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On a January evening of the early seventies, Christine
Ni | sson was singing in Faust at the Acadeny of

Music in New York.

Though there was already talk of the erection, in
renote netropolitan di stances "above the Forties," of

a new Opera House whi ch shoul d conpete in costliness
and spl endour with those of the great European capitals,
the world of fashion was still content to reassenble
every winter in the shabby red and gol d boxes of

the sociable old Acadeny. Conservatives cherished it
for being small and inconvenient, and thus keeping out
the "new peopl " whom New York was begi nning to

dread and yet be drawn to; and the sentinental clung
toit for its historic associations, and the nusical for its
excel l ent acoustics, always so problematic a quality in

halls built for the hearing of nusic.

It was Madanme Nilsson's first appearance that

wi nter, and what the daily press had already |earned to
describe as "an exceptionally brilliant audience" had
gathered to hear her, transported through the slippery,

snowy streets in private broughans, in the spacious



famly landau, or in the hunbler but nobre convenient
"Brown coupe" To conme to the Opera in a Brown

coupe was al nost as honourable a way of arriving

as in one's own carriage; and departure by the sanme
means had the inmense advantage of enabling one

(with a playful allusion to denocratic principles) to
scranble into the first Brown conveyance in the line,
instead of waiting till the col d-and-gi n congested nose
of one's own coachman gl eanmed under the portico of

the Acadeny. It was one of the great livery-stableman's
nmost masterly intuitions to have di scovered that Americans
want to get away from anmusenent even nore

qui ckly than they want to get to it.

When New and Archer opened the door at the back

of the club box the curtain had just gone up on the
garden scene. There was no reason why the young man
shoul d not have cone earlier, for he had dined at

seven, alone with his nother and sister, and had |ingered
afterward over a cigar in the Gothic library with

gl azed bl ack-wal nut bookcases and finial-topped chairs
whi ch was the only roomin the house where Ms.

Archer allowed snoking. But, in the first place, New
York was a netropolis, and perfectly aware that in
metropolises it was "not the thing" to arrive early at
the opera; and what was or was not "the thing" played

a part as inportant in Newl and Archer's New York as

the inscrutable totemterrors that had ruled the destinies

of his forefathers thousands of years ago.

The second reason for his delay was a personal one.
He had dawdl ed over his cigar because he was at heart

a dilettante, and thinking over a pleasure to cone often



gave hima subtler satisfaction than its realisation. This
was especially the case when the pleasure was a delicate
one, as his pleasures nostly were; and on this

occasi on the nmonent he | ooked forward to was so rare

and exquisite in quality that--well, if he had timed his
arrival in accord with the prinma donna's stage-nmanager

he could not have entered the Acadeny at a nore

significant nonent than just as she was singing: "He

| oves nme--he | oves nme not--HE LOVES ME!--" and

sprinkling the falling daisy petals with notes as clear as

dew.

She sang, of course, "Manma!" and not "he | oves

me," since an unalterabl e and unquestioned | aw of the
musi cal world required that the German text of French
operas sung by Swedish artists should be transl ated
into Italian for the clearer understandi ng of English-
speaki ng audi ences. This seened as natural to New and
Archer as all the other conventions on which his life
was moul ded: such as the duty of using two silver-
backed brushes with his nonogramin blue enanel to

part his hair, and of never appearing in society wthout

a flower (preferably a gardenia) in his buttonhole.

"Mama . . . non nmlam . the prima donna sang,
and "Manma!", with a final burst of |ove triunphant,
as she pressed the dishevelled daisy to her lips and
lifted her large eyes to the sophisticated countenance of
the little brown Faust-Capoul, who was vainly trying,

in atight purple velvet doublet and plumed cap, to

| ook as pure and true as his artless victim

Newl and Archer, |eaning against the wall at the back



of the club box, turned his eyes fromthe stage and
scanned the opposite side of the house. Directly facing
hi mwas the box of old Ms. Manson M ngott, whose
nmonstrous obesity had | ong since nade it inpossible

for her to attend the Qpera, but who was al ways
represented on fashionable nights by some of the younger
menbers of the family. On this occasion, the front

of the box was filled by her daughter-in-law, Ms.

Lovell M ngott, and her daughter, Ms. Wlland; and
slightly withdrawn behind these brocaded natrons sat

a young girl in white with eyes ecstatically fixed on the
stagel overs. As Madane Nilsson's "Mama!" thrilled

out above the silent house (the boxes al ways stopped

tal king during the Daisy Song) a warm pi nk nount ed

to the girl's cheek, mantled her browto the roots of her
fair braids, and suffused the young sl ope of her breast
to the line where it net a nodest tulle tucker fastened
with a single gardenia. She dropped her eyes to the

i mmense bouquet of lilies-of-the-valley on her knee,

and Newl and Archer saw her white-gloved finger-tips
touch the flowers softly. He drew a breath of satisfied

vanity and his eyes returned to the stage.

No expense had been spared on the setting, which

was acknow edged to be very beautiful even by people
who shared his acquai ntance with the Opera houses of
Paris and Vienna. The foreground, to the footlights,
was covered with emerald green cloth. In the niddle
di stance symetrical nounds of woolly green noss
bounded by croquet hoops forned the base of shrubs
shaped |ike orange-trees but studded with | arge pink
and red roses. G gantic pansies, considerably |arger

than the roses, and closely resenbling the floral pen-



wi pers nade by fenal e parishioners for fashionabl e
cl ergynen, sprang fromthe noss beneath the rose-
trees; and here and there a daisy grafted on a rose-
branch flowered with a | uxuriance prophetic of M.

Lut her Burbank's far-off prodigies.

In the centre of this enchanted garden Madamne

Ni | sson, in white cashmere slashed with pale blue satin,
areticule dangling froma blue girdle, and |large yell ow
brai ds carefully di sposed on each side of her nuslin
chemisette, listened with downcast eyes to M Capoul 's

i mpassi oned wooi ng, and affected a guil el ess i nconprehensi on
of his designs whenever, by word or glance, he

per suasi vely indicated the ground floor w ndow of the

neat brick villa projecting obliquely fromthe right w ng.

"The darling!" thought New and Archer, his glance
flitting back to the young girl with the lilies-of-the-
vall ey. "She doesn't even guess what it's all about."
And he contenpl ated her absorbed young face with a

thrill of possessorship in which pride in his own masculine
initiation was mngled with a tender reverence for

her abysmal purity. "W'Ill read Faust together . . . by
the Italian lakes . . ." he thought, somewhat hazily
confusing the scene of his projected honey-noon with

the masterpieces of literature which it would be his
manly privilege to reveal to his bride. It was only that
afternoon that May Welland had | et himguess that she
"cared" (New York's consecrated phrase of maiden

avowal ), and al ready his inmagination, |eaping ahead of
the engagenent ring, the betrothal kiss and the march
from Lohengrin, pictured her at his side in sone scene

of ol d European w tchery.



He did not in the |least wish the future Ms. New and
Archer to be a sinpleton. He neant her (thanks to his
enl i ghteni ng conpani onship) to devel op a social tact
and readi ness of wit enabling her to hold her own with
the nost popular married wonen of the "younger set,"

in which it was the recogni sed customto attract nasculine
homage while playfully discouraging it. |If he had
probed to the bottomof his vanity (as he sonetines
nearly did) he would have found there the wish that his
wi fe should be as worldly-wi se and as eager to pl ease
as the married | ady whose charns had held his fancy
through two nmildly agitated years; without, of course,
any hint of the frailty which had so nearly marred that
unhappy being's life, and had di sarranged his own

pl ans for a whole w nter.

How this miracle of fire and ice was to be created,

and to sustain itself in a harsh world, he had never
taken the tine to think out; but he was content to hold
his view wi thout analysing it, since he knew it was that
of all the carefully-brushed, white-waistcoated, button-
hol e-fl owered gentl enen who succeeded each other in

the club box, exchanged friendly greetings with him

and turned their opera-glasses critically on the circle of
| adi es who were the product of the system In matters
intellectual and artistic New and Archer felt hinself
distinctly the superior of these chosen specinens of old
New York gentility; he had probably read nore, thought
nmore, and even seen a good deal nore of the world,

than any other man of the nunmber. Singly they betrayed
their inferiority; but grouped together they represented

"New York," and the habit of masculine solidarity



made hi m accept their doctrine on all the issues called
nmoral. He instinctively felt that in this respect it would
be troubl esone--and al so rather bad form-to strike

out for hinself.

"Wel | --upon ny soul!" exclainmed Lawence Lefferts,
turning his opera-glass abruptly away fromthe stage.
Law ence Lefferts was, on the whole, the forenost
authority on "fornf in New York. He had probably
devoted nore tinme than any one else to the study of

this intricate and fascinating question; but study al one
could not account for his conplete and easy conpetence.
One had only to look at him fromthe slant of

his bald forehead and the curve of his beautiful fair
nmoust ache to the long patent-|leather feet at the other
end of his |lean and el egant person, to feel that the
know edge of "fornt nust be congenital in any one

who knew how to wear such good clothes so carel essly

and carry such height with so nuch | oungi ng grace. As

a young admirer had once said of him "If anybody can
tell a fellow just when to wear a black tie with evening
clothes and when not to, it's Larry Lefferts.” And on
the question of punps versus patent-|eather "Oxfords”

his authority had never been di sputed.

"My God!" he said; and silently handed his glass to

old Sillerton Jackson

New and Archer, following Lefferts's glance, saw with
surprise that his exclamation had been occasi oned by

the entry of a newfigure into old Ms. Mngott's box.

It was that of a slimyoung wormran, a little less tall than

May Welland, with brown hair growing in close curls



about her tenples and held in place by a narrow band

of dianonds. The suggestion of this headdress, which
gave her what was then called a "Josephine | ook," was
carried out in the cut of the dark blue vel vet gown

rat her theatrically caught up under her bosom by a
girdle with a | arge ol d-fashioned clasp. The wearer of
this unusual dress, who seened quite unconscious of

the attention it was attracting, stood a nonent in the
centre of the box, discussing with Ms. Welland the
propriety of taking the latter's place in the front right-
hand corner; then she yielded with a slight snmile, and
seated herself in line with Ms. Wlland s sister-in-Iaw,
Ms. Lovell Mngott, who was installed in the opposite

corner.

M. Sillerton Jackson had returned the opera-glass to

Law ence Lefferts. The whole of the club turned
instinctively, waiting to hear what the old man had to

say; for old M. Jackson was as great an authority on
"fam | y" as Lawence Lefferts was on "form" He knew

all the ramfications of New York's cousinships; and

could not only elucidate such conplicated questions as

that of the connection between the Mngotts (through

the Thorleys) with the Dallases of South Carolina, and

that of the relationship of the elder branch of Philadel phia
Thorl eys to the Al bany Chiverses (on no account

to be confused with the Manson Chiverses of University

Pl ace), but could also enunerate the | eading characteristics
of each famly: as, for instance, the fabul ous

stingi ness of the younger lines of Leffertses (the Long

I sland ones); or the fatal tendency of the Rushworths

to nmake foolish matches; or the insanity recurring in

every second generation of the Al bany Chiverses, with



whom t heir New York cousins had al ways refused to
intermarry--with the di sastrous exception of poor
Medora Manson, who, as everybody knew . . . but

then her nother was a Rushwort h.

In addition to this forest of famly trees, M. Sillerton
Jackson carried between his narrow hol |l ow tenpl es,

and under his soft thatch of silver hair, a register of
nmost of the scandals and nysteries that had snoul dered
under the unruffled surface of New York society

within the last fifty years. So far indeed did his

i nformati on extend, and so acutely retentive was his
menory, that he was supposed to be the only nman who
could have told you who Julius Beaufort, the banker
really was, and what had becone of handsone Bob

Spicer, old Ms. Manson M ngott's father, who had

di sappeared so mysteriously (with a |large sum of trust
nmoney) |ess than a year after his marriage, on the very
day that a beautiful Spanish dancer who had been
delighting thronged audi ences in the old Opera-house

on the Battery had taken ship for Cuba. But these
mysteries, and nany others, were closely locked in M.
Jackson's breast; for not only did his keen sense of
honour forbid his repeating anything privately inparted,
but he was fully aware that his reputation for discretion
increased his opportunities of finding out what he

want ed to know.

The club box, therefore, waited in visible suspense

while M. Sillerton Jackson handed back Lawr ence

Lefferts's opera-glass. For a nonent he silently scrutinised
the attentive group out of his filny blue eyes

overhung by old veined lids; then he gave his nobustache



a thoughtful twist, and said sinply: "I didn't

think the Mngotts would have tried it on."

Newl and Archer, during this brief episode, had

been thrown into a strange state of enbarrassnent.

It was annoying that the box which was thus attracting
the undivided attention of masculine New York

shoul d be that in which his betrothed was seated

bet ween her nother and aunt; and for a nonent he

could not identify the lady in the Enpire dress, nor

i magi ne why her presence created such excitenent anong
the initiated. Then light dawned on him and with it

came a nonentary rush of indignation. No, indeed; no
one woul d have thought the Mngotts would have tried

it on!

But they had; they undoubtedly had; for the | ow
toned commrents behind himleft no doubt in Archer's
m nd that the young woman was May Wl |l and's cousin,
the cousin always referred to in the famly as "poor
Ell en A enska." Archer knew that she had suddenly
arrived from Europe a day or two previously; he had
even heard from M ss Wl land (not disapprovingly)
that she had been to see poor Ellen, who was staying
with old Ms. Mngott. Archer entirely approved of
famly solidarity, and one of the qualities he nost
admred in the Mngotts was their resolute chanpi onship
of the few black sheep that their bl anel ess stock

had produced. There was nothi ng nean or ungenerous



in the young man's heart, and he was glad that his
future wi fe should not be restrained by fal se prudery
frombeing kind (in private) to her unhappy cousin; but
to receive Countess Oenska in the fanily circle was a
different thing from producing her in public, at the
Opera of all places, and in the very box with the young
girl whose engagenent to him New and Archer, was

to be announced within a few weeks. No, he felt as old
Sillerton Jackson felt; he did not think the Mngotts

woul d have tried it on!

He knew, of course, that whatever nan dared (wthin
Fifth Avenue's linmits) that old Ms. Manson M ngott,

the Matriarch of the line, wuld dare. He had al ways
admred the high and mighty old | ady, who, in spite of
havi ng been only Catherine Spicer of Staten I|sland,

with a father nysteriously discredited, and neither noney
nor position enough to nake people forget it, had

allied herself with the head of the wealthy M ngott line,
married two of her daughters to "foreigners” (an Italian
mar qui s and an English banker), and put the crowning
touch to her audacities by building a | arge house of

pal e cream col oured stone (when brown sandstone

seenmed as nuch the only wear as a frock-coat in the
afternoon) in an inaccessible wlderness near the

Central Park.

ad Ms. Mngott's forei gn daughters had becone a

| egend. They never cane back to see their nother, and
the latter being, like many persons of active mnd and
dom nating will, sedentary and corpulent in her habit,
had phil osophically remained at hone. But the cream

col oured house (supposed to be nodelled on the private



hotel s of the Parisian aristocracy) was there as a

vi si bl e proof of her noral courage; and she throned in

it, anmong pre-Revolutionary furniture and souvenirs of

the Tuileries of Louis Napoleon (where she had shone

in her mddl e age), as placidly as if there were nothing
peculiar in living above Thirty-fourth Street, or in having
French wi ndows that opened |ike doors instead of

sashes that pushed up.

Every one (including M. Sillerton Jackson) was agreed
that old Catherine had never had beauty--a gift which

in the eyes of New York, justified every success, and
excused a certain nunber of failings. Unkind people

said that, like her Inperial namesake, she had won her
way to success by strength of will and hardness of

heart, and a kind of haughty effrontery that was somehow
justified by the extreme decency and dignity of her
private life. M. Manson Mngott had di ed when she

was only twenty-eight, and had "tied up" the nobney

with an additional caution born of the general distrust
of the Spicers; but his bold young wi dow went her way
fearlessly, mingled freely in foreign society, nmarried her
daughters in heaven knew what corrupt and fashionabl e
circles, hobnobbed w th Dukes and Ambassadors,

associated famliarly with Papists, entertained Opera
singers, and was the intimate friend of Mre. Taglioni

and all the while (as Sillerton Jackson was the first to
proclain) there had never been a breath on her reputation
the only respect, he always added, in which she

differed fromthe earlier Catherine.

