty of the kitchen fire, Ms. Struther proceeded
to prepare a bottle of infantile food, which she tenderly applied
to the baby's inpatient |ips; and while the ensuing degustation
went on, she seated herself with a beani ng countenance beside her

visitor.

"You're sure you won't let ne warmup a drop of coffee for you
M ss Bart? There's sone of baby's fresh mlk left over--well,

maybe you'd rather just sit quiet and rest a little while. It's

too | ovely having you here. |'ve thought of it so often that |
can't believe it's really come true. I've said to George again
and again: 'l just wish Mss Bart could see ne NO¥-' and | used

to watch for your nanme in the papers, and we'd talk over what you
were doing, and read the descriptions of the dresses you wore. |
haven't seen your nane for a long tine, though, and | began to be
afraid you were sick, and it worried me so that George said |'d

get sick nyself, fretting about it." Her lips broke into a

rem niscent smle. "Well, | can't afford to be sick again, that's
a fact: the last spell nearly finished ne. Wen you sent me off
that time | never thought I'd cone back alive, and | didn't nuch

care if | did. You see | didn't know about George and the baby

then."



She paused to readjust the bottle to the child s bubbling nouth.

"You precious--don't you be in too nuch of a hurry! Was it mad
with mommer for getting its supper so late? Marry

Anto' nette--that's what we call her: after the French queen in
that play at the Garden--1 told George the actress reni nded ne of
you, and that nade ne fancy the nane . . . | never thought I'd
get married, you know, and |I'd never have had the heart to go on

wor ki ng just for myself."

She broke off again, and neeting the encouragenent in Lily's
eyes, went on, with a flush rising under her anaemi c skin: "You
see | wasn't only just SICK that tine you sent nme off--1 was
dreadful |y unhappy too. I'd known a gentl eman where | was
enpl oyed--1 don't know as you renenber | did type-witing in a
big inporting firm-and--well--1 thought we were to be married:
he'd gone steady with nme six nmonths and given ne his nother's
wedding ring. But | presune he was too stylish for ne--he
travelled for the firm and had seen a great deal of society.
Wrk girls aren't |ooked after the way you are, and they don't
al ways know how to | ook after thenselves. | didn't . . . and it
pretty near killed ne when he went away and left off witing .
It was then | came down sick--1 thought it was the end of
everything. | guess it would have been if you hadn't sent nme off.
But when | found | was getting well | began to take heart in
spite of nyself. And then, when | got back hone, George cane
round and asked ne to marry him At first | thought | couldn't,
because we'd been brought up together, and | knew he knew about
me. But after a while | began to see that that nmade it easier.
never could have told another man, and |'d never have married
without telling; but if George cared for nme enough to have nme as

I was, | didn't see why | shouldn't begin over again--and I did."



The strength of the victory shone forth fromher as she lifted
her irradiated face fromthe child on her knees. "But, nercy, |
didn't mean to go on like this about nyself, with you sitting
there | ooking so fagged out. Only it's so |lovely having you here,
and letting you see just how you've hel ped ne." The baby had sunk
back blissfully replete, and Ms. Struther softly rose to

lay the bottle aside. Then she paused before Mss Bart.

"I only wish | could help YOU--but |I suppose there's nothing on

earth I could do," she nmurnured wistfully.

Lily, instead of answering, rose with a smle and held out her
arms; and the nother, understanding the gesture, laid her child

in them

The baby, feeling herself detached from her habitual anchorage,
made an instinctive notion of resistance; but the soothing

i nfluences of digestion prevailed, and Lily felt the soft weight
sink trustfully against her breast. The child' s confidence in its
safety thrilled her with a sense of warnth and returning life,
and she bent over, wondering at the rosy blur of the little face,
the enpty clearness of the eyes, the vague tendrilly notions of
the folding and unfolding fingers. At first the burden in her
arnms seened as light as a pink cloud or a heap of down, but as
she continued to hold it the weight increased, sinking deeper
and penetrating her with a strange sense of weakness, as though

the child entered into her and becane a part of herself.

She | ooked up, and saw Nettie's eyes resting on her with

t enderness and exul tati on.

"Wuldn't it be too lovely for anything if she could grow up to

be just like you? O course | know she never COULD -but nothers



are always dream ng the craziest things for their children."

Lily clasped the child close for a nmonent and laid her back in
her

not her's arns.

"Oh, she nust not do that--1 should be afraid to cone and see her
too often!" she said with a snmle; and then, resisting Ms.
Struther's anxi ous offer of conpanionship, and reiterating the
proni se that of course she would conme back soon, and nake
George' s acquai ntance, and see the baby in her bath, she passed

out of the kitchen and went al one down the tenenent stairs.

As she reached the street she realized that she felt stronger and
happier: the little episode had done her good. It was the first

time she had ever come across the results of her spas<p 333>nodic
benevol ence, and the surprised sense of human fell owship took the

nortal chill fromher heart.

It was not till she entered her own door that she felt the
reaction of a deeper loneliness. It was long after seven o' cl ock
and the light and odours proceeding fromthe basenent nmade it
mani f est that the boarding-house di nner had begun. She hastened
up to her room lit the gas, and began to dress. She did not nean
to panper herself any longer, to go without food because her
surroundi ngs made it unpal atable. Since it was her fate to live

i n a boarding-house, she nust learn to fall in with the
conditions of the life. Neverthel ess she was glad that, when she
descended to the heat and glare of the dining-room the repast

was nearly over.



In her own room again, she was seized with a sudden fever of
activity. For weeks past she had been too listless and
indifferent to set her possessions in order, but now she began to
exam ne systematically the contents of her drawers and cupboard.
She had a few handsone dresses left--survivals of her |ast phase
of splendour, on the Sabrina and in London--but when she had been
obliged to part with her maid she had gi ven the wonan a generous
share of her cast-off apparel. The remaining dresses, though they
had | ost their freshness, still kept the long unerring |ines, the
sweep and anplitude of the great artist's stroke, and as she
spread them out on the bed the scenes in which they had been worn
rose vividly before her. An association lurked in every fold:
each fall of lace and gl eam of enbroidery was like a letter in
the record of her past. She was startled to find how the

at nosphere of her old life envel oped her. But, after all, it was
the life she had been made for: every dawni ng tendency in her had
been carefully directed toward it, all her interests and
activities had been taught to centre around it. She was |ike sone
rare flower grown for exhibition, a flower from which every bud

had been ni pped except the crowning bl ossom of her beauty.

Last of all, she drew forth fromthe bottom of her trunk a heap
of white drapery which fell shapel essly across her arm It was
the Reynol ds dress she had worn in the Bry TABLEAUX. It had been
i npossible for her to give it away, but she had never seen it
since that night, and the long flexible folds, as she

shook them out, gave forth an odour of violets which came to her
like a breath fromthe fl ower-edged fountain where she had stood
with Lawence Sel den and di sowned her fate. She put back the
dresses one by one, laying away with each sonme gl eam of I|ight,

some note of laughter, sone stray waft fromthe rosy shores of



pl easure. She was still in a state of highly-wought
i npressionability, and every hint of the past sent a lingering

trenor al ong her nerves.

She had just closed her trunk on the white folds of the Reynol ds
dress when she heard a tap at her door, and the red fist of the
Irish maid-servant thrust in a belated letter. Carrying it to the
light, Lily read with surprise the address stanped on the upper
comer of the envelope. It was a business conmunication fromthe
of fice of her aunt's executors, and she wondered what unexpected
devel opment had caused themto break silence before the appointed
time. She opened the envel ope and a cheque fluttered to the
floor. As she stooped to pick it up the blood rushed to her face.
The cheque represented the full amount of Ms. Peniston's |egacy,
and the letter acconpanying it explained that the executors,
havi ng adj usted the business of the estate with | ess delay than
they had expected, had decided to anticipate the date fixed for

the paynent of the bequests.