M's. Manson M ngott had | ong since succeeded in

untyi ng her husband's fortune, and had lived in affluence



for half a century; but nenories of her early

straits had nmade her excessively thrifty, and though

when she bought a dress or a piece of furniture, she

took care that it should be of the best, she could not
bring herself to spend nuch on the transient pleasures

of the table. Therefore, for totally different reasons, her
food was as poor as Ms. Archer's, and her wines did
nothing to redeemit. Her relatives considered that the
penury of her table discredited the Mngott nane, which
had al ways been associated with good living; but people
continued to come to her in spite of the "nmade

di shes” and flat chanpagne, and in reply to the
renonstrances of her son Lovell (who tried to retrieve the
famly credit by having the best chef in New York) she
used to say laughingly: "Wuat's the use of two good

cooks in one famly, nowthat |I've narried the girls and

can't eat sauces?"

New and Archer, as he nused on these things, had

once nore turned his eyes toward the Mngott box. He
saw that Ms. Wl land and her sister-in-law were facing
their semicircle of critics with the Mngottian APLOVB
whi ch ol d Catherine had inculcated in all her tribe, and
that only May Wel |l and betrayed, by a hei ghtened col our
(perhaps due to the know edge that he was wat chi ng

her) a sense of the gravity of the situation. As for
the cause of the conmotion, she sat gracefully in her
corner of the box, her eyes fixed on the stage, and
revealing, as she leaned forward, a little nore shoul der
and bosom than New York was accustoned to seeing,

at least in ladies who had reasons for w shing to pass

unnoti ced.



Few t hi ngs seened to Newl and Archer nore awful

than an of fence against "Taste," that far-off divinity of
whom "Fornt was the nmere visible representative and

vi cegerent. Madane O enska's pale and serious face
appeal ed to his fancy as suited to the occasion and to
her unhappy situation; but the way her dress (which

had no tucker) sl oped away from her thin shoul ders
shocked and troubled him He hated to think of My
Wel | and' s bei ng exposed to the influence of a young

wonman so carel ess of the dictates of Taste.

"After all," he heard one of the younger nmen begin
behi nd hi m (everybody tal ked through the Mephi st ophel es-

and- Mart ha scenes), "after all, just WHAT happened?"

"Wl l--she left him nobody attenpts to deny that."

"He's an awful brute, isn't he?" continued the young
enquirer, a candid Thorley, who was evidently preparing

to enter the lists as the lady's chanpion.

"The very worst; | knew himat Nice," said

Law ence Lefferts with authority. "A half-paralysed white
sneering fellow -rather handsone head, but eyes with

a lot of lashes. Well, I'Il tell you the sort: when he
wasn't with wonen he was collecting china. Paying any

price for both, | understand."”

There was a general |augh, and the young chanpion

said: "well, then----2?"

"Well, then; she bolted with his secretary."

"Ch, | see." The chanpion's face fell



"It didn't last long, though: | heard of her a few
months later living alone in Venice. | believe Lovel

M ngott went out to get her. He said she was desperately
unhappy. That's all right--but this parading her

at the Opera's another thing."

"Perhaps," young Thorl ey hazarded, "she's too

unhappy to be left at hone.”

This was greeted with an irreverent |augh, and the
yout h bl ushed deeply, and tried to look as if he had
meant to insinuate what know ng people called a "double

entendre."

"Well--it's queer to have brought M ss Wl and,
anyhow, " sone one said in a low tone, with a side-

gl ance at Archer.

"Ch, that's part of the canpaign: Ganny's orders,

no doubt," Lefferts |aughed. "Wen the old | ady does

a thing she does it thoroughly."

The act was ending, and there was a general stir in

the box. Suddenly Newl and Archer felt hinself

impell ed to decisive action. The desire to be the first man
to enter Ms. Mngott's box, to proclaimto the waiting
world his engagenment to May Welland, and to see her

t hrough whatever difficulties her cousin's anomal ous
situation might involve her in; this inpulse had abruptly
overruled all scruples and hesitations, and sent him
hurrying through the red corridors to the farther side

of the house.



As he entered the box his eyes met Mss Wlland' s,

and he saw that she had instantly understood his notive,
though the fam ly dignity which both considered

so high a virtue would not permt her to tell himso.

The persons of their world lived in an at nosphere of
faint inplications and pale delicacies, and the fact that
he and she understood each other w thout a word

seenmed to the young man to bring them nearer than

any expl anati on woul d have done. Her eyes said: "You
see why Mamma brought ne," and his answered: "I

woul d not for the world have had you stay away."

"You know ny ni ece Countess O enska?" Ms. Wlland
enqui red as she shook hands with her future son-
in-law. Archer bowed without extending his hand, as
was the customon being introduced to a | ady; and

Ell en A enska bent her head slightly, keeping her own
pal e- gl oved hands cl asped on her huge fan of eagle
feathers. Having greeted Ms. Lovell Mngott, a large
bl onde lady in creaking satin, he sat down beside his
betrothed, and said in a low tone: "l hope you've told
Madane O enska that we're engaged? | want everybody
to know -1 want you to let me announce it this

evening at the ball."

Mss Welland's face grew rosy as the dawn, and she

| ooked at himwith radiant eyes. "If you can persuade
Mamma, " she sai d; "but why should we change what

is already settled?" He nade no answer but that which

his eyes returned, and she added, still nore confidently
smling: "Tell ny cousin yourself: | give you |l eave. She

says she used to play with you when you were children.™



She made way for himby pushing back her chair,

and pronmptly, and a little ostentatiously, with the
desire that the whol e house shoul d see what he was

doi ng, Archer seated hinmself at the Countess O enska's

si de.

"W DID use to play together, didn't we?" she asked,
turning her grave eyes to his. "You were a horrid boy,
and ki ssed nme once behind a door; but it was your

cousi n Vandi e New and, who never |ooked at ne, that

I was in love with." Her glance swept the horse-shoe
curve of boxes. "Ah, howthis brings it all back to
me--1 see everybody here in knickerbockers and pantal ettes,"”

she said, with her trailing slightly foreign accent,

her eyes returning to his face.

Agreeabl e as their expression was, the young nan

was shocked that they should reflect so unseenmly a

pi cture of the august tribunal before which, at that very
monent, her case was being tried. Nothing could be in
worse taste than m splaced flippancy; and he answered
sonewhat stiffly: "Yes, you have been away a very

long tine."

"Ch, centuries and centuries; so long," she said,
“"that I"'msure |'mdead and buried, and this dear old
pl ace is heaven;" which, for reasons he could not
define, struck Newl and Archer as an even nore

di srespectful way of describing New York society.



It invariably happened in the same way.

M's. Julius Beaufort, on the night of her annua

ball, never failed to appear at the Opera; indeed, she
al ways gave her ball on an Opera night in order to
enphasi se her conplete superiority to household cares,
and her possession of a staff of servants conpetent to

organi se every detail of the entertainnent in her absence.

The Beauforts' house was one of the fewin New

York that possessed a ball-room (it antedated even

Ms. Manson M ngott's and the Headly Chiverses');

and at a time when it was begi nning to be thought
"provincial" to put a "crash" over the draw ng-room
floor and nove the furniture upstairs, the possession of
a ball-roomthat was used for no other purpose, and |eft
for three-hundred-and-sixty-four days of the year to
shuttered darkness, with its gilt chairs stacked in a
corner and its chandelier in a bag; this undoubted
superiority was felt to conpensate for whatever was

regrettable in the Beaufort past.

Ms. Archer, who was fond of coining her socia
phi | osophy into axionms, had once said: "W all have

our pet common peopl e--" and though the phrase was

a daring one, its truth was secretly adnitted in nany

an excl usive bosom But the Beauforts were not exactly
common; some people said they were even worse. Ms.
Beaufort bel onged i ndeed to one of Anmerica's nost
honoured fanilies; she had been the |ovely Regina Dallas
(of the South Carolina branch), a penniless beauty

i ntroduced to New York society by her cousin, the

i nprudent Medora Manson, who was al ways doi ng the



wong thing fromthe right notive. Wen one was

related to the Mansons and the Rushworths one had a
"droit de cite" (as M. Sillerton Jackson, who had
frequented the Tuileries, called it) in New York society;

but did one not forfeit it in marrying Julius Beaufort?

The question was: who was Beaufort? He passed for

an Englishman, was agreeabl e, handsonme, ill-tenpered,
hospitable and witty. He had cone to Anerica with

letters of reconmendation fromold Ms. Manson

M ngott's English son-in-law, the banker, and had speedily
made hinself an inportant position in the world of

affairs; but his habits were dissipated, his tongue was
bitter, his antecedents were mysterious; and when

Medora Manson announced her cousin's engagenent

to himit was felt to be one nore act of folly in poor

Medora's long record of inprudences.

But folly is as often justified of her children as

wi sdom and two years after young Ms. Beaufort's narriage
it was adnitted that she had the nost distinguished

house in New York. No one knew exactly how the

mracle was acconplished. She was indol ent, passive,

the caustic even called her dull; but dressed |like an

idol, hung with pearls, grow ng younger and bl onder

and nore beautiful each year, she throned in M. Beaufort's
heavy brown-stone pal ace, and drew all the world

there without lifting her jewelled little finger. The know ng
people said it was Beaufort hinself who trained the
servants, taught the chef new dishes, told the gardeners
what hot -house flowers to grow for the dinner-table

and t he drawi ng-roons, selected the guests, brewed the

after-di nner punch and dictated the little notes his wife



wote to her friends. |If he did, these domestic activities
were privately perfornmed, and he presented to the world

t he appearance of a careless and hospitable millionaire
strolling into his own draw ng-roomw th the detachnent

of an invited guest, and saying: "My wfe's gloxinias

are a marvel, aren't they? | believe she gets them

out from Kew. "

M. Beaufort's secret, people were agreed, was the

way he carried things off. It was all very well to whisper
that he had been "hel ped" to | eave Engl and by the

i nternational banking-house in which he had been

enpl oyed; he carried off that runour as easily as the
rest--though New York's business consci ence was no

| ess sensitive than its noral standard--he carried
everything before him and all New York into his draw ng-
roons, and for over twenty years now people had said

they were "going to the Beauforts with the sane

tone of security as if they had said they were going to
M's. Manson M ngott's, and with the added sati sfaction
of knowi ng they woul d get hot canvas-back ducks

and vintage w nes, instead of tepid Veuve dicquot

wi thout a year and warnmed-up croquettes from Phil adel phi a.

Ms. Beaufort, then, had as usual appeared in her

box just before the Jewel Song; and when, again as
usual, she rose at the end of the third act, drew her
opera cl oak about her |ovely shoul ders, and di sappear ed,
New York knew that meant that half an hour

| ater the ball would begin.

The Beaufort house was one that New Yorkers were

proud to show to foreigners, especially on the night of



the annual ball. The Beauforts had been anobng the
first people in New York to own their own red vel vet
carpet and have it rolled down the steps by their own
footmen, under their own awning, instead of hiring it
with the supper and the ball-roomchairs. They had

al so i naugurated the customof letting the | adies take
their cloaks off in the hall, instead of shuffling up to
the hostess's bedroomand recurling their hair with the
aid of the gas-burner; Beaufort was understood to have
said that he supposed all his wife's friends had maids
who saw to it that they were properly coiffees when

they left hone.

Then the house had been boldly planned with a

bal | -room so that, instead of squeezing through a narrow
passage to get to it (as at the Chiverses') one

mar ched solemmly down a vista of enfiladed draw ng-

rooms (the sea-green, the crinmson and the bouton d'or),
seeing fromafar the many-candled lustres reflected in
the polished parquetry, and beyond that the depths of a
conservatory where canellias and tree-ferns arched their

costly foliage over seats of black and gol d banboo.

Newl and Archer, as becane a young man of his

position, strolled in sonmewhat late. He had left his
overcoat with the silk-stockinged footnen (the stockings
were one of Beaufort's few fatuities), had dawdl ed

a while in the library hung with Spanish | eather and
furni shed with Buhl and mal achite, where a few nen

were chatting and putting on their dancing-gloves, and
had finally joined the |ine of guests whom Ms. Beaufort
was receiving on the threshold of the crinson

dr awi ng- room



Archer was distinctly nervous. He had not gone back

to his club after the OQpera (as the young bl oods usually
did), but, the night being fine, had wal ked for sone

di stance up Fifth Avenue before turning back in the
direction of the Beauforts' house. He was definitely
afraid that the Mngotts nmight be going too far; that,
in fact, they might have G anny M ngott's orders to

bring the Countess O enska to the ball

Fromthe tone of the club box he had perceived how

grave a m stake that woul d be; and, though he was

nore than ever determned to "see the thing through,"

he felt | ess chivalrously eager to chanpion his betrothed's

cousin than before their brief talk at the Opera.

Wandering on to the bouton d' or draw ng-room
(where Beaufort had had the audacity to hang "Love

Victorious," the much-di scussed nude of Bouguereau)
Archer found Ms. Welland and her daughter standing

near the ball-roomdoor. Couples were already gliding
over the floor beyond: the light of the wax candles fel
on revolving tulle skirts, on girlish heads weathed with
nodest bl ossons, on the dashing aigrettes and ornanents
of the young married wonen's coiffures, and on

the glitter of highly glazed shirt-fronts and fresh gl ace

gl oves.

M ss Wl land, evidently about to join the dancers,
hung on the threshold, her lilies-of-the-valley in her
hand (she carried no other bouquet), her face a little
pal e, her eyes burning with a candid excitenent. A

group of young men and girls were gathered about her



and t here was nuch hand-cl aspi ng, |aughing and pl easantry
on which Ms. Wlland, standing slightly apart,

shed the beam of a qualified approval. It was evident
that Mss Wlland was in the act of announcing her
engagenent, while her nother affected the air of parental

rel uctance considered suitable to the occasion

Archer paused a nonment. It was at his express w sh

that the announcenment had been nmade, and yet it was

not thus that he would have wi shed to have his happi ness
known. To proclaimit in the heat and noi se of a

crowded ball-roomwas to rob it of the fine bl oom of
privacy which should belong to things nearest the heart.
H's joy was so deep that this blurring of the surface |eft
its essence untouched; but he would have |iked to keep
the surface pure too. It was sonething of a satisfaction
to find that May Welland shared this feeling. Her eyes
fled to his beseechingly, and their | ook said: "Renmenber,

we're doing this because it's right.”

No appeal could have found a nore i medi ate response
in Archer's breast; but he wi shed that the necessity
of their action had been represented by sone idea
reason, and not sinply by poor Ellen O enska. The
group about Mss Welland nade way for himwth
significant sniles, and after taking his share of the
felicitations he drew his betrothed into the nmiddle of

the ball-room floor and put his arm about her wai st.

"Now we shan't have to talk,"” he said, smling into
her candi d eyes, as they floated away on the soft waves

of the Bl ue Danube.

She made no answer. Her lips trenbled into a snile,



but the eyes rennined distant and serious, as if bent on
sone ineffable vision. "Dear," Archer whispered, pressing
her to him it was borne in on himthat the first

hours of being engaged, even if spent in a ball-room

had in them somet hi ng grave and sacranental. Wat a

new life it was going to be, with this whiteness,

radi ance, goodness at one's side!

The dance over, the two, as becane an affi anced
coupl e, wandered into the conservatory; and sitting
behind a tall screen of tree-ferns and canellias New and

pressed her gloved hand to his I|ips.

"You see | did as you asked ne to," she said.

"Yes: | couldn't wait," he answered smiling. After a

nmoment he added: "Only | wish it hadn't had to be at

a ball."

"Yes, | know." She nmet his glance conprehendi ngly.
"But after all--even here we're al one together, aren't
we?"

"Ch, dearest--always!" Archer cried.

Evi dently she was al ways goi ng to understand; she

was al ways going to say the right thing. The discovery
made the cup of his bliss overflow, and he went on

gaily: "The worst of it is that | want to kiss you and
can't."” As he spoke he took a swift glance about the
conservatory, assured hinself of their nomentary privacy,
and catching her to himlaid a fugitive pressure

on her lips. To counteract the audacity of this proceeding



he led her to a banboo sofa in a | ess secluded part
of the conservatory, and sitting down beside her broke
alily-of-the-valley fromher bouquet. She sat silent,

the world lay Iike a sunlit valley at their feet.

"Did you tell ny cousin Ellen?" she asked presently,

as if she spoke through a dream

He roused hinself, and renmenbered that he had not
done so. Sone invincible repugnance to speak of such
things to the strange forei gn wonan had checked the

words on his lips.

"No--1 hadn't the chance after all," he said, fibbing

hastily.

"Ah." She | ooked di sappoi nted, but gently resol ved
on gai ning her point. "You nust, then, for | didn't

either; and | shouldn't |ike her to think--"

"Of course not. But aren't you, after all, the person
to do it?"
She pondered on this. "If I'd done it at the right

tinme, yes: but nowthat there's been a delay | think you
must explain that 1'd asked you to tell her at the
Opera, before our speaking about it to everybody here.

O herwi se she mght think | had forgotten her. You

see, she's one of the famly, and she's been away so

Il ong that she's rather--sensitive.”

Archer | ooked at her glowingly. "Dear and great
angel! O course I'lIl tell her." He glanced a trifle

apprehensively toward the crowded ball-room "But | hav

and

en't



seen her yet. Has she cone?"

"No; at the last minute she decided not to."

"At the last minute?" he echoed, betraying his
surprise that she should ever have considered the alternative

possi bl e.

"Yes. She's awfully fond of dancing," the young girl
answered sinply. "But suddenly she made up her m nd
that her dress wasn't smart enough for a ball, though
we thought it so lovely; and so ny aunt had to take her

hone.

"Ch, well--" said Archer with happy indifference.
Not hi ng about his betrothed pleased himnore than
her resolute deternmnation to carry to its utnost limt
that ritual of ignoring the "unpleasant” in which they

had both been brought up.

"She knows as well as | do," he reflected, "the rea

reason of her cousin's staying away; but | shall never

I et her see by the least sign that | am conscious of there
bei ng a shadow of a shade on poor Ellen O enska's

reputation.”

In the course of the next day the first of the usua
betrothal visits were exchanged. The New York
ritual was precise and inflexible in such matters; and in

conformty with it New and Archer first went with his



not her and sister to call on Ms. Wlland, after which
he and Ms. Welland and May drove out to old Ms.
Manson M ngott's to receive that venerabl e ancestress's

bl essi ng.

Avisit to Ms. Manson M ngott was al ways an

anusi ng epi sode to the young man. The house in itself
was al ready an historic docunent, though not, of course
as venerable as certain other old fam |y houses in
University Place and | ower Fifth Avenue. Those were of
the purest 1830, with a grimharnony of cabbage-
rose-garl anded carpets, rosewood consol es, round-arched
fire-places with bl ack marble mantels, and i nmense

gl azed book-cases of mahogany; whereas old Ms.

M ngott, who had built her house later, had bodily cast
out the massive furniture of her prinme, and ningled
with the Mngott heirloons the frivol ous uphol stery of
the Second Enpire. It was her habit to sit in a w ndow
of her sitting-roomon the ground floor, as if watching
calmy for life and fashion to flow northward to her
solitary doors. She seened in no hurry to have them
come, for her patience was equalled by her confidence.
She was sure that presently the hoardings, the quarries,
the one-story sal oons, the wooden green-houses in ragged
gardens, and the rocks from which goats surveyed

the scene, woul d vani sh before the advance of residences
as stately as her own--perhaps (for she was an

i mpartial woman) even statelier; and that the cobbl e-
stones over which the old clattering omibuses bunped
woul d be replaced by snmooth asphalt, such as people
reported having seen in Paris. Meanwhile, as every one
she cared to see cane to HER (and she could fill her

roons as easily as the Beauforts, and wi thout adding a



single itemto the nenu of her suppers), she did not

suf fer from her geographic isolation

The i nmense accretion of flesh which had descended

on her in mddle life |like a flood of |ava on a dooned
city had changed her froma plunp active little wonan
with a neatly-turned foot and ankle into something as
vast and august as a natural phenonenon. She had
accepted this subnergence as philosophically as all her
other trials, and now, in extrene old age, was rewarded
by presenting to her mrror an al nost unwi nkl ed

expanse of firmpink and white flesh, in the

centre of which the traces of a snmall face survived as if
awai ting excavation. A flight of snooth double chins Ied
down to the dizzy depths of a still-snow bosom veil ed

in snowy nuslins that were held in place by a mniature
portrait of the late M. Mngott; and around and bel ow,
wave after wave of black silk surged away over the edges
of a capacious arnthair, with two tiny white hands poised

like gulls on the surface of the bill ows.

The burden of Ms. Manson Mngott's flesh had

| ong since nade it inpossible for her to go up and
down stairs, and with characteristic i ndependence she
had made her reception roonms upstairs and established
herself (in flagrant violation of all the New York
proprieties) on the ground floor of her house; so that, as
you sat in her sitting-roomw ndow with her, you caught
(through a door that was al ways open, and a | ooped-
back yel |l ow damask portiere) the unexpected vista of a
bedroomwi th a huge | ow bed uphol stered |ike a sofa,
and a toilet-table with frivolous |ace flounces and a

gilt-framed mirror.



Her visitors were startled and fascinated by the

forei gnness of this arrangenent, which recalled scenes in
French fiction, and architectural incentives to immorality
such as the sinple Amrerican had never dreaned of.

That was how wonen with lovers lived in the w cked

old societies, in apartnments with all the rooms on one
floor, and all the indecent propinquities that their
novel s described. It anmused New and Archer (who had
secretly situated the | ove-scenes of "Monsieur de

Canors” in Ms. Mngott's bedroom to picture her
blaneless life led in the stage-setting of adultery; but he
said to hinself, with considerable admiration, that if a

| over had been what she wanted, the intrepid woman

woul d have had himtoo

To the general relief the Countess O enska was not
present in her grandnmother's draw ng-room during the
visit of the betrothed couple. Ms. Mngott said she
had gone out; which, on a day of such glaring sunlight,

and at the "shopping hour," seemed in itself an indelicate
thing for a conprom sed worman to do. But at any

rate it spared themthe enbarrassnent of her presence,

and the faint shadow that her unhappy past mnight

seemto shed on their radiant future. The visit went off
successfully, as was to have been expected. dd Ms

M ngott was delighted with the engagenent, which

being long foreseen by watchful relatives, had been
carefully passed upon in famly council; and the

engagenent ring, a large thick sapphire set in invisible

claws, nmet with her unqualified admration

"It's the new setting: of course it shows the stone



beautifully, but it looks a little bare to ol d-fashi oned
eyes," Ms. Wlland had explained, with a conciliatory

si de-gl ance at her future son-in-I|aw

"d d-fashioned eyes? | hope you don't mean m ne,

my dear? | like all the novelties," said the ancestress,
lifting the stone to her small bright orbs, which no

gl asses had ever disfigured. "Very handsone," she added,
returning the jewel; "very liberal. |In ny tine a canmeo
set in pearls was thought sufficient. But it's the hand
that sets off the ring, isn't it, ny dear M. Archer?"
and she waved one of her tiny hands, with snall pointed
nails and rolls of aged fat encircling the wist like ivory
bracelets. "Mne was nodelled in Rone by the great
Ferrigiani. You should have May's done: no doubt he'l
have it done, ny child. Her hand is large--it's these
nmodern sports that spread the joints--but the skinis
white.--And when's the wedding to be?" she broke off,

fixing her eyes on Archer's face.

"Ch--" Ms. Welland nmurnured, while the young
man, smling at his betrothed, replied: "As soon as ever

it can, if only you'll back ne up, Ms. Mngott."

"W nust give themtine to get to know each ot her
alittle better, manmm," Ms. Welland interposed, with
the proper affectation of reluctance; to which the
ancestress rejoined: "Know each other? Fiddlesticks!
Everybody in New York has al ways known everybody.

Let the young man have his way, my dear; don't wait

till the bubble's off the wine. Marry them before Lent;
I may catch pneunonia any winter now, and | want to

gi ve the weddi ng- br eakfast."



These successive statements were received with the

proper expressions of anusenment, incredulity and gratitude;
and the visit was breaking up in a vein of nmld

pl easantry when the door opened to adnmit the Countess

d enska, who entered in bonnet and mantle followed

by the unexpected figure of Julius Beaufort.

There was a cousinly nurnur of pleasure between

the ladies, and Ms. Mngott held out Ferrigiani's node
to the banker. "Ha! Beaufort, this is a rare favour!"
(She had an odd foreign way of addressing nmen by

their surnanes.)

"Thanks. | wish it mght happen oftener,” said the
visitor in his easy arrogant way. "lI'mgenerally so tied
down; but | net the Countess Ellen in Mdison Square,

and she was good enough to let nme wal k home with

her.

"Ah--1 hope the house will be gayer, now that

Ellen's here!" cried Ms. Mngott with a glorious

effrontery. "Sit down--sit down, Beaufort: push up the yellow
arnchair; now |'ve got you | want a good gossip.

hear your ball was magnificent; and | understand you

invited Ms. Lenuel Struthers? Wll--1'"ve a curiosity

to see the woman nysel f."

She had forgotten her relatives, who were drifting

out into the hall under Ellen denska's guidance. dd
Ms. Mngott had al ways professed a great adm ration
for Julius Beaufort, and there was a kind of kinship in
their cool dom neering way and their short-cuts through

the conventions. Now she was eagerly curious to know



what had deci ded the Beauforts to invite (for the first
time) Ms. Lenuel Struthers, the widow of Struthers's
Shoe- pol i sh, who had returned the previous year from
along initiatory sojourn in Europe to lay siege to the
tight little citadel of New York. "OF course if you and
Regina invite her the thing is settled. WIIl, we need
new bl ood and new noney--and | hear she's still very

good- | ooki ng," the carnivorous old | ady decl ared.

In the hall, while Ms. Wlland and May drew on
their furs, Archer saw that the Countess O enska was

| ooking at himwith a faintly questioning smle.

"Of course you know al ready--about May and ne,"

he said, answering her ook with a shy laugh. "She

scol ded nme for not giving you the news |ast night at the
Opera: | had her orders to tell you that we were

engaged--but | couldn't, in that crowd."”

The smile passed from Countess O enska's eyes to

her |ips: she | ooked younger, nore |like the bold brown
Ellen M ngott of his boyhood. "O course | know, yes.

And 1'mso glad. But one doesn't tell such things first in
a crowd." The ladies were on the threshold and she

hel d out her hand.

"Good- bye; conme and see ne sone day," she said,

still looking at Archer.

In the carriage, on the way down Fifth Avenue, they
tal ked pointedly of Ms. Mngott, of her age, her spirit,
and all her wonderful attributes. No one alluded to

El l en A enska; but Archer knew that Ms. Welland



was thinking: "It's a mistake for Ellen to be seen, the
very day after her arrival, parading up Fifth Avenue at
the crowded hour with Julius Beaufort--" and the young
man hinsel f nentally added: "And she ought to know

that a man who's just engaged doesn't spend his tine
calling on married wonen. But | daresay in the set
she's lived in they do--they never do anything el se."
And, in spite of the cosnopolitan views on which he
prided hinsel f, he thanked heaven that he was a New
Yorker, and about to ally hinself with one of his own

ki nd.

The next evening old M. Sillerton Jackson canme to

dine with the Archers.

Ms. Archer was a shy woman and shrank from

society; but she liked to be well-informed as to its
doings. Her old friend M. Sillerton Jackson applied to
the investigation of his friends' affairs the patience of a
collector and the science of a naturalist; and his sister

M ss Sophy Jackson, who lived with him and was

entertained by all the people who could not secure her
much- sought - after brother, brought home bits of minor

gossip that filled out usefully the gaps in his picture.

Ther ef ore, whenever anythi ng happened that Ms.

Archer wanted to know about, she asked M. Jackson

to dine; and as she honoured few people with her
invitations, and as she and her daughter Janey were an

excel I ent audi ence, M. Jackson usually cane hinself



i nstead of sending his sister. |If he could have dictated
all the conditions, he would have chosen the eveni ngs
when Newl and was out; not because the young nan

was uncongenial to him(the two got on capitally at

their club) but because the old anecdotist sonetines
felt, on Newand's part, a tendency to weigh his

evidence that the ladies of the fam |y never showed.

M. Jackson, if perfection had been attainable on
earth, would al so have asked that Ms. Archer's food
should be a little better. But then New York, as far
back as the nmind of man could travel, had been divided
into the two great fundanental groups of the Mngotts
and Mansons and all their clan, who cared about eating
and cl ot hes and noney, and the Archer-New and-
van-der - Luyden tribe, who were devoted to travel
horticulture and the best fiction, and | ooked down on

the grosser forms of pleasure.

You coul dn't have everything, after all. [|f you dined

with the Lovell Mngotts you got canvas-back and

terrapin and vintage wines; at Adeline Archer's you

coul d tal k about Al pine scenery and "The Marbl e Faun";

and luckily the Archer Madeira had gone round the

Cape. Therefore when a friendly sumons cane from

Ms. Archer, M. Jackson, who was a true eclectic,

woul d usually say to his sister: "l've been a little gouty
since ny last dinner at the Lovell Mngotts'--it will do

me good to diet at Adeline's."

Ms. Archer, who had | ong been a widow, lived with
her son and daughter in West Twenty-eighth Street. An

upper floor was dedicated to New and, and the two



wonen squeezed thenmsel ves into narrower quarters

below. In an uncl ouded harnony of tastes and interests
they cultivated ferns in Wardi an cases, nade nacrane

| ace and wool enbroidery on linen, collected Anerican
revol utionary gl azed ware, subscribed to "Good Wrds, "
and read Quida's novels for the sake of the Italian

at mosphere. (They preferred those about peasant life,
because of the descriptions of scenery and the pl easanter
sentinents, though in general they |iked novels about
peopl e in society, whose notives and habits were nore
compr ehensi bl e, spoke severely of Dickens, who "had

never drawn a gentlenman,"” and consi dered Thackeray

Il ess at hone in the great world than Bul wer - -who,

however, was begi nning to be thought ol d-fashioned.)

Ms. and M ss Archer were both great |overs of

scenery. It was what they principally sought and adnired
on their occasional travels abroad; considering
architecture and painting as subjects for nen, and chiefly
for | earned persons who read Ruskin. Ms. Archer had
been born a New and, and not her and daughter, who

were as |like as sisters, were both, as people said, "true
Newl ands"; tall, pale, and slightly round-shoul dered,
with | ong noses, sweet smiles and a kind of drooping
distinction like that in certain faded Reynol ds portraits.
Their physical resenbl ance woul d have been conplete

if an el derly enbonpoint had not stretched Ms. Archer's
bl ack brocade, while Mss Archer's brown and

purpl e poplins hung, as the years went on, nore and

nmore slackly on her virgin frane.

Mental ly, the likeness between them as New and
was aware, was |less conplete than their identica

mannerisns often made it appear. The long habit of Iiving



together in nmutually dependent intimacy had given them
the sanme vocabul ary, and the sanme habit of begi nning
their phrases "Mother thinks" or "Janey thinks,"
according as one or the other wi shed to advance an

opi nion of her own; but in reality, while Ms. Archer's
serene uni magi nativeness rested easily in the accepted
and fam liar, Janey was subject to starts and aberrations
of fancy welling up from springs of suppressed

romance.

Mot her and daught er adored each other and revered

their son and brother; and Archer loved themwith a

t ender ness nmade conpunctious and uncritical by the

sense of their exaggerated admiration, and by his secret
satisfaction in it. After all, he thought it a good thing
for a man to have his authority respected in his own
house, even if his sense of humour sonetines nade

hi m question the force of his nandate.

On this occasion the young man was very sure that
M. Jackson woul d rather have had hi mdine out; but

he had his own reasons for not doing so.

O course old Jackson wanted to tal k about Ellen

d enska, and of course Ms. Archer and Janey wanted

to hear what he had to tell. Al three would be slightly
enbarrassed by Newl and's presence, now that his
prospective relation to the Mngott clan had been made
known; and the young man waited with an anused

curiosity to see how they would turn the difficulty.

They began, obliquely, by talking about Ms. Lenuel

Strut hers.