Lily sat down beside the desk at the foot of her bed, and
spreadi ng out the cheque, read over and over the TEN THOUSAND
DOLLARS written across it in a steely business hand. Ten nont hs
earlier the anount it stood for had represented the depths of
penury; but her standard of values had changed in the interval
and now visions of wealth lurked in every flourish of the pen. As
she continued to gaze at it, she felt the glitter of the visions
mounting to her brain, and after a while she lifted the lid of
the desk and slipped the magic formula out of sight. It was
easier to think without those five figures dancing before her
eyes; and she had a great deal of thinking to do before she

sl ept.

She opened her cheque-book, and plunged into such anxi ous



cal cul ations as had prol onged her vigil at Bellonont on the night
when she had decided to marry Percy Gryce. Poverty sinplifies
book- keepi ng, and her financial situation was easier to ascertain
than it had been then; but she had not yet |earned the

control of noney, and during her transient phase of luxury at the
Enmpori um she had slipped back into habits of extravagance which
still inpaired her slender balance. A careful exanination of her
cheque-book, and of the unpaid bills in her desk, showed that,
when the latter had been settled, she would have barely enough to
live on for the next three or four nonths; and even after that,

if she were to continue her present way of l|iving, wthout
earning any additional money, all incidental expenses nust be
reduced to the vanishing point. She hid her eyes with a shudder
behol di ng herself at the entrance of that ever-narrow ng
perspective down which she had seen Mss Silverton's dowdy figure

take its despondent way.

It was no |onger, however, fromthe vision of material poverty
that she turned with the greatest shrinking. She had a sense of
deeper enpoveri shnent--of an inner destitution conmpared to which
outward conditions dwindled into insignificance. It was indeed

m serable to be poor--to |l ook forward to a shabby, anxious

m ddl e- age, | eading by dreary degrees of econony and self-denial
to gradual absorption in the dingy communal existence of the

boar di ng- house. But there was sonething nore miserable still--it
was the clutch of solitude at her heart, the sense of being swept
like a stray uprooted growth down the heedl ess current of the
years. That was the feeling which possessed her now-the feeling
of being sonething rootl ess and epheneral, nere spin-drift of the
whirling surface of existence, without anything to which the poor
little tentacles of self could cling before the awful flood
subnmerged them And as she | ooked back she saw that there had

never been a tine when she had had any real relation to life. Her



parents too had been rootl ess, blown hither and thither on every
wi nd of fashion, w thout any personal existence to shelter them
fromits shifting gusts. She herself had grown up wi thout any one
spot of earth being dearer to her than another: there was no
centre of early pieties, of grave endearing traditions, to which
her heart could revert and fromwhich it could draw strength for
itself and tenderness for others. In whatever forma

sl ow y-accunmul ated past lives in the blood--whether in the
concrete image of the old house stored with visual nenories, or
in the conception of the house not built wi th hands, but

made up of inherited passions and loyalties--it has the same
power of broadeni ng and deepeni ng the individual existence, of
attaching it by nysterious links of kinship to all the mighty sum

of human striving.

Such a vision of the solidarity of life had never before cone to
Lily. She had had a prenonition of it in the blind notions of her
mat i ng-instinct; but they had been checked by the disintegrating
i nfluences of the life about her. Al the men and wonen she knew
were like atons whirling away from each other in some wld
centrifugal dance: her first glinpse of the continuity of life

had conme to her that evening in Nettie Struther's kitchen

The poor little working-girl who had found strength to gather up

the fragnents of her life, and build herself a shelter with them
seenmed to Lily to have reached the central truth of existence. It
was a neagre enough life, on the grimedge of poverty, with scant
margin for possibilities of sickness or m schance, but it had the
frail audacious pernanence of a bird's nest built on the edge of

acliff--a mere wisp of |eaves and straw, yet so put together

that the lives entrusted to it may hang safely over the abyss.