"It's a pity the Beauforts asked her,"” Ms. Archer
said gently. "But then Regina always does what he tells

her; and BEAUFORT--"

"Certain nuances escape Beaufort," said M. Jackson
cautiously inspecting the broil ed shad, and wonderi ng
for the thousandth tine why Ms. Archer's cook

al ways burnt the roe to a cinder. (New and, who had

| ong shared his wonder, could always detect it in the

ol der man's expression of nelancholy disapproval.)

"Ch, necessarily; Beaufort is a vulgar nman," said

Ms. Archer. "M grandfather Newl and al ways used

to say to ny nother: ~Watever you do, don't let that
fell ow Beaufort be introduced to the girls.' But at |east
he's had the advantage of associating with gentlenen;

in England too, they say. |It's all very nysterious--"

She gl anced at Janey and paused. She and Janey knew
every fold of the Beaufort nystery, but in public Ms.
Archer continued to assune that the subject was not

one for the unnmarri ed.

"But this Ms. Struthers,” Ms. Archer conti nued;

"what did you say SHE was, Sillerton?"

"Qut of a mine: or rather out of the saloon at the
head of the pit. Then with Living Wax-Wrks, touring
New Engl and. After the police broke THAT up, they say
she lived--" M. Jackson in his turn glanced at Janey,

whose eyes began to bul ge from under her prom nent

lids. There were still hiatuses for her in Ms. Struthers's

past .



"Then," M. Jackson continued (and Archer saw he

was wondering why no one had told the butler never to
slice cucunbers with a steel knife), "then Lenuel Struthers
came along. They say his advertiser used the girl's

head for the shoe-polish posters; her hair's intensely

bl ack, you know -the Egyptian style. Anyhow, he--

eventual ly--married her." There were vol unes of

i nnuendo in the way the "eventual | y" was spaced, and

each syllable given its due stress.

"Ch, well--at the pass we've cone to nowadays, it
doesn't matter," said Ms. Archer indifferently. The
|l adies were not really interested in Ms. Struthers
just then; the subject of Ellen O enska was too fresh
and too absorbing to them |Indeed, Ms. Struthers's
nane had been introduced by Ms. Archer only that

she nmight presently be able to say: "And New and's

new cousi n--Count ess O enska? Ws SHE at the ball too?"

There was a faint touch of sarcasmin the reference

to her son, and Archer knew it and had expected it.

Even Ms. Archer, who was sel dom unduly pl eased

with human events, had been altogether glad of her

son's engagenent. ("Especially after that silly business
with Ms. Rushworth,"” as she had remarked to Janey,

al luding to what had once seened to Newl and a tragedy

of which his soul would al ways bear the scar.)

There was no better match in New York than My
Wel | and, | ook at the question from whatever point you
chose. O course such a marriage was only what
Newl and was entitled to; but young nmen are so foolish

and i ncal cul abl e--and sone wonmen so ensnaring and



unscrupul ous--that it was nothing short of a nmiracle to
see one's only son safe past the Siren Isle and in the

haven of a bl anel ess donesticity.

Al this Ms. Archer felt, and her son knew she felt;

but he knew al so that she had been perturbed by the
premat ure announcenent of his engagenent, or rather

by its cause; and it was for that reason--because on the
whol e he was a tender and indul gent master--that he

had stayed at home that evening. "It's not that | don't
approve of the Mngotts' esprit de corps; but why

Newl and' s engagenent should be mixed up with that

A enska woman's comi ngs and goings | don't see,”

Ms. Archer grunbled to Janey, the only w tness of her

slight | apses from perfect sweetness.

She had behaved beautifully--and in beautiful

behavi our she was unsurpassed--during the call on Ms.
Wel | and; but New and knew (and his betrothed doubtl ess
guessed) that all through the visit she and Janey

were nervously on the watch for Madane O enska's

possi bl e intrusion; and when they |eft the house

toget her she had pernitted herself to say to her son: "I'm

t hankful that Augusta Welland received us al one.™

These indications of inward disturbance noved Archer

the nore that he too felt that the Mngotts had gone a

little too far. But, as it was against all the rules of their
code that the nother and son should ever allude to

what was uppernost in their thoughts, he sinply replied:

"Ch, well, there's always a phase of family parties

to be gone through when one gets engaged, and the

sooner it's over the better."” At which his nother nerely



pursed her lips under the | ace veil that hung down from

her grey velvet bonnet trimred with frosted grapes.

Her revenge, he felt--her |awful revenge--would be

to "draw' M. Jackson that evening on the Countess

A enska; and, having publicly done his duty as a future
menber of the Mngott clan, the young man had no
objection to hearing the | ady discussed in private--except

that the subject was al ready begi nning to bore him

M. Jackson had hel ped hinself to a slice of the tepid
filet which the mournful butler had handed himw th a
| ook as sceptical as his own, and had rejected the
mushroom sauce after a scarcely perceptible sniff. He
| ooked baffled and hungry, and Archer reflected that

he woul d probably finish his neal on Ellen d enska

M. Jackson | eaned back in his chair, and gl anced up
at the candlelit Archers, New ands and van der Luydens

hanging in dark frames on the dark walls.

"Ah, how your grandfather Archer |oved a good

di nner, ny dear New and!" he said, his eyes on the
portrait of a plunp full-chested young man in a stock
and a blue coat, with a view of a white-col umed
country-house behind him "Well--well--well . . . |
wonder what he woul d have said to all these foreign

marri ages!”

Ms. Archer ignored the allusion to the ancestra
cui sine and M. Jackson continued with deliberation

"No, she was NOT at the ball."



"Ah--" Ms. Archer murnmured, in a tone that

implied: "She had that decency."

"Perhaps the Beauforts don't know her," Janey

suggested, with her artless malice.

M. Jackson gave a faint sip, as if he had been
tasting invisible Madeira. "Ms. Beaufort nmay not--but
Beaufort certainly does, for she was seen wal ki ng up
Fifth Avenue this afternoon with himby the whol e of

New York. "

"Mercy--" npaned Ms. Archer, evidently perceiving
the usel essness of trying to ascribe the actions of

foreigners to a sense of delicacy.

"l wonder if she wears a round hat or a bonnet in

the afternoon," Janey speculated. "At the Opera | know
she had on dark blue velvet, perfectly plain and flat--

i ke a night-gown.™"

"Janey!" said her nother; and Mss Archer bl ushed

and tried to | ook audaci ous.

"I't was, at any rate, in better taste not to go to the

ball," Ms. Archer continued.

A spirit of perversity noved her son to rejoin: "I
don't think it was a question of taste with her. My
sai d she neant to go, and then decided that the dress in

guestion wasn't smart enough.”

Ms. Archer smiled at this confirmation of her

i nference. "Poor Ellen," she sinply remarked; adding



compassi onately: "W nust always bear in mnd what an
eccentric bringing-up Medora Manson gave her. \What
can you expect of a girl who was allowed to wear

bl ack satin at her coning-out ball?"

"Ah--don't | remenber her init!" said M. Jackson
adding: "Poor girl!"™ in the tone of one who, while
enjoying the nenory, had fully understood at the tine

what the sight portended.

"I't's odd," Janey remarked, "that she should have
kept such an ugly nane as Ellen. | should have changed
it to Elaine.”" She glanced about the table to see the

effect of this.

Her brother |aughed. "Wy El aine?"

"l don't know, it sounds nore--nore Polish," said

Janey, bl ushi ng.

"I't sounds nore conspicuous; and that can hardly be

what she wishes,"” said Ms. Archer distantly.

"Way not?" broke in her son, grow ng suddenly
argunentative. "Wy shouldn't she be conspicuous if

she chooses? Wy should she slink about as if it were

she who had di sgraced herself? She's “poor Ellen
certainly, because she had the bad luck to make a w etched
marriage; but | don't see that that's a reason for hiding

her head as if she were the culprit.”

"That, | suppose," said M. Jackson, specul atively,

"is the line the Mngotts nean to take."



The young man reddened. "I didn't have to wait for
their cue, if that's what you nmean, sir. Mdane O enska
has had an unhappy life: that doesn't nake her an

outcast."

"There are runours,” began M. Jackson, gl ancing

at Janey.

"Ch, | know. the secretary," the young man took

hi mup. "Nonsense, nother; Janey's grown-up. They

say, don't they," he went on, "that the secretary hel ped
her to get away from her brute of a husband, who kept

her practically a prisoner? Well, what if he did? | hope
there isn't a man anong us who woul dn't have done

the sane in such a case."

M. Jackson gl anced over his shoulder to say to the

sad butler: "Perhaps . . . that sauce . . . just alittle,
after all--"; then, having hel ped hinself, he renarked:
"I'"'mtold she's | ooking for a house. She neans to live

here."

"I hear she neans to get a divorce," said Janey

bol dl y.
"I hope she will!" Archer exclained.
The word had fallen like a bonbshell in the pure and

tranquil atnosphere of the Archer dining-room Ms.
Archer raised her delicate eye-brows in the particul ar
curve that signified: "The butler--" and the young
man, hinself mndful of the bad taste of discussing

such intimate matters in public, hastily branched off



into an account of his visit to old Ms. Mngott.

After dinner, according to i menorial custom Ms.
Archer and Janey trailed their long silk draperies up to
t he draw ng-room where, while the gentlenen snoked

bel ow stairs, they sat beside a Carcel lanp with an
engraved gl obe, facing each other across a rosewood
work-table with a green silk bag under it, and stitched
at the two ends of a tapestry band of field-flowers
destined to adorn an "occasional” chair in the draw ng-

room of young M's. New and Archer

While this rite was in progress in the draw ng-room
Archer settled M. Jackson in an arnchair near the fire
in the Gothic library and handed hima cigar. M.
Jackson sank into the arnchair with satisfaction, lit his
cigar with perfect confidence (it was New and who

bought then), and stretching his thin old ankles to the
coals, said: "You say the secretary nerely hel ped her to
get away, mny dear fellow? WelIl, he was still hel ping her
a year later, then; for sonebody nmet 'emliving at

Lausanne together."

Newl and reddened. "Living together? Wll, why not?
Who had the right to nmake her life over if she hadn't?
I'"msick of the hypocrisy that would bury alive a wonan

of her age if her husband prefers to live with harlots."

He stopped and turned away angrily to light his
cigar. "Wmen ought to be free--as free as we are," he
decl ared, making a discovery of which he was too

irritated to nmeasure the terrific consequences.



M. Sillerton Jackson stretched his ankles nearer the

coals and enitted a sardoni c whistle.

"Well," he said after a pause, "apparently Count
d enski takes your view, for | never heard of his having

lifted a finger to get his wife back."

Vi,

That evening, after M. Jackson had taken hinsel f

away, and the ladies had retired to their chintz-
curtai ned bedroom New and Archer nmounted thoughtfully
to his own study. A vigilant hand had, as usual

kept the fire alive and the lanp trinmed; and the
room with its rows and rows of books, its bronze and
steel statuettes of "The Fencers" on the mantel pi ece
and its many phot ographs of fanobus pictures, |ooked

singul arly hone-1ike and wel coni ng.

As he dropped into his arncthair near the fire his eyes
rested on a | arge photograph of May Welland, which

the young girl had given himin the first days of their
romance, and which had now displaced all the other
portraits on the table. Wth a new sense of awe he

| ooked at the frank forehead, serious eyes and gay

i nnocent mouth of the young creature whose soul's
custodi an he was to be. That terrifying product of the
soci al system he bel onged to and believed in, the young
girl who knew not hi ng and expected everything, |ooked
back at himlike a stranger through May Welland's
famliar features; and once nore it was borne in on

himthat marriage was not the safe anchorage he had



been taught to think, but a voyage on uncharted seas.

The case of the Countess O enska had stirred up old
settled convictions and set themdrifting dangerously
through his mnd. H's own exclamation: "Wnen should
be free--as free as we are,"” struck to the root of a
problemthat it was agreed in his world to regard as
non-exi stent. "N ce" wonmen, however w onged, would
never claimthe kind of freedom he neant, and generous-
nmi nded nen like hinmself were therefore--in the heat of
argunent--the nore chivalrously ready to concede it

to them Such verbal generosities were in fact only a
hurmbuggi ng di sgui se of the inexorable conventions that
tied things together and bound people down to the old
pattern. But here he was pledged to defend, on the part
of his betrothed' s cousin, conduct that, on his own
wife's part, would justify himin calling down on her

all the thunders of Church and State. O course the

dil enra was purely hypothetical; since he wasn't a

bl ackguard Polish nobl eman, it was absurd to specul ate
what his wife's rights would be if he WERE. But New and
Archer was too imaginative not to feel that, in his case
and May's, the tie mght gall for reasons far |ess gross
and pal pabl e. Wat could he and she really know of

each other, since it was his duty, as a "decent" fell ow,
to conceal his past fromher, and hers, as a marriageabl e
girl, to have no past to conceal? Wat if, for sone

one of the subtler reasons that would tell with both of
them they should tire of each other, msunderstand or
irritate each other? He reviewed his friends' narriages--
t he supposedly happy ones--and saw none t hat

answered, even renotely, to the passionate and tender

conr adeshi p which he pictured as his pernmanent relation



with May Welland. He perceived that such a picture
presupposed, on her part, the experience, the
versatility, the freedom of judgnent, which she had

been carefully trained not to possess; and with a shiver
of foreboding he saw his nmarriage becom ng what nost

of the other marriages about himwere: a dull association
of material and social interests held together by

i gnorance on the one side and hypocrisy on the other

Lawr ence Lefferts occurred to himas the husband who

had nost conpletely realised this enviable ideal. As
becane the high-priest of form he had formed a wife

so conpletely to his own convenience that, in the nost
conspi cuous nonents of his frequent |ove-affairs with

ot her nen's w ves, she went about in snmiling

unconsci ousness, saying that "Lawence was so frightfully
strict"; and had been known to blush indignantly, and
avert her gaze, when sone one alluded in her presence

to the fact that Julius Beaufort (as became a "foreigner"
of doubtful origin) had what was known in

New Yor k as "another establishnent."

Archer tried to console hinmself with the thought that

he was not quite such an ass as Larry Lefferts, nor My
such a sinpleton as poor Gertrude; but the difference

was after all one of intelligence and not of standards.
Inreality they all lived in a kind of hieroglyphic world,
where the real thing was never said or done or even

t hought, but only represented by a set of arbitrary
signs; as when Ms. Welland, who knew exactly why

Archer had pressed her to announce her daughter's
engagenent at the Beaufort ball (and had indeed

expected himto do no less), yet felt obliged to sinulate

reluctance, and the air of having had her hand forced,



quite as, in the books on Primtive Man that people of
advanced culture were begi nning to read, the savage

bride is dragged with shrieks fromher parents' tent.

The result, of course, was that the young girl who

was the centre of this elaborate systemof nystification
remai ned the nore inscrutable for her very frankness

and assurance. She was frank, poor darling, because

she had nothing to conceal, assured because she knew

of nothing to be on her guard against; and with no
better preparation than this, she was to be plunged
overni ght into what people evasively called "the facts

of life."

The young man was sincerely but placidly in |ove.

He delighted in the radiant good | ooks of his betrothed,
in her health, her horsemanshi p, her grace and qui ckness
at ganes, and the shy interest in books and ideas

that she was begi nning to devel op under his gui dance.
(She had advanced far enough to join himin ridiculing
the Idyls of the King, but not to feel the beauty of

U ysses and the Lotus Eaters.) She was straightforward,

| oyal and brave; she had a sense of hunour (chiefly
proved by her laughing at H S jokes); and he suspected,
in the depths of her innocently-gazing soul, a glow of
feeling that it would be a joy to waken. But when he
had gone the brief round of her he returned di scouraged
by the thought that all this frankness and innocence
were only an artificial product. Untrained human

nature was not frank and innocent; it was full of the
twi sts and defences of an instinctive guile. And he felt
hi nsel f oppressed by this creation of factitious purity,

so cunni ngly manufactured by a conspiracy of nothers



and aunts and grandnot hers and | ong-dead ancestresses,
because it was supposed to be what he wanted, what

he had a right to, in order that he m ght exercise his
lordly pleasure in snashing it |ike an i mage nmade of

SNOW.