Yes--but it had taken two to build the nest; the man's faith as



well as the woman's courage. Lily remenbered Nettie's words: |
KNEW HE KNEW ABOUT ME. Her husband's faith in her had nmade her
renewal possible--it is so easy for a woman to becone what the
man she | oves believes her to be! WlIl--Selden had tw ce been
ready to stake his faith on Lily Bart; but the third trial had
been too severe for his endurance. The very quality of his |ove
had made it the nore inpossible to recall to life. If it had been
a sinple instinct of the blood, the power of her beauty night
have revived it. But the fact that it struck deeper, that it was
inextricably wound up with inherited habits of thought and
feeling, made it as inpossible to restore to growth as a
deep-rooted plant tomfromits bed. Sel den had given her of his
best; but he was as incapable as herself of an uncritical return

to former states of feeling.

There remained to her, as she had told him the uplifting nenory
of his faith in her; but she had not reached the age when a wonan
can live on her nmenories. As she held Nettie Struther's

child in her arms the frozen currents of youth had | oosed
thensel ves and run warmin her veins: the old Iife-hunger
possessed her, and all her being clambured for its share of
personal happi ness. Yes--it was happi ness she still wanted, and
the glinpse she had caught of it nade everything else of no
account. One by one she had detached herself fromthe baser
possibilities, and she saw that nothing now remained to her but

the enptiness of renunciation

It was growing late, and an i nmense weari ness once nore possessed
her. It was not the stealing sense of sleep, but a vivid wakefu
fatigue, a wan lucidity of mind against which all the
possibilities of the future were shadowed forth gigantically. She
was appall ed by the intense cl eanness of the vision; she seened

to have broken through the nmerciful veil which intervenes between



intention and action, and to see exactly what she would do in al
the I ong days to cone. There was the cheque in her desk, for

i nstance--she nmeant to use it in paying her debt to Trenor; but
she foresaw that when the norning came she would put off doing
so, would slip into gradual tolerance of the debt. The thought
terrified her--she dreaded to fall fromthe height of her I|ast
nmoment with Law ence Sel den. But how coul d she trust herself to
keep her footing? She knew the strength of the opposing

i mpul ses-she could feel the countl ess hands of habit draggi ng her
back into sone fresh conpromise with fate. She felt an intense
longing to prolong, to perpetuate, the nonentary exaltation of
her spirit. If only life could end now-end on this tragic yet
sweet vision of |ost possibilities, which gave her a sense of

kinship with all the loving and foregoing in the world!

She reached out suddenly and, drawi ng the cheque from her
writing-desk, enclosed it in an envel ope which she addressed to
her bank. She then wote out a cheque for Trenor, and placing it,
wi t hout an acconpanying word, in an envelope inscribed with his
nane, laid the two letters side by side on her desk. After that
she continued to sit at the table, sorting her papers and
witing, till the intense silence of the house rem nded her of
the | ateness of the hour. In the street the noise of wheels had
ceased, and the runble of the "elevated" came only at |ong
interval s through the deep unnatural hush. In the nysterious
nocturnal separation fromall outward signs of life, she

felt herself nore strangely confronted with her fate. The
sensation made her brain reel, and she tried to shut out

consci ousness by pressing her hands agai nst her eyes. But the
terrible silence and enptiness seemed to synbolize her
future--she felt as though the house, the street, the world were

all enpty, and she alone left sentient in a lifeless universe.



But this was the verge of delirium. . . she had never hung so
near the dizzy brink of the unreal. Sleep was what she
want ed- - she renenbered that she had not cl osed her eyes for two
nights. The little bottle was at her bed-side, waiting to lay its
spel | upon her. She rose and undressed hastily, hungering now for
the touch of her pillow. She felt so profoundly tired that she

t hought she nmust fall asleep at once; but as soon as she had lain
down every nerve started once nore into separate wakeful ness. It
was as though a great blaze of electric Iight had been turned on
in her head, and her poor little anguished self shrank and

cowered in it, wthout know ng where to take refuge.

She had not imagi ned that such a nultiplication of wakeful ness
was possi bl e: her whol e past was reenacting itself at a hundred
di fferent points of consciousness. Where was the drug that could
still this legion of insurgent nerves? The sense of exhaustion
woul d have been sweet conpared to this shrill beat of activities;
but weariness had dropped from her as though some cruel stinulant

had been forced into her veins.

She coul d bear it--yes, she could bear it; but what strength
woul d be I eft her the next day? Perspective had di sappeared--the
next day pressed close upon her, and on its heels cane the days
that were to follow-they swarmed about her |ike a shrieking nob.
She nust shut themout for a few hours; she nust take a brief
bath of oblivion. She put out her hand, and measured the soothing
drops into a glass; but as she did so, she knew they woul d be
power | ess agai nst the supernatural lucidity of her brain. She had
I ong since raised the dose to its highest linit, but tonight she
felt she nmust increase it. She knew she took a slight risk in
doi ng so--she renenbered the chemist's warning. If sleep cane at
all, it might be a sleep without waking. But after all that was

but one chance in a hundred: the action of the drug was



i ncal cul abl e, and the addition of a few drops to the regul ar dose
woul d probably do no nore than procure for her the rest she so

desperat el y needed. ..

She did not, in truth, consider the question very closely--the
physi cal craving for sleep was her only sustained sensation. Her
m nd shrank fromthe glare of thought as instinctively as eyes
contract in a blaze of |ight--darkness, darkness was what she
must have at any cost. She raised herself in bed and swal | owed
the contents of the glass; then she blew out her candle and | ay

down.

She lay very still, waiting with a sensuous pleasure for the
first effects of the soporific. She knew in advance what form
they woul d take--the gradual cessation of the inner throb, the
soft approach of passiveness, as though an invisible hand nade
magi ¢ passes over her in the darkness. The very sl owness and
hesitancy of the effect increased its fascination: it was
delicious to |l ean over and | ook down into the di mabysses of
unconsci ousness. Toni ght the drug seenmed to work nore slowy than
usual : each passionate pulse had to be stilled in turn, and it
was | ong before she felt themdropping into abeyance, like
sentinels falling asleep at their posts. But gradually the sense
of conpl ete subjugation canme over her, and she wondered | anguidly
what had nmade her feel so uneasy and excited. She saw now t hat
there was nothing to be excited about--she had returned to her
normal view of |ife. Tonorrow would not be so difficult after

all: she felt sure that she would have the strength to neet it.
She did not quite renenber what it was that she had been afraid
to neet, but the uncertainty no | onger troubled her. She had been
unhappy, and now she was happy--she had felt herself alone, and

now t he sense of |oneliness had vani shed.



She stirred once, and turned on her side, and as she did so, she
suddenl y understood why she did not feel herself alone. It was
odd--but Nettie Struther's child was lying on her arm she felt
the pressure of its little head agai nst her shoulder. She did not
know how it had conme there, but she felt no great surprise at the
fact, only a gentle penetrating thrill of warnth and pl easure.
She settled herself into an easier position, hollowing her armto
pillow the round downy head, and hol ding her breath I|est

a sound should disturb the sl eeping child.

As she lay there she said to herself that there was sonething she
nmust tell Selden, some word she had found that should make life
cl ear between them She tried to repeat the word, which |ingered
vague and |uminous on the far edge of thought--she was afraid of
not remenbering it when she woke; and if she could only renenber

it and say it to him she felt that everything would be well.

Slowy the thought of the word faded, and sleep began to enfold
her. She struggled faintly against it, feeling that she ought to
keep awake on account of the baby; but even this feeling was
gradually lost in an indistinct sense of drowsy peace, through
whi ch, of a sudden, a dark flash of loneliness and terror tore

its way.