There was a certain triteness in these reflections: they
were those habitual to young nen on the approach of

their wedding day. But they were generally acconpanied
by a sense of compunction and sel f-abasenment of

whi ch Newl and Archer felt no trace. He could not

depl ore (as Thackeray's heroes so often exasperated
hi m by doing) that he had not a blank page to offer his
bride in exchange for the unbl enished one she was to
give to him He could not get away fromthe fact that if
he had been brought up as she had they woul d have

been no nore fit to find their way about than the Babes
in the Whod; nor could he, for all his anxious cogitations,
see any honest reason (any, that is, unconnected

with his own nonentary pleasure, and the passion of
mascul i ne vanity) why his bride should not have been

al | oned the sane freedom of experience as hinself.

Such questions, at such an hour, were bound to drift

through his mnd; but he was conscious that their
unconfortabl e persistence and precision were due to

the i nopportune arrival of the Countess O enska. Here

he was, at the very nonent of his betrothal--a nonent

for pure thoughts and cl oudl ess hopes--pitchforked

into a coil of scandal which raised all the special problens
he woul d have preferred to let lie. "Hang Ellen

d enska!" he grunbled, as he covered his fire and

began to undress. He could not really see why her fate



shoul d have the | east bearing on his; yet he dimy felt
that he had only just begun to neasure the risks of the
chanpi onshi p whi ch his engagenent had forced upon

hi m

A few days later the bolt fell.

The Lovell M ngotts had sent out cards for what was

known as "a fornmal dinner" (that is, three extra footnen,
two dishes for each course, and a Roman punch

in the mddle), and had headed their invitations with

the words "To neet the Countess O enska," in accordance
with the hospitabl e Anerican fashion, which

treats strangers as if they were royalties, or at |east as

t hei r anbassadors.

The guests had been selected with a bol dness and
discrimnation in which the initiated recogni sed the
firmhand of Catherine the Great. Associated with such
i menorial standbys as the Selfridge Merrys, who were
asked everywhere because they always had been, the
Beauforts, on whomthere was a claimof relationship,
and M. Sillerton Jackson and his sister Sophy (who
went wherever her brother told her to), were sone of
the nmost fashi onable and yet nost irreproachabl e of

the doni nant "young narried" set; the Law ence
Leffertses, Ms. Lefferts Rushworth (the lovely w dow),
the Harry Thorl eys, the Reggi e Chiverses and young
Morris Dagonet and his wife (who was a van der

Luyden). The conpany indeed was perfectly assorted,
since all the nenbers belonged to the little inner group
of peopl e who, during the long New York season,

di sported thensel ves together daily and nightly with



apparent |y undi m ni shed zest.

Forty-ei ght hours |ater the unbelievable had

happened; every one had refused the Mngotts' invitation
except the Beauforts and old M. Jackson and his sister
The intended slight was enphasi sed by the fact that

even the Reggi e Chiverses, who were of the M ngott

clan, were anong those inflicting it; and by the
uniformwording of the notes, in all of which the witers

"regretted that they were unable to accept," without
the mtigating plea of a "previous engagenent” that

ordi nary courtesy prescri bed.

New York society was, in those days, far too snmall,
and too scant in its resources, for every one in it
(including livery-stabl e-keepers, butlers and cooks) not
to know exactly on which evenings people were free;
and it was thus possible for the recipients of Ms.
Lovell Mngott's invitations to make cruelly clear their

determi nation not to neet the Countess O enska

The bl ow was unexpected; but the Mngotts, as their

way was, net it gallantly. Ms. Lovell M ngott

confided the case to Ms. Welland, who confided it to
Newl and Archer; who, aflanme at the outrage, appeal ed
passionately and authoritatively to his nother; who,

after a painful period of inward resistance and outward
tenpori sing, succunbed to his instances (as she al ways
did), and i medi ately enbracing his cause with an

ener gy redoubl ed by her previous hesitations, put on

her grey velvet bonnet and said: "I'lIl go and see Louisa

van der Luyden."



The New York of Newl and Archer's day was a small

and slippery pyranmd, in which, as yet, hardly a fissure
had been made or a foothold gained. At its base was a
firmfoundation of what Ms. Archer called "plain

peopl e"; an honourabl e but obscure majority of
respectable famlies who (as in the case of the Spicers or
the Leffertses or the Jacksons) had been rai sed above
their level by marriage with one of the ruling clans.
People, Ms. Archer always said, were not as particular
as they used to be; and with old Catherine Spicer ruling
one end of Fifth Avenue, and Julius Beaufort the other
you couldn't expect the old traditions to |ast nuch

| onger.

Firmy narrowi ng upward fromthis weal thy but

i nconspi cuous substratum was the conpact and dom nant

group which the Mngotts, New ands, Chiverses

and Mansons so actively represented. Mst peopl e i magi ned
themto be the very apex of the pyramid; but they

thensel ves (at |east those of Ms. Archer's generation)

were aware that, in the eyes of the professional geneal ogist,
only a still smaller nunmber of famlies could |ay

claimto that em nence.

"Don't tell me," Ms. Archer would say to her

children, "all this nodern newspaper rubbish about a New
York aristocracy. |If there is one, neither the Mngotts
nor the Mansons belong to it; no, nor the New ands or
the Chiverses either. Qur grandfathers and great-
grandfathers were just respectable English or Dutch
nerchants, who came to the colonies to nmake their

fortune, and stayed here because they did so well. One

of your great-grandfathers signed the Declaration, and



anot her was a general on Washington's staff, and
recei ved CGeneral Burgoyne's sword after the battle of
Saratoga. These are things to be proud of, but they
have nothing to do with rank or class. New York has
al ways been a commercial community, and there are

not nore than three families in it who can claiman

aristocratic origin in the real sense of the word."

Ms. Archer and her son and daughter, like every

one else in New York, knew who these privil eged bei ngs
were: the Dagonets of Washi ngton Square, who cane

of an old English county family allied with the Pitts
and Foxes; the Lannings, who had intermarried with

t he descendants of Count de G asse, and the van der
Luydens, direct descendants of the first Dutch governor
of Manhattan, and related by pre-revol utionary

marri ages to several nenbers of the French and British

ari stocracy.

The Lannings survived only in the person of two

very old but lively Mss Lannings, who lived cheerfully
and rem niscently anong fanily portraits and Chi ppendal g;
t he Dagonets were a considerable clan, allied to

the best nanes in Baltinore and Phil adel phia; but the
van der Luydens, who stood above all of them had

faded into a kind of super-terrestrial twilight, from
which only two figures inpressively energed; those of

M. and Ms. Henry van der Luyden

Ms. Henry van der Luyden had been Loui sa Dagonet,
and her nother had been the granddaughter of Col onel
du Lac, of an old Channel Island fanmly, who had

fought under Cornwallis and had settled in Maryl and,



after the war, with his bride, Lady Angelica Trevenna,
fifth daughter of the Earl of St. Austrey. The tie

bet ween the Dagonets, the du Lacs of Maryl and, and

their aristocratic Cornish kinsfolk, the Trevennas, had
al ways remai ned close and cordial. M. and Ms. van

der Luyden had nore than once paid long visits to the
present head of the house of Trevenna, the Duke of St
Austrey, at his country-seat in Cornwall and at St
Austrey in d oucestershire; and his Grace had frequently
announced his intention of sone day returning their

visit (wthout the Duchess, who feared the Atlantic).

M. and Ms. van der Luyden divided their tine

bet ween Trevenna, their place in Maryland, and Skuytercliff,
the great estate on the Hudson which had been one

of the colonial grants of the Dutch governnment to the
fanmous first Governor, and of which M. van der Luyden

was still "Patroon." Their |large solem house in Mdison
Avenue was sel dom opened, and when they cane to town

they received in it only their nost intinate friends.

"I wish you would go with ne, New and," his nother

sai d, suddenly pausing at the door of the Brown

coupe. "Louisa is fond of you; and of course it's on
account of dear May that |I'mtaking this step--and

al so because, if we don't all stand together, there'll be

no such thing as Society left."

VI,

Ms. Henry van der Luyden listened in silence to

her cousin Ms. Archer's narrative



It was all very well to tell yourself in advance that

M's. van der Luyden was always silent, and that, though
non-comm ttal by nature and training, she was very

kind to the people she really |liked. Even persona
experience of these facts was not always a protection from
the chill that descended on one in the high-ceilinged

whi te-wal | ed Madi son Avenue drawi ng-room with the

pal e brocaded arnthairs so obviously uncovered for

the occasion, and the gauze still veiling the ornolu

mant el ornanents and the beautiful old carved frane

of Gai nsborough's "Lady Angelica du Lac."

Ms. van der Luyden's portrait by Huntington (in

bl ack vel vet and Venetian point) faced that of her

| ovely ancestress. It was generally considered "as fine
as a Cabanel ," and, though twenty years had el apsed

since its execution, was still "a perfect |ikeness."

I ndeed the Ms. van der Luyden who sat beneath it

listening to Ms. Archer night have been the tw n-sister

of the fair and still youngi sh woman droopi ng agai nst a
gilt arnchair before a green rep curtain. Ms. van der
Luyden still wore black velvet and Venetian point when

she went into society--or rather (since she never dined

out) when she threw open her own doors to receive it.

Her fair hair, which had faded wi thout turning grey,

was still parted in flat overlapping points on her forehead,
and the straight nose that divided her pale blue

eyes was only a little nore pinched about the nostrils

than when the portrait had been painted. She al ways,

i ndeed, struck Newl and Archer as having been rather
gruesonely preserved in the airl ess atnosphere of a

perfectly irreproachabl e exi stence, as bodi es caught in



gl aciers keep for years a rosy life-in-death.

Li ke all his family, he esteenmed and admired Ms.

van der Luyden; but he found her gentle bendi ng sweet ness
| ess approachabl e than the gri mess of sone of his

mot her's old aunts, fierce spinsters who said "No" on
principle before they knew what they were going to be

asked.

M's. van der Luyden's attitude said neither yes nor

no, but always appeared to incline to clenency till her
thin lips, wavering into the shadow of a smle, nmade

the al nost invariable reply: "I shall first have to talk

this over with nmy husband. "

She and M. van der Luyden were so exactly alike

that Archer often wondered how, after forty years of

the closest conjugality, two such nerged identities ever
separ ated thensel ves enough for anything as controversi al
as a tal king-over. But as neither had ever reached a
deci sion without prefacing it by this nysterious

concl ave, Ms. Archer and her son, having set forth their

case, waited resignedly for the famliar phrase

M's. van der Luyden, however, who had sel dom
surprised any one, now surprised them by reachi ng her

I ong hand toward the bell-rope.

"I think," she said, "I should Iike Henry to hear

what you have told ne."

A foot man appeared, to whom she gravely added:

"If M. van der Luyden has finished reading the



newspaper, please ask himto be kind enough to cone."

She said "readi ng the newspaper"” in the tone in

which a Mnister's wife might have said: "Presiding at

a Cabi net nmeeting"--not fromany arrogance of nind,

but because the habit of a life-time, and the attitude of
her friends and relations, had | ed her to consider M.
van der Luyden's |east gesture as having an al nost

sacerdotal inportance.

Her pronptness of action showed that she consi dered
the case as pressing as Ms. Archer; but, lest she
shoul d be thought to have committed herself in advance,
she added, with the sweetest |ook: "Henry always

enj oys seeing you, dear Adeline; and he will wi sh

to congratul ate New and."

The doubl e doors had sol emmly reopened and bet ween

them appeared M. Henry van der Luyden, tall,

spare and frock-coated, with faded fair hair, a straight
nose like his wife's and the same | ook of frozen gentl eness
in eyes that were nerely pale grey instead of pale

bl ue.

M. van der Luyden greeted Ms. Archer with cousinly
affability, proffered to New and | ow voi ced
congratul ati ons couched in the sane | anguage as his wfe's,
and seated hinmself in one of the brocade arnthairs

with the sinplicity of a reigning sovereign.

"I had just finished reading the Tines," he said,
laying his long finger-tips together. "In town ny nornings
are so much occupied that | find it nore convenient

to read the newspapers after |uncheon.”



"Ah, there's a great deal to be said for that plan--
i ndeed |I think ny uncle Egnont used to say he found it
|l ess agitating not to read the norning papers till after

dinner," said Ms. Archer responsively.

"Yes: ny good father abhorred hurry. But now we

live in a constant rush," said M. van der Luyden in
measured tones, |ooking with pleasant deliberation about
the | arge shrouded room which to Archer was so conpl ete

an image of its owners.

"But | hope you HAD finished your reading, Henry?"

his wife interposed.

"Quite--quite,” he reassured her.

"Then | should Iike Adeline to tell you--"

"Ch, it's really New and's story," said his nother
smling; and proceeded to rehearse once nore the nonstrous

tale of the affront inflicted on Ms. Lovell Mngott.

"Of course," she ended, "Augusta Welland and Mary
M ngott both felt that, especially in view of New and's

engagenent, you and Henry OUGHT TO KNOW "

"Ah--" said M. van der Luyden, drawi ng a deep

br eat h.

There was a silence during which the tick of the
monunent al ormol u cl ock on the white marbl e mantel pi ece
grew as |loud as the boomof a m nute-gun. Archer

contenplated with awe the two sl ender faded figures,



seated side by side in a kind of viceregal rigidity,
nmout hpi eces of sone renpte ancestral authority which fate
compelled themto w eld, when they would so nuch

rather have lived in sinplicity and secl usion, digging

i nvisi bl e weeds out of the perfect |awns of Skuytercliff,

and playing Patience together in the evenings.

M. van der Luyden was the first to speak

"You really think this is due to sone--some
intentional interference of Lawence Lefferts' s?" he enquired,

turning to Archer.

"I"'mcertain of it, sir. Larry has been going it rather
harder than usual lately--if cousin Louisa won't nind

my nmentioning it--having rather a stiff affair with the
postmaster's wife in their village, or some one of that
sort; and whenever poor Certrude Lefferts begins to
suspect anything, and he's afraid of trouble, he gets up
a fuss of this kind, to show how awmfully noral he is,
and talks at the top of his voice about the inpertinence
of inviting his wife to neet people he doesn't w sh her

to know. He's sinply using Madane O enska as a

lightning-rod; 1've seen himtry the same thing often
before. "

"The LEFFERTSES!--" said Ms. van der Luyden

"The LEFFERTSES!--" echoed Ms. Archer. "Wat would

uncl e Egnont have said of Lawrence Lefferts's
pronounci ng on anybody's social position? It shows what

Soci ety has cone to."



"We' Il hope it has not quite cone to that," said M.

van der Luyden firmy.

"Ah, if only you and Loui sa went out nore!" sighed

Ms. Archer.

But instantly she became aware of her mistake. The

van der Luydens were norbidly sensitive to any criticism
of their secluded existence. They were the arbiters

of fashion, the Court of |ast Appeal, and they knewit,
and bowed to their fate. But being shy and retiring
persons, with no natural inclination for their part, they
lived as nmuch as possible in the sylvan solitude of
Skuytercliff, and when they cane to town, declined al

invitations on the plea of Ms. van der Luyden's health.

New and Archer came to his nother's rescue.
"Everybody in New York knows what you and cousin

Loui sa represent. That's why Ms. Mngott felt she
ought not to allow this slight on Countess O enska to

pass w thout consulting you."

M's. van der Luyden glanced at her husband, who

gl anced back at her.

"It is the principle that | dislike," said M. van der
Luyden. "As long as a nenber of a well-known fanmily
is backed up by that famly it should be considered--

final."

"It seens so to ne,"” said his wife, as if she were

produci ng a new t hought.

"I had no idea," M. van der Luyden conti nued,



"that things had cone to such a pass." He paused, and
| ooked at his wife again. "It occurs to ne, ny dear
that the Countess Oenska is already a sort of relation--

t hrough Medora Manson's first husband. At any rate,

she will be when New and marries.” He turned toward
the young man. "Have you read this norning' s Tines,
New and?"

"Why, yes, sir," said Archer, who usually tossed off

hal f a dozen papers with his norning coffee.

Husband and wi fe | ooked at each other again. Their
pal e eyes clung together in prolonged and serious
consultation; then a faint smle fluttered over Ms. van der

Luyden's face. She had evidently guessed and approved.