She started up again, cold and trenbling with the shock: for a
noment she seenmed to have | ost her hold of the child. But no--she
was m staken--the tender pressure of its body was still close to
hers: the recovered warnth fl owed t hrough her once nore, she

yielded to it, sank into it, and slept.

The next nmorning rose nmild and bright, with a proni se of summer
in the air. The sunlight slanted joyously down Lily's street,

nmel | omwed the blistered house-front, gilded the paintless railings



of the door-step, and struck prismatic glories fromthe panes of

her darkened w ndow.

When such a day coincides with the inner nood there is
intoxication in its breath; and Sel den, hastening al ong the
street through the squalor of its norning confidences, felt
himself thrilling with a youthful sense of adventure. He had cut
| oose fromthe fam liar shores of habit, and |aunched hinself on
uncharted seas of enotion; all the old tests and neasures were

I eft behind, and his course was to be shaped by new stars.

That course, for the noment, led nerely to Mss Bart's

boar di ng- house; but its shabby door-step had suddenly becone the
threshold of the untried. As he approached he | ooked up at the
triple row of wi ndows, wondering boyishly which one of them was
hers. It was nine o' clock, and the house, being tenanted by

wor kers, already showed an awakened front to the street. He
remenbered afterward having noticed that only one blind was down.
He noticed too that there was a pot of pansies on one of the

wi ndow sills, and at once concluded that the w ndow nust be hers
it was inevitable that he should connect her with the one touch

of beauty in the dingy scene.

Ni ne o' clock was an early hour for a visit, but Selden had passed
beyond all such conventional observances. He only knew that he
must see Lily Bart at once--he had found the word he neant to say
to her, and it could not wait another nonent to be said. It was
strange that it had not cone to his |ips sooner--that he had | et
her pass from himthe evening before w thout being able to speak
it. But what did that matter, now that a new day had conme? It was

not a word for twilight, but for the norning.

Sel den ran eagerly up the steps and pulled the bell; and even in

his state of self-absorption it came as a sharp surprise to him



that the door should open so pronptly. It was still nore
of a surprise to see, as he entered, that it had been opened by
Gerty Farish--and that behind her, in an agitated blur, severa

other figures om nously | ooned.

"Lawrence!" Gerty cried in a strange voice, "how could you get
here so quickly?"--and the trenbling hand she laid on him seened

instantly to close about his heart.

He noticed the other faces, vague with fear and conjecture--he
saw the |l andl ady's inposing bul k sway professionally toward him
but he shrank back, putting up his hand, while his eyes
mechani cal ly nmounted the steep black wal nut stairs, up which he

was i medi ately aware that his cousin was about to |l ead him

A voice in the background said that the doctor m ght be back at
any nminute--and that nothing, upstairs, was to be disturbed. Somne

one else exclaimed: "It was the greatest mercy--" then Sel den
felt that Gerty had taken himgently by the hand, and that they

were to be suffered to go up al one.

In silence they nmounted the three flights, and wal ked al ong the
passage to a closed door. Gerty opened the door, and Sel den went
in after her. Though the blind was down, the irresistible
sunl i ght poured a tenpered golden flood into the room and inits
I ight Selden saw a narrow bed along the wall, and on the bed,
with notionl ess hands and cal m unrecogni zing face, the senbl ance

of Lily Bart.

That it was her real self, every pulse in himardently denied.
Her real self had |lain warmon his heart but a few hours
earlier--what had he to do with this estranged and tranquil face

which, for the first time, neither paled nor brightened at his



com ng?

Gerty, strangely tranquil too, with the conscious self-control of
one who has ninistered to nuch pain, stood by the bed, speaking

gently, as if transmtting a final nessage.

"The doctor found a bottle of chloral--she had been sl eeping
badly for a long tine, and she nust have taken an overdose by
nmistake.... There is no doubt of that--no doubt--there will be no
question--he has been very kind. | told himthat you and I would
like to be left alone with her--to go over her things before any

one else cones. | know it is what she woul d have wi shed."