M. van der Luyden turned to Ms. Archer. "If Louisa's
health allowed her to dine out--1 w sh you would

say to Ms. Lovell Mngott--she and I would have

been happy to--er--fill the places of the Law ence
Leffertses at her dinner." He paused to let the irony of
this sink in. "As you know, this is inmpossible.” Ms.
Archer sounded a synpathetic assent. "But New and
tells nme he has read this norning's Tinmes; therefore he
has probably seen that Louisa's relative, the Duke of
St. Austrey, arrives next week on the Russia. He is
coming to enter his new sloop, the Guinevere, in next
sumrer's International Cup Race; and also to have a
little canvasback shooting at Trevenna."™ M. van der
Luyden paused again, and continued wth increasing
benevol ence: "Before taking himdown to Maryl and

we are inviting a few friends to nmeet himhere--only a

little dinner--with a reception afterward. | am sure



Louisa will be as glad as | amif Countess O enska wll

I et us include her anbng our guests." He got up, bent
his long body with a stiff friendliness toward his cousin,
and added: "I think | have Louisa's authority for saying
that she will herself |eave the invitation to dine

when she drives out presently: with our cards--of course

with our cards."”

Ms. Archer, who knew this to be a hint that the
sevent een- hand chestnuts which were never kept waiting
were at the door, rose with a hurried murmur of
thanks. Ms. van der Luyden beaned on her with the
smle of Esther interceding with Ahasuerus; but her

husband rai sed a protesting hand.

"There is nothing to thank ne for, dear Adeline;

not hi ng whatever. This kind of thing nust not happen
in New York; it shall not, as long as |I can help it," he
pronounced w th sovereign gentleness as he steered his

cousins to the door.

Two hours later, every one knew that the great
C-spring barouche in which Ms. van der Luyden

took the air at all seasons had been seen at old

Ms. Mngott's door, where a | arge square envel ope
was handed in; and that evening at the Opera M.
Sillerton Jackson was able to state that the envel ope
contained a card inviting the Countess O enska

to the dinner which the van der Luydens were giVving
the followi ng week for their cousin, the Duke

of St. Austrey.

Sone of the younger nen in the club box exchanged



a smile at this announcenent, and gl anced si deways at

Law ence Lefferts, who sat carelessly in the front of the
box, pulling his long fair noustache, and who remarked
with authority, as the soprano paused: "No one but

Patti ought to attenpt the Sonnanbul a."

VI,

It was generally agreed in New York that the Countess

d enska had "l ost her | ooks."

She had appeared there first, in New and Archer's

boyhood, as a brilliantly pretty little girl of nine or ten
of whom peopl e said that she "ought to be painted.”

Her parents had been continental wanderers, and after

a roanm ng babyhood she had | ost them both, and been

taken in charge by her aunt, Medora Manson, also a
wanderer, who was herself returning to New York to

"settle down."

Poor Medora, repeatedly w dowed, was al ways coning

home to settle down (each time in a | ess expensive
house), and bringing with her a new husband or an

adopted child; but after a few nonths she invariably
parted from her husband or quarrelled with her ward,

and, having got rid of her house at a | oss, set out again
on her wanderings. As her nother had been a Rushworth,
and her |ast unhappy marriage had |inked her

to one of the crazy Chiverses, New York | ooked indul gently
on her eccentricities; but when she returned with

her little orphaned ni ece, whose parents had been popul ar

in spite of their regrettable taste for travel, people thought



it apity that the pretty child should be in such hands.

Every one was di sposed to be kind to little Ellen

M ngott, though her dusky red cheeks and tight curls
gave her an air of gaiety that seened unsuitable in a
child who should still have been in black for her
parents. 1t was one of the m sguided Medora's nany
peculiarities to flout the unalterable rules that regul ated
Aneri can nourni ng, and when she stepped fromthe
steaner her famly were scandalised to see that the
crape veil she wore for her own brother was seven

i nches shorter than those of her sisters-in-law, while
little Ellen was in crinson nerino and anber beads,

Iike a gipsy foundling.

But New York had so long resigned itself to Medora

that only a few old | adi es shook their heads over Ellen's
gaudy clothes, while her other relations fell under

the charm of her high colour and high spirits. She was

a fearless and faniliar little thing, who asked di sconcerting
questions, made precoci ous coments, and possessed
out | andi sh arts, such as dancing a Spani sh shaw

dance and singing Neapolitan | ove-songs to a guitar.

Under the direction of her aunt (whose real name was

M's. Thorley Chivers, but who, having received a Papa
title, had resuned her first husband's patronynic

and call ed herself the Marchi oness Manson, because in
Italy she could turn it into Manzoni) the little girl
recei ved an expensive but incoherent education, which

i ncluded "drawi ng fromthe nodel," a thing never
dreaned of before, and playing the piano in quintets

wi t h professional nusicians.



O course no good could cone of this; and when, a

few years later, poor Chivers finally died in a mad-
house, his w dow (draped in strange weeds) again pulled
up stakes and departed with Ellen, who had grown into

a tall bony girl with conspicuous eyes. For sone tine
no nore was heard of them then news cane of Ellen's
marriage to an i mmensely rich Polish nobl eman of

| egendary fame, whom she had net at a ball at the
Tuileries, and who was said to have princely establishments
in Paris, Nice and Florence, a yacht at Cowes,

and many square niles of shooting in Transyl vani a.

She di sappeared in a kind of sul phurous apot heosi s,

and when a few years |later Medora again canme back to
New Yor k, subdued, inmpoverished, nmourning a third
husband, and in quest of a still smaller house, people
wondered that her rich niece had not been able to do
sonmet hing for her. Then cane the news that Ellen's

own marriage had ended in disaster, and that she was
herself returning hone to seek rest and oblivion anong

her ki nsf ol k.

These things passed through New and Archer's nind

a week later as he watched the Countess O enska enter

the van der Luyden draw ng-room on the eveni ng of

t he monment ous dinner. The occasion was a sol emm

one, and he wondered a little nervously how she woul d

carry it off. She cane rather late, one hand still ungl oved,
and fastening a bracel et about her wrist; yet she entered

wi t hout any appearance of haste or enbarrassnent

the draw ng-roomin which New York's nost

chosen conpany was somewhat awful ly assenbl ed

In the middle of the roomshe paused, | ooking about



her with a grave nouth and sniling eyes; and in that

i nstant Newl and Archer rejected the general verdict on

her looks. It was true that her early radi ance was gone.
The red cheeks had pal ed; she was thin, worn, a little

ol der -1 ooki ng than her age, which rmust have been nearly
thirty. But there was about her the nysterious authority
of beauty, a sureness in the carriage of the head, the
novenent of the eyes, which, w thout being in the |east
theatrical, struck his as highly trained and full of a
consci ous power. At the sane tinme she was sinpler in
manner than nost of the |adies present, and nmany

peopl e (as he heard afterward from Janey) were di sappoi nted
that her appearance was not nore "stylish"

--for stylishness was what New York nost valued. It

was, perhaps, Archer reflected, because her early vivacity
had di sappeared; because she was so quiet--quiet in

her novenents, her voice, and the tones of her |ow
pitched voice. New York had expected sonething a

good deal nore reasonant in a young wonan with such

a history.

The di nner was a sonmewhat forni dabl e business.

Dining with the van der Luydens was at best no |ight
matter, and dining there with a Duke who was their
cousin was alnost a religious solemity. It pleased
Archer to think that only an ol d New Yorker could
percei ve the shade of difference (to New York) between
being merely a Duke and being the van der Luydens
Duke. New York took stray noblemen calmy, and

even (except in the Struthers set) with a certain distrustfu
haut eur; but when they presented such credentials

as these they were received with an ol d-fashi oned

cordiality that they woul d have been greatly m staken in



ascribing solely to their standing in Debrett. It was for
just such distinctions that the young man cherished his

old New York even while he smled at it.

The van der Luydens had done their best to enphasise
the inportance of the occasion. The du Lac Sevres

and the Trevenna George |l plate were out; so was the
van der Luyden "Lowestoft" (East I|ndia Comnpany)

and t he Dagonet Crown Derby. Ms. van der Luyden

| ooked nore than ever |ike a Cabanel, and Ms. Archer
in her grandnother's seed-pearls and eneral ds, reni nded
her son of an |sabey mniature. Al the |adies had on
their handsonmest jewels, but it was characteristic of the
house and the occasion that these were nostly in rather
heavy ol d-fashi oned settings; and old M ss Lanning,

who had been persuaded to cone, actually wore her

nmot her' s canmeos and a Spani sh bl onde shaw .

The Countess O enska was the only young wonan at

the dinner; yet, as Archer scanned the snooth plunp

el derly faces between their di anond neckl aces and
towering ostrich feathers, they struck himas curiously
i mature conpared with hers. It frightened himto

t hi nk what nust have gone to the maki ng of her eyes.

The Duke of St. Austrey, who sat at his hostess's

right, was naturally the chief figure of the evening. But
if the Countess O enska was | ess conspi cuous than had
been hoped, the Duke was alnost invisible. Being a
wel | -bred man he had not (like another recent duca
visitor) cone to the dinner in a shooting-jacket; but his
eveni ng cl ot hes were so shabby and baggy, and he

wore themwi th such an air of their being homespun



that (with his stooping way of sitting, and the vast
beard spreadi ng over his shirt-front) he hardly gave the
appearance of being in dinner attire. He was short,
round- shoul dered, sunburnt, with a thick nose, small
eyes and a sociable smile; but he sel dom spoke, and

when he did it was in such Iow tones that, despite the
frequent silences of expectation about the table, his

remarks were lost to all but his neighbours.

When the nmen joined the | adies after dinner the

Duke went straight up to the Countess O enska, and
they sat down in a corner and plunged into aninated
tal k. Neither seemed aware that the Duke should first
have paid his respects to Ms. Lovell Mngott and Ms. Headly
Chivers, and the Countess have conversed with

that ani abl e hypochondriac, M. Urban Dagonet of

Washi ngt on Square, who, in order to have the pleasure
of nmeeting her, had broken through his fixed rule of
not dining out between January and April. The two
chatted together for nearly twenty m nutes; then the
Count ess rose and, wal ki ng al one across the w de

drawi ng-room sat down at New and Archer's side

It was not the customin New York draw ng-roons

for a lady to get up and wal k away from one gentl eman
in order to seek the conpany of another. Etiquette
requi red that she should wait, immovable as an idol
whil e the nmen who wi shed to converse with her succeeded
each other at her side. But the Countess was
apparently unaware of having broken any rule; she sat
at perfect ease in a corner of the sofa beside Archer,

and | ooked at himw th the kindest eyes.



"I want you to talk to nme about My," she said.

I nstead of answering her he asked: "You knew the

Duke bef ore?"

"Ch, yes--we used to see himevery winter at Nice.

He's very fond of ganbling--he used to cone to the

house a great deal." She said it in the sinplest manner,
as if she had said: "He's fond of wild-flowers"; and
after a noment she added candidly: "I think he's the

dullest man | ever net."

Thi s pleased her conpanion so nuch that he forgot

the slight shock her previous remark had caused him It
was undeni ably exciting to neet a | ady who found the
van der Luydens' Duke dull, and dared to utter the
opinion. He longed to question her, to hear nore about
the life of which her carel ess words had gi ven him so
illumnating a glinpse; but he feared to touch on

di stressing nenories, and before he could think of

anything to say she had strayed back to her original subject.

"May is a darling; |'ve seen no young girl in New
York so handsone and so intelligent. Are you very

much in | ove with her?"

Newl and Archer reddened and | aughed. "As much as

a man can be."

She continued to consider himthoughtfully, as if not
to m ss any shade of neaning in what he said, "Do you

think, then, thereis alimt?"

"To being in love? If thereis, | haven't found it!"



She gl owed with synpat hy. Ah--it's really and truly

a ronance?"

"The nost romantic of romances!"

"How delightful! And you found it all out for

yourselves--it was not in the | east arranged for you?"

Archer | ooked at her incredul ously. "Have you

forgotten," he asked with a smle, "that in our country we

don't allow our marriages to be arranged for us?"

A dusky blush rose to her cheek, and he instantly

regretted his words.

"Yes," she answered, "I'd forgotten. You nust

forgive ne if | sonetinmes nake these nistakes. | don't
al ways renenber that everything here is good that
was- -t hat was bad where |'ve come from" She | ooked

down at her Viennese fan of eagle feathers, and he saw

that her lips trenbled.

"I"'mso sorry," he said inpulsively; "but you ARE

anong friends here, you know "

"Yes--1 know. Wierever | go | have that feeling.
That's why | cane hone. | want to forget everything
el se, to becone a conplete American again, like the

M ngotts and Wl |l ands, and you and your delightfu
not her, and all the other good people here tonight. Ah,
here's May arriving, and you will want to hurry away

to her," she added, but w thout noving; and her eyes



turned back fromthe door to rest on the young man's

f ace.

The draw ng-roons were beginning to fill up with

after-di nner guests, and foll owi ng Madame O enska's

gl ance Archer saw May Wl land entering with her

mother. In her dress of white and silver, with a weath

of silver blossons in her hair, the tall girl |ooked |ike a

Di ana just alight fromthe chase.

"Ch," said Archer, "I have so nany rivals; you see
she's already surrounded. There's the Duke being

i ntroduced. "

"Then stay with nme a little longer,” Madane A enska
said in a low tone, just touching his knee with her
plumed fan. It was the lightest touch, but it thrilled him

li ke a caress.

"Yes, let me stay,"” he answered in the same tone,
hardly knowi ng what he said; but just then M. van
der Luyden cane up, followed by old M. Urban
Dagonet. The Countess greeted themw th her grave

smle, and Archer, feeling his host's adnonitory glance

on him rose and surrendered his seat.

Madame O enska held out her hand as if to bid him

goodbye.

"Tormorrow, then, after five--1 shall expect you,"
she said; and then turned back to nmake room for M.

Dagonet .

"Tonmorrow-" Archer heard hinself repeating,



t hough there had been no engagenent, and during their
tal k she had given himno hint that she wished to see

hi m agai n.

As he noved away he saw Lawence Lefferts, tal

and respl endent, leading his wife up to be introduced;
and heard Gertrude Lefferts say, as she beaned on the
Countess with her large unperceiving smle: "But |
think we used to go to danci ng-school together when

we were children--." Behind her, waiting their turn to
name thenselves to the Countess, Archer noticed a
nunber of the recalcitrant couples who had declined to
meet her at Ms. Lovell Mngott's. As Ms. Archer
remar ked: when the van der Luydens chose, they knew
how to give a |l esson. The wonder was that they chose

so sel dom

The young man felt a touch on his armand saw Ms.

van der Luyden | ooking down on himfromthe pure

em nence of black velvet and the fanmily dianonds. "It
was good of you, dear Newl and, to devote yourself so
unsel fishly to Madane O enska. | told your cousin

Henry he nmust really cone to the rescue.”

He was aware of sniling at her vaguely, and she
added, as if condescending to his natural shyness: "I've
never seen May | ooking lovelier. The Duke thinks her

t he handsonest girl in the room"

The Countess O enska had said "after five"; and at



hal f after the hour New and Archer rang the bel

of the peeling stucco house with a giant wisteria throttling
its feeble cast-iron bal cony, which she had hired,

far down West Twenty-third Street, fromthe vagabond

Medor a.

It was certainly a strange quarter to have settled in.
Smal | dress-nakers, bird-stuffers and "peopl e who

wote" were her nearest nei ghbours; and further down

the di shevell ed street Archer recognised a dil api dated
wooden house, at the end of a paved path, in which a
witer and journalist called Wnsett, whom he used to
come across now and then, had nentioned that he

lived. Wnsett did not invite people to his house; but he
had once pointed it out to Archer in the course of a
nocturnal stroll, and the latter had asked hinself, wth
alittle shiver, if the humanities were so neanly housed

in other capitals.

Madanme O enska's own dwel ling was redeened from

the sane appearance only by a little nore paint about
the wi ndowframes; and as Archer nustered its nodest
front he said to hinself that the Polish Count nust

have robbed her of her fortune as well as of her illusions.