Sel den was hardly conscious of what she said. He stood

| ooki ng down on the sl eeping face which seened to lie like a
del i cate inpal pabl e mask over the living |ineanents he had known.
He felt that the real Lily was still there, close to him yet

i nvisible and inaccessible; and the tenuity of the barrier

bet ween them nocked himwi th a sense of hel pl essness. There had
never been nore than a little inpal pable barrier between

them -and yet he had suffered it to keep them apart! And now,
though it seened slighter and frailer than ever, it had suddenly
hardened to adamant, and he might beat his life out against it in

vain.

He had dropped on his knees beside the bed, but a touch from
Gerty aroused him He stood up, and as their eyes net he was

struck by the extraordinary light in his cousin's face.

"You understand what the doctor has gone for? He has pronised
that there shall be no trouble--but of course the formalities
must be gone through. And | asked himto give us tine to | ook

t hrough her things first---"



He nodded, and she gl anced about the small bare room "It won't

take long," she concl uded.

"No--it won't take |long," he agreed.

She held his hand in hers a nonent |onger, and then, with a | ast
| ook at the bed, noved silently toward the door. On the threshold

she paused to add: "You will find ne downstairs if you want me."

Sel den roused hinmself to detain her. "But why are you goi ng? She

woul d have w shed---"

Gerty shook her head with a smle. "No: this is what she woul d

have wi shed---" and as she spoke a |ight broke through Sel den's

stony msery, and he saw deep into the hidden things of I|ove.

The door closed on Gerty, and he stood alone with the notionl ess
sl eeper on the bed. His inpulse was to return to her side, to
fall on his knees, and rest his throbbing head agai nst the
peaceful cheek on the pillow They had never been at peace
together, they two; and now he felt hinmself drawn downward into

the strange nysterious depths of her tranquillity.

But he renenbered Gerty's warni ng words--he knew that, though
time had ceased in this room its feet were hastening
relentlessly toward the door. Gerty had given himthis supreme

hal f-hour, and he nust use it as she will ed.

He turned and | ooked about him sternly conpelling hinself to
regain his consci ousness of outward things. There was very little
furniture in the room The shabby chest of drawers was spread
with a lace cover, and set out with a few gol d-topped boxes and

bottles, a rose-coloured pin-cushion, a glass tray strewn with



tortoi se-shell hair-pins--he shrank fromthe poignant intinacy of
these trifles, and fromthe blank surface of the toilet-nirror

above t hem

These were the only traces of luxury, of that clinging to the
m nut e observance of personal seem iness, which showed what her
ot her renunci ati ons nust have cost. There was no other token of
her personality about the room unless it showed itself in the
scrupul ous neatness of the scant articles of furniture: a

washi ng-stand, two chairs, a small witing-desk, and the little
table near the bed. On this table stood the enpty bottle and

gl ass, and fromthese also he averted his eyes.

The desk was closed, but on its slanting lid lay two letters

whi ch he took up. One bore the address of a bank, and as it was
stanped and seal ed, Selden, after a monent's hesitation, laid it
aside. On the other letter he read CGus Trenor's nane; and the

flap of the envel ope was still ungunmed.

Tenptation leapt on himlike the stab of a knife. He staggered
under it, steadying hinmself against the desk. Way had she been
witing to Trenor--writing, presunmably, just after their parting
of the previous evening? The thought unhal |l owed the nmenory of
that |ast hour, nade a nock of the word he had conme to speak, and
defiled even the reconciling silence upon which it fell. He felt
hi nsel f flung back on all the ugly uncertainties fromwhich he

t hought he had cast |oose forever. After all, what did he know of
her life? Only as nuch as she had chosen to show him and
measured by the world's estimate, how little that was! By what
right--the letter in his hand seened to ask--by what right was it
he who now passed into her confidence through the gate which
death had left unbarred? His heart cried out that it was by right

of their |ast hour together, the hour when she herself had placed



<p 341> the key in his hand. Yes--but what if the letter to

Trenor had been witten afterward?