The young man had spent an unsatisfactory day. He

had | unched with the Wellands, hoping afterward to
carry off May for a walk in the Park. He wanted to
have her to hinself, to tell her how enchanting she had
| ooked the night before, and how proud he was of her
and to press her to hasten their marriage. But Ms.
Wel |l and had firmy rem nded himthat the round of

famly visits was not half over, and, when he hinted at



advanci ng the date of the wedding, had raised reproachfu
eye-brows and sighed out: "Twelve dozen of

ever yt hi ng- - hand- enbr oi der ed- - "

Packed in the fam |y landau they rolled from one

tribal doorstep to another, and Archer, when the afternoon's
round was over, parted fromhis betrothed with

the feeling that he had been shown off like a wild

ani mal cunningly trapped. He supposed that his readi ngs

i n ant hropol ogy caused himto take such a coarse

vi ew of what was after all a sinple and natural
demonstration of famly feeling; but when he renenbered

that the Wellands did not expect the wedding to take

place till the followi ng autum, and pictured what his

life would be till then, a danmpness fell upon his spirit.

"Tonorrow," Ms. Welland called after him "we'l|

do the Chiverses and the Dall ases"; and he perceived

that she was going through their two families al phabetically,
and that they were only in the first quarter of the

al phabet .

He had neant to tell May of the Countess O enska's
request--her conmand, rather--that he should call on

her that afternoon; but in the brief nmonents when they
were al one he had had nore pressing things to say.

Besides, it struck himas a little absurd to allude to the
matter. He knew that May nost particul arly wanted

himto be kind to her cousin; was it not that w sh

whi ch had hastened the announcenent of their engagenent?
It gave himan odd sensation to reflect that, but

for the Countess's arrival, he mght have been, if not

still a free man, at least a man |l ess irrevocably pl edged.



But May had willed it so, and he felt hinmself somehow
relieved of further responsibility--and therefore at liberty,
if he chose, to call on her cousin without telling

her.

As he stood on Madane O enska's threshold curiosity
was his uppernost feeling. He was puzzled by the
tone in which she had sumoned him he concl uded

that she was | ess sinple than she seened.

The door was opened by a swarthy foreign-|ooking

maid, with a prom nent bosom under a gay neckerchi ef,
whom he vaguely fancied to be Sicilian. She

wel coned himwith all her white teeth, and answering
his enquiries by a head-shake of inconprehension |ed

hi mthrough the narrow hall into a low firelit draw ng-
room The roomwas enpty, and she left him for an
appreciable tine, to wonder whether she had gone to
find her mstress, or whether she had not understood
what he was there for, and thought it might be to w nd
the cl ock--of which he perceived that the only visible
speci nen had stopped. He knew that the southern races
conmuni cated with each other in the |anguage of
pantonmi ne, and was nortified to find her shrugs and
smles so unintelligible. At length she returned with a
| anp; and Archer, having neanwhil e put together a
phrase out of Dante and Petrarch, evoked the answer:
"La signora e fuori; ma verra subito"; which he took

to nean: "She's out--but you'll soon see.”

What he saw, neanwhile, with the help of the I anp,
was the faded shadowy charm of a room unlike any

room he had known. He knew that the Countess Q enska



had brought some of her possessions with her--bits of

wr eckage, she called them-and these, he supposed,

were represented by sonme small sl ender tables of dark
wood, a delicate little Greek bronze on the chi mey-

pi ece, and a stretch of red damask nail ed on the

di scol oured wal | paper behind a couple of Italian-I|ooking

pictures in old franes.

New and Archer prided hinself on his know edge of
Italian art. H's boyhood had been saturated with
Ruskin, and he had read all the | atest books: John Addi ngton

Synonds, Vernon Lee's "Euphorion," the essays of P

G Hanerton, and a wonderful new volune called

"The Renai ssance" by Walter Pater. He talked easily of
Botticelli, and spoke of Fra Angelico with a faint
condescensi on. But these pictures bewildered him for they
were |ike nothing that he was accustoned to | ook at

(and therefore able to see) when he travelled in Italy;
and perhaps, al so, his powers of observation were

i mpai red by the oddness of finding hinself in this strange
enpty house, where apparently no one expected him

He was sorry that he had not told May Welland of

Countess O enska's request, and a little disturbed by

the thought that his betrothed might come in to see her
cousin. \What would she think if she found himsitting

there with the air of intimacy inplied by waiting al one

in the dusk at a lady's fireside?

But since he had conme he neant to wait; and he sank

into a chair and stretched his feet to the | ogs.

It was odd to have sunmoned himin that way, and

then forgotten him but Archer felt nore curious than



nmortified. The atnosphere of the roomwas so different
fromany he had ever breathed that self-consciousness
vani shed in the sense of adventure. He had been before
in drawi ng-roonms hung with red damask, with pictures

"of the Italian school”; what struck himwas the way

i n which Medora Manson's shabby hired house, with

its blighted background of panpas grass and Rogers
statuettes, had, by a turn of the hand, and the skilful
use of a few properties, been transforned into sonething
intimate, "foreign," subtly suggestive of old

romantic scenes and sentinents. He tried to anal yse the
trick, to find a clue toit in the way the chairs and
tabl es were grouped, in the fact that only two Jacqueni not
roses (of which nobody ever bought |less than a

dozen) had been placed in the slender vase at his el bow,
and in the vague pervadi ng perfune that was not

what one put on handkerchiefs, but rather |ike the

scent of sone far-off bazaar, a snell nade up of Turkish

coffee and anbergris and dried roses.

H s mind wandered away to the question of what

May' s draw ng-room woul d | ook like. He knew that

M. Welland, who was behaving "very handsonely, "

al ready had his eye on a newy built house in East
Thirty-ninth Street. The nei ghbourhood was thought
renote, and the house was built in a ghastly greenish-
yel |l ow stone that the younger architects were begi nning
to employ as a protest against the brownstone of which
the uniform hue coated New York |ike a cold chocol ate
sauce; but the plunbing was perfect. Archer would
have liked to travel, to put off the housing question
but, though the Wellands approved of an extended

Eur opean honeynoon (perhaps even a winter in Egypt),



they were firmas to the need of a house for the
returning couple. The young man felt that his fate was
sealed: for the rest of his Iife he would go up every
eveni ng between the cast-iron railings of that greenish-
yel | ow doorstep, and pass through a Ponpei an vestibul e
into a hall with a wainscoting of varnished yell ow

wood. But beyond that his inmagination could not travel
He knew t he draw ng-room above had a bay w ndow,

but he could not fancy how May woul d deal with it.

She submitted cheerfully to the purple satin and yell ow
tuftings of the Welland drawi ng-room to its sham Buh
tables and gilt vitrines full of nodern Saxe. He saw no
reason to suppose that she would want anything different
in her own house; and his only confort was to

reflect that she would probably let himarrange his
library as he pl eased--which woul d be, of course, with
"sincere" Eastlake furniture, and the plain new bookcases

wi t hout gl ass doors.

The round-bosonmed naid canme in, drew the

curtains, pushed back a |log, and said consolingly:
"Verra--verra." \Wen she had gone Archer stood up

and began to wander about. Should he wait any |onger?
Hi s position was beconing rather foolish. Perhaps he
had m sunder st ood Madanme O enska--perhaps she had

not invited himafter all

Down the cobbl estones of the quiet street cane the

ring of a stepper's hoofs; they stopped before the house,
and he caught the opening of a carriage door. Parting
the curtains he | ooked out into the early dusk. A street-
lamp faced him and in its light he saw Julius Beaufort's

compact English brougham drawn by a big roan



and t he banker descending fromit, and hel ping out

Madame QA enska.

Beaufort stood, hat in hand, saying something which
hi s conpani on seened to negative; then they shook
hands, and he junped into his carriage while she

mount ed t he steps.

When she entered the room she showed no surprise
at seeing Archer there; surprise seened the enotion

that she was | east addicted to

"How do you like ny funny house?" she asked. "To

me it's |i ke heaven."

As she spoke she untied her little vel vet bonnet and
tossing it away with her | ong cloak stood | ooking at

himwi th neditative eyes.

"You' ve arranged it delightfully," he rejoined, alive
to the flatness of the words, but inprisoned in the
conventional by his consuning desire to be sinple and

stri ki ng.

"Ch, it's a poor little place. M relations despise it.
But at any rate it's less gloony than the van der

Luydens' . "

The words gave himan electric shock, for few were

the rebellious spirits who woul d have dared to call the
stately home of the van der Luydens gl oony. Those
privileged to enter it shivered there, and spoke of it as

"handsone." But suddenly he was glad that she had



gi ven voice to the general shiver

"I't's delicious--what you've done here," he repeated.

"I like the little house," she adnitted; "but | suppose

what | like is the bl essedness of its being here, in ny

own country and nmy own town; and then, of being

alone init." She spoke so |ow that he hardly heard the

| ast phrase; but in his awkwardness he took it up

"You |ike so much to be al one?"

"Yes; as long as ny friends keep me from feeling

lonely.” She sat down near the fire, said: "Nastasia wll
bring the tea presently,” and signed to himto return to
his arnchair, adding: "l see you've already chosen your

corner."

Leani ng back, she fol ded her arns behind her head,

and | ooked at the fire under drooping I|ids.

"This is the hour | like best--don't you?"

A proper sense of his dignity caused himto answer:
"I was afraid you' d forgotten the hour. Beaufort nust

have been very engrossing."

She | ooked anused. "Wy--have you waited | ong?
M. Beaufort took ne to see a nunber of houses--
since it seems |'mnot to be allowed to stay in this

one. She appeared to dismss both Beaufort and hinself
fromher mnd, and went on: "Il've never been in a
city where there seens to be such a feeling against

living in des quartiers excentriques. What does it



matter where one lives? |I'mtold this street is respectable.”

"I't's not fashionable."

"Fashi onabl e! Do you all think so nuch of that?
Why not nake one's own fashions? But | suppose |'ve
lived too independently; at any rate, | want to do what

you all do--1 want to feel cared for and safe.”

He was touched, as he had been the evening before

when she spoke of her need of guidance.

"That's what your friends want you to feel. New
York's an awfully safe place," he added with a flash of

sarcasm

"Yes, isn't it? One feels that," she cried, mssing the
nmockery. "Being here is like--like--being taken on a
hol i day when one has been a good little girl and done

all one's | essons."

The anal ogy was wel |l neant, but did not altogether

pl ease him He did not mind being flippant about New
York, but disliked to hear any one el se take the sane
tone. He wondered if she did not begin to see what a
powerful engine it was, and how nearly it had crushed

her. The Lovell Mngotts' dinner, patched up in extrems
out of all sorts of social odds and ends, ought to have
taught her the narrowness of her escape; but either she
had been all al ong unaware of having skirted disaster

or else she had lost sight of it in the triunph of the van
der Luyden evening. Archer inclined to the former theory;

he fancied that her New York was still conpletely



undi fferentiated, and the conjecture nettled him

"Last night," he said, "New York laid itself out for

you. The van der Luydens do nothing by halves."

"No: how kind they are! It was such a nice party.

Every one seens to have such an esteemfor them?"

The ternms were hardly adequate; she m ght have
spoken in that way of a tea-party at the dear old Mss

Lanni ngs'

"The van der Luydens," said Archer, feeling hinself
ponpous as he spoke, "are the nost powerful influence
in New York society. Unfortunately--owing to her

heal t h--they receive very sel dom"”

She uncl asped her hands from behi nd her head, and

| ooked at himneditatively.

"Isn't that perhaps the reason?”

"The reason--?"

"For their great influence; that they make thensel ves

so rare."

He coloured a little, stared at her--and suddenly felt
the penetration of the remark. At a stroke she had
pricked the van der Luydens and they col |l apsed. He

| aughed, and sacrificed them

Nast asi a brought the tea, wi th handl el ess Japanese

cups and little covered dishes, placing the tray on a | ow



t abl e.

"But you'll explain these things to nme--you'll tell ne
all | ought to know, " Mdane O enska conti nued,

| eaning forward to hand him his cup

"It's you who are telling me; opening ny eyes to
things I1'd | ooked at so long that |I'd ceased to see

them"

She detached a snmall gold cigarette-case fromone of
her bracelets, held it out to him and took a cigarette
herself. On the chimey were long spills for |ighting

t hem

"Ah, then we can both help each other. But | want

hel p so much nore. You nust tell me just what to do."

It was on the tip of his tongue to reply: "Don't be
seen driving about the streets with Beaufort--" but he
was being too deeply drawn into the atnmosphere of the
room which was her atnosphere, and to give advice of
that sort would have been like telling sonme one who

was bargaining for attar-of-roses in Samarkand that one
shoul d al ways be provided with arctics for a New York
winter. New York seened nuch farther off than

Samar kand, and if they were indeed to hel p each other
she was rendering what mght prove the first of their
mut ual services by nmaking himlook at his native city
obj ectively. Viewed thus, as through the wong end of
a telescope, it |ooked disconcertingly small and distant;

but then from Samarkand it woul d.

A flanme darted fromthe | ogs and she bent over the



fire, stretching her thin hands so close to it that a faint
hal o shone about the oval nails. The |light touched to
russet the rings of dark hair escaping from her braids,

and nmade her pale face paler.

"There are plenty of people to tell you what to do,"

Archer rejoined, obscurely envious of them

"Ch--all ny aunts? And ny dear old Ganny?" She
considered the idea inpartially. "They're all alittle
vexed with me for setting up for nyself--poor G anny
especially. She wanted to keep ne with her; but | had
to be free--" He was inpressed by this Iight way of
speaki ng of the form dabl e Cat herine, and noved by

the thought of what nust have gi ven Madane O enska

this thirst for even the |oneliest kind of freedom But

the idea of Beaufort gnawed him

"I think I understand how you feel," he said. "Still
your famly can advise you; explain differences; show

you the way."

She lifted her thin black eyebrows. "Is New York

such a labyrinth? | thought it so straight up and down--
like Fifth Avenue. And with all the cross streets
nunbered!" She seened to guess his faint disapproval of
this, and added, with the rare snmile that enchanted her
whol e face: "If you knew how | like it for just THAT--

t he strai ght-up-and-downness, and the big honest |abels on everything!"

He saw his chance. "Everything may be | abell ed--

but everybody is not."



"Perhaps. | may sinplify too nuch--but you'll warn
me if | do." She turned fromthe fire to | ook at him
"There are only two people here who make ne feel as

i f they understood what | nean and coul d explain

things to nme: you and M. Beaufort."

Archer winced at the joining of the names, and then,

with a quick readjustnent, understood, synpathised

and pitied. So close to the powers of evil she nust have
lived that she still breathed nore freely in their air. But
since she felt that he understood her also, his business
woul d be to nmake her see Beaufort as he really was,

with all he represented--and abhor it.

He answered gently: "I understand. But just at first
don't let go of your old friends' hands: | nean the

ol der woren, your Granny M ngott, Ms. Wlland,

M's. van der Luyden. They like and admire you--they

want to help you."

She shook her head and sighed. "Ch, | know-I

know But on condition that they don't hear anything
unpl easant. Aunt Welland put it in those very words
when | tried. . . . Does no one want to know the truth
here, M. Archer? The real loneliness is living anong
all these kind people who only ask one to pretend!"

She lifted her hands to her face, and he saw her thin

shoul ders shaken by a sob

"Madane O enska!--Ch, don't, Ellen," he cried, starting
up and bending over her. He drew down one of her

hands, clasping and chafing it like a child s while he
mur nur ed reassuring words; but in a nonent she freed

hersel f, and | ooked up at himw th wet | ashes.



"Does no one cry here, either? | suppose there's no

need to, in heaven," she said, straightening her |oosened
braids with a laugh, and bendi ng over the tea-

kettle. It was burnt into his consciousness that he had
called her "Ellen"--called her so tw ce; and that she

had not noticed it. Far down the inverted tel escope he
saw the faint white figure of May Welland--in New

Yor k.

Suddenly Nastasia put her head in to say sonething

in her rich Italian.

Madane O enska, again with a hand at her hair,
uttered an excl amation of assent--a flashing "G a--
gia"--and the Duke of St. Austrey entered, piloting

a tremendous bl ackwi gged and red-plunmed lady in overflow ng furs.

"My dear Countess, |'ve brought an old friend of
mne to see you--Ms. Struthers. She wasn't asked to

the party last night, and she wants to know you."

The Duke beaned on the group, and Madane O enska
advanced with a nmurmur of wel come toward the queer
couple. She seened to have no idea how oddly matched
they were, nor what a liberty the Duke had taken in
bringing his conpanion--and to do himjustice, as
Archer perceived, the Duke seemed as unaware of it

hi nsel f.