He put it fromhimw th sudden | oathing, and setting his lips,
addressed hinself resolutely to what renained of his task. After
all, that task woul d be easier to perform now that his persona

stake in it was annul | ed.

He raised the lid of the desk, and sawwithin it a cheque-book
and a few packets of bills and letters, arranged with the orderly
preci sion which characterized all her personal habits. He | ooked
through the letters first, because it was the nost difficult part
of the work. They proved to be few and uni nportant, but anong
them he found, with a strange conmotion of the heart, the note he

had witten her the day after the Brys' entertainment.

"When may | cone to you?"--his words overwhelmed himwith a
realization of the cowardice which had driven himfrom her at the
very nmonent of attainnent. Yes--he had always feared his fate,
and he was too honest to disown his cowardi ce now, for had not

all his old doubts started to life again at the nere sight of

Trenor's nane?

He laid the note in his card-case, folding it away carefully, as
somet hi ng made precious by the fact that she had held it so;
then, growi ng once nore aware of the |apse of time, he continued

hi s exam nation of the papers.

To his surprise, he found that all the bills were receipted,
there was not an unpaid account anong them He opened the

cheque- book, and saw that, the very night before, a cheque of ten
t housand dollars from Ms. Peniston's executors had been entered
init. The l|egacy, then, had been paid sooner than Gerty had |ed

himto expect. But, turning another page or two, he discovered



with astoni shnment that, in spite of this recent accession of
funds, the bal ance had already declined to a few dollars. Arapid
gl ance at the stubs of the |ast cheques, all of which bore the
date of the previous day, showed that between four or five
hundred dollars of the | egacy had been spent in the settlenent of
bills, while the renuining thousands were conprehended in one

cheque, rmade out, at the sane tinme, to Charles Augustus Trenor

Sel den laid the book aside, and sank into the chair beside the
desk. He | eaned his elbows on it, and hid his face in his

hands. The bitter waters of |ife surged high about him their
sterile taste was on his lips. Did the cheque to Trenor explain
the mystery or deepen it? At first his mind refused to act--he
felt only the taint of such a transacti on between a man |ike
Trenor and a girl like Lily Bart. Then, gradually, his troubled
vision cleared, old hints and runours cane back to him and out
of the very insinuations he had feared to probe, he constructed
an explanation of the nystery. It was true, then, that she had
taken noney from Trenor; but true also, as the contents of the
little desk declared, that the obligation had been intolerable to
her, and that at the first opportunity she had freed herself from
it, though the act left her face to face with bare unmtigated

poverty.

That was all he knew-all he could hope to unravel of the story.
The mute lips on the pillow refused himmore than this--unless

i ndeed they had told himthe rest in the kiss they had left upon
his forehead. Yes, he could nowread into that farewell all that
his heart craved to find there; he could even draw fromit
courage not to accuse hinself for having failed to reach the

hei ght of his opportunity.

He saw that all the conditions of Iife had conspired to keep them



apart; since his very detachment fromthe external influences

whi ch swayed her had increased his spiritual fastidi ousness, and
made it nore difficult for himto live and |love uncritically. But
at | east he HAD | oved her--had been willing to stake his future
on his faith in her--and if the nonment had been fated to pass
fromthem before they could seize it, he saw now that, for both

it had been saved whole out of the ruin of their |ives.

It was this noment of love, this fleeting victory over

t hensel ves, which had kept them from atrophy and extinction
which, in her, had reached out to himin every struggl e agai nst
the influence of her surroundings, and in him had kept alive the

faith that now drew himpenitent and reconciled to her side.

He knelt by the bed and bent over her, draining their |ast nmonent
toits lees; and in the silence there passed between themthe

word whi ch nade all clear

THE END