"OfF course | want to know you, mny dear," cried
Ms. Struthers in a round rolling voice that matched

her bold feathers and her brazen wig. "I want to know



everybody who's young and interesting and charning.

And the Duke tells ne you like rmusic--didn't you

Duke? You're a pianist yourself, | believe? Well, do
you want to hear Sarasate play tonorrow eveni ng at

ny house? You know |'ve sonething going on every
Sunday evening--it's the day when New York doesn't

know what to do with itself, and so | say to it: ~Cone
and be armused.' And the Duke thought you'd be tenpted

by Sarasate. You'll find a nunber of your friends."

Madane O enska's face grew brilliant with pleasure.

"How ki nd! How good of the Duke to think of ne!"

She pushed a chair up to the tea-table and Ms. Struthers
sank into it delectably. "O course | shall be too

happy to cone."

"That's all right, ny dear. And bring your young

gentleman with you." Ms. Struthers extended a hail -
fellow hand to Archer. "I can't put a nanme to you--but
I"msure |'ve net you--1've net everybody, here, or in

Paris or London. Aren't you in diplomacy? Al the
di pl omatists come to nme. You |like nusic too? Duke,

you nmust be sure to bring him"

The Duke said "Rather" fromthe depths of his
beard, and Archer withdrew with a stiffly circular bow
that made himfeel as full of spine as a self-conscious

school - boy anbng carel ess and unnotici ng el ders.

He was not sorry for the denouenent of his visit:

he only wished it had conme sooner, and spared hima
certain waste of enotion. As he went out into the

wi ntry night, New York again becanme vast and i nmm nent,

and May Welland the loveliest woman in it. He



turned into his florist's to send her the daily box of
lilies-of-the-valley which, to his confusion, he found he

had forgotten that norning.

As he wote a word on his card and waited for an

envel ope he gl anced about the enbowered shop, and

his eye Iit on a cluster of yellow roses. He had never
seen any as sun-gol den before, and his first inpulse

was to send themto May instead of the lilies. But they
did not look like her--there was something too rich

too strong, in their fiery beauty. |In a sudden revul sion
of mood, and al nost without knowi ng what he did, he
signed to the florist to lay the roses in another |ong
box, and slipped his card into a second envel ope, on

whi ch he wote the name of the Countess O enska

then, just as he was turning away, he drew the card out

again, and left the enpty envel ope on the box.

"They' |l go at once?" he enquired, pointing to the

roses.

The florist assured himthat they woul d.

The next day he persuaded May to escape for a wal k

in the Park after luncheon. As was the customin

ol d- f ashi oned Epi scopal i an New York, she usually
acconpani ed her parents to church on Sunday afternoons;
but Ms. Welland condoned her truancy, having that
very norning won her over to the necessity of a |long

engagenent, with tine to prepare a hand- enbroi dered



trousseau contai ning the proper nunber of dozens.

The day was del ectable. The bare vaulting of trees
along the Mall was ceiled with lapis lazuli, and arched
above snow that shone |ike splintered crystals. It was
the weather to call out Muy's radi ance, and she burned
like a young maple in the frost. Archer was proud of
the gl ances turned on her, and the sinple joy of

possessorship cleared away his underlying perplexities.

"I't's so delicious--waking every norning to snell

lilies-of-the-valley in one's roonm" she said.

"Yesterday they came late. | hadn't time in the

nor ni ng--"

"But your renenbering each day to send them nakes

me | ove them so nuch nore than if you' d given a
standi ng order, and they cane every norning on the
mnute, |ike one's nusic-teacher--as | know Gertrude
Lefferts's did, for instance, when she and Law ence

wer e engaged.”

"Ah--they woul d!'" | aughed Archer, anused at her
keenness. He | ooked sideways at her fruit-like cheek
and felt rich and secure enough to add: "When | sent
your lilies yesterday afternoon | saw sone rather
gorgeous yell ow roses and packed them off to Madame

A enska. Was that right?"

"How dear of you! Anything of that kind delights
her. 1It's odd she didn't nention it: she lunched with us

today, and spoke of M. Beaufort's having sent her



wonder ful orchids, and cousin Henry van der Luyden a
whol e hanper of carnations from Skuytercliff. She seens
so surprised to receive flowers. Don't people send them

in Europe? She thinks it such a pretty custom"”

"Ch, well, no wonder mine were overshadowed by

Beaufort's," said Archer irritably. Then he renenbered
that he had not put a card with the roses, and

was vexed at having spoken of them He wanted to

say: "l called on your cousin yesterday," but hesitated.
I f Madanme O enska had not spoken of his visit it mght
seem awkward that he should. Yet not to do so gave

the affair an air of nystery that he disliked. To shake
of f the question he began to talk of their own plans,

their future, and Ms. Wlland s insistence on a |ong

engagement .

"I'f you call it long! |Isabel Chivers and Reggie were
engaged for two years: Grace and Thorley for nearly a
year and a half. Wy aren't we very well off as we

are?"

It was the traditional nmidenly interrogation, and he

felt ashamed of hinmself for finding it singularly childish
No doubt she sinply echoed what was said for her

but she was nearing her twenty-second birthday, and

he wondered at what age "nice" wonen began to

speak for thensel ves

"Never, if we won't let them | suppose,” he nused,
and recalled his nad outburst to M. Sillerton Jackson

"Worren ought to be as free as we are--"

It would presently be his task to take the bandage



fromthis young woman's eyes, and bid her ook forth

on the world. But how many generations of the wonen
who had gone to her neki ng had descended bandaged

to the famly vault? He shivered a little, remenbering
sone of the new ideas in his scientific books, and the
much-cited instance of the Kentucky cave-fish, which
had ceased to devel op eyes because they had no use for
them \What if, when he had bidden May Welland to

open hers, they could only | ook out blankly at bl ankness?

"W night be nmuch better off. W might be

al t oget her together--we mght travel."

Her face Iit up. "That would be lovely," she owned:
she would love to travel. But her nother woul d not

understand their wanting to do things so differently.

"As if the nere “differently' didn't account for it!"

t he wooer insisted.

"Newl and! You're so original!" she exulted.

H s heart sank, for he saw that he was saying all the
things that young nmen in the sane situation were
expected to say, and that she was making the answers
that instinct and tradition taught her to nake--even to

the point of calling himoriginal

"Original! W're all as like each other as those dolls
cut out of the sane folded paper. W're |ike patterns
stencilled on a wall. Can't you and | strike out for

oursel ves, My?"



He had stopped and faced her in the excitenent of
their discussion, and her eyes rested on himwth a

bright uncl ouded admiration

"Mercy--shall we el ope?” she | aughed.

"I'f you woul d--"

"You DO | ove nme, Newl and! [|'m so happy."”

"But then--why not be happier?"

"W can't behave |ike people in novels, though, can

we?"

"Way not - -why not --why not ?"

She | ooked a little bored by his insistence. She knew
very well that they couldn't, but it was troublesone to
have to produce a reason. "I'mnot clever enough to
argue with you. But that kind of thing is rather--vul gar
isn'"t it?" she suggested, relieved to have hit on a word

that woul d assuredly extinguish the whol e subject.

"Are you so nuch afraid, then, of being vul gar?"

She was evidently staggered by this. "O course
should hate it--so would you," she rejoined, a trifle

irritably.

He stood silent, beating his stick nervously agai nst
his boot-top; and feeling that she had i ndeed found the
right way of closing the discussion, she went on |ight-

heartedly: "Onh, did | tell you that | showed Ellen ny



ring? She thinks it the nost beautiful setting she ever
saw. There's nothing like it in the rue de la Paix, she

said. | do love you, New and, for being so artistic!"”

The next afternoon, as Archer, before dinner, sat

snoking sullenly in his study, Janey wandered in on

him He had failed to stop at his club on the way up
fromthe office where he exercised the profession of the
law in the leisurely manner comopn to well-to-do New
Yorkers of his class. He was out of spirits and slightly
out of tenper, and a haunting horror of doing the same

thing every day at the same hour besieged his brain.

" Sanmeness--saneness!” he nuttered, the word

runni ng through his head |like a persecuting tune as he saw
the fanmiliar tall-hatted figures |ounging behind the plate-
gl ass; and because he usually dropped in at the club at
that hour he had gone hone instead. He knew not only

what they were likely to be tal king about, but the part
each one would take in the discussion. The Duke of

course would be their principal thene; though the
appearance in Fifth Avenue of a golden-haired lady in a
smal | canary-col oured broughamwi th a pair of black

cobs (for which Beaufort was generally thought

responsi bl e) woul d al so doubtl ess be thoroughly gone

into. Such "wonen" (as they were called) were fewin

New York, those driving their own carriages still fewer,
and the appearance of Mss Fanny Ring in Fifth Avenue

at the fashi onabl e hour had profoundly agitated

society. Only the day before, her carriage had passed

Ms. Lovell Mngott's, and the latter had instantly rung

the little bell at her el bow and ordered the coachnan to



drive her hone. "Wat if it had happened to Ms. van
der Luyden?" peopl e asked each other with a shudder
Archer could hear Lawence Lefferts, at that very hour

hol ding forth on the disintegration of society.

He raised his head irritably when his sister Janey
entered, and then quickly bent over his book (Sw nburne's
"Chastelard"--just out) as if he had not seen

her. She glanced at the witing-table heaped with books,
opened a volunme of the "Contes Drolatiques," nade

a wy face over the archaic French, and sighed: "What

| earned things you read!"

"Well--?" he asked, as she hovered Cassandra-like

before him

"Mother's very angry."

"Angry? Wth whon? About what?"

"M ss Sophy Jackson has just been here. She brought

word that her brother would come in after dinner: she
couldn't say very much, because he forbade her to: he
wi shes to give all the details hinself. He's with cousin

Loui sa van der Luyden now. "

"For heaven's sake, ny dear girl, try a fresh start. It
woul d take an ommiscient Deity to know what you're

tal ki ng about . "

"It's not atine to be profane, Newand. . . . Mbther

feel s badly enough about your not going to church



Wth a groan he plunged back into his book.

"NEW.,AND! Do listen. Your friend Madame O enska
was at Ms. Lenuel Struthers's party last night: she

went there with the Duke and M. Beaufort."”

At the last clause of this announcenent a sensel ess
anger swelled the young man's breast. To snother it he

| aughed. "Well, what of it? | knew she neant to."

Janey pal ed and her eyes began to project. "You

knew she neant to--and you didn't try to stop her? To

war n her?"
"Stop her? Warn her?" He |aughed again. "I'm not
engaged to be nmarried to the Countess O enska!" The

words had a fantastic sound in his own ears.

"You're marrying into her famly."

"Ch, famly--famly!" he jeered.

"Newl and--don't you care about Famly?"

"Not a brass farthing."

"Nor about what cousin Louisa van der Luyden will

t hi nk?"

"Not the half of one--if she thinks such old maid's

rubbi sh. "

"Mother is not an old maid," said his virgin sister

wi th pinched |ips.



He felt Iike shouting back: "Yes, she is, and so are
the van der Luydens, and so we all are, when it cones
to being so nmuch as brushed by the wing-tip of Reality."
But he saw her |ong gentle face puckering into

tears, and felt ashaned of the useless pain he was

inflicting.

"Hang Countess O enska! Don't be a goose, Janey--

I''mnot her keeper."

"No; but you DID ask the Wellands to announce
your engagenent sooner so that we mght all back her
up; and if it hadn't been for that cousin Louisa would

never have invited her to the dinner for the Duke."

"Wl | --what harmwas there in inviting her? She
was the best-1|ooking worman in the roonm she made the
dinner alittle less funereal than the usual van der

Luyden banquet."

"You know cousin Henry asked her to please you

he persuaded cousin Louisa. And now they're so upset
that they're going back to Skuytercliff tonorrow |
t hi nk, New and, you'd better come down. You don't

seem t o understand how nother feels."

In the drawi ng-room New and found his nother. She
rai sed a troubled brow fromher needl ework to ask

"Has Janey told you?"

"Yes." He tried to keep his tone as neasured as her

own. "But | can't take it very seriously."



"Not the fact of having offended cousin Louisa and

cousin Henry?"

"The fact that they can be offended by such a trifle
as Countess O enska's going to the house of a wonan

t hey consi der common.”

"Consi der--!"

"Wl l, who is; but who has good nusic, and amnuses
peopl e on Sunday eveni ngs, when the whol e of New

York is dying of inanition."

"CGood nusic? Al | knowis, there was a wonman
who got up on a table and sang the things they sing at
the places you go to in Paris. There was snoking and

chanpagne. "

"Wel | --that kind of thing happens in other places,

and the world still goes on."

"I don't suppose, dear, you're really defending the

French Sunday?"

"I'"ve heard you often enough, nother, grumble at

the English Sunday when we've been in London."

"New York is neither Paris nor London."

"Ch, no, it's not!" her son groaned.

"You nean, | suppose, that society here is not as
brilliant? You're right, | daresay; but we bel ong here,

and peopl e shoul d respect our ways when they cone



anong us. Ellen denska especially: she cane back to
get away fromthe kind of life people lead in brilliant

societies."”

Newl and nade no answer, and after a nmonment his

not her ventured: "I was going to put on ny bonnet

and ask you to take nme to see cousin Louisa for a

noment before dinner." He frowned, and she continued:

"I thought you might explain to her what you' ve

just said: that society abroad is different . . . that people
are not as particular, and that Madane d enska

may not have realised how we feel about such things. It

woul d be, you know, dear,"” she added with an innocent

adroitness, "in Madanme O enska's interest if you
did."
"Dearest nother, | really don't see how we're

concerned in the matter. The Duke took Madane O enska
to Ms. Struthers's--in fact he brought Ms. Struthers
to call on her. | was there when they cane. |If the van
der Luydens want to quarrel wth anybody, the real

culprit is under their own roof."

"Quarrel ? New and, did you ever know of cousin

Henry's quarrelling? Besides, the Duke's his guest; and
a stranger too. Strangers don't discrimnate: how shoul d
they? Countess O enska is a New Yorker, and should

have respected the feelings of New York."

"Well, then, if they nust have a victim you have ny
| eave to throw Madane O enska to them™ cried her
son, exasperated. "I don't see nyself--or you either--

of fering ourselves up to expiate her crines."



"Ch, of course you see only the Mngott side,” his
not her answered, in the sensitive tone that was her

near est approach to anger.

The sad butler drew back the draw ng-room

portieres and announced: "M . Henry van der Luyden."

M's. Archer dropped her needl e and pushed her

chair back with an agitated hand.

"Anot her |anp," she cried to the retreating servant,

whi |l e Janey bent over to straighten her nother's cap.

M. van der Luyden's figure |oomed on the threshold,
and Newl and Archer went forward to greet his

cousi n.

"W were just tal king about you, sir," he said.

M. van der Luyden seened overwhel ned by the
announcenent. He drew off his glove to shake hands
with the | adies, and smoothed his tall hat shyly, while
Janey pushed an armchair forward, and Archer

continued: "And the Countess d enska."

Ms. Archer pal ed.

"Ah--a charnming woman. | have just been to see

her," said M. van der Luyden, conplacency restored
to his brow He sank into the chair, laid his hat and
gl oves on the floor beside himin the ol d-fashioned
way, and went on: "She has a real gift for arranging

flowers. | had sent her a few carnations from Skuytercliff,



and | was astonished. Instead of nmassing themin big
bunches as our head-gardener does, she had scattered

t hem about |oosely, here and there . . . | can't say how
The Duke had told ne: he said: ~Go and see how

cleverly she's arranged her draw ng-room' And she

has. | should really like to take Louisa to see her, if the

nei ghbour hood were not so--unpl easant.”

A dead silence greeted this unusual flow of words
fromM. van der Luyden. Ms. Archer drew her

enbroi dery out of the basket into which she had
nervously tunbled it, and New and, | eani ng agai nst the
chi mey-pl ace and twi sting a humm ng- bird-feat her
screen in his hand, saw Janey's gapi ng countenance |it

up by the com ng of the second I anp.

"The fact is," M. van der Luyden continued, stroking

his long grey leg with a bl oodl ess hand wei ghed

down by the Patroon's great signet-ring, "the fact is,
dropped in to thank her for the very pretty note she

wote ne about ny flowers; and also--but this is

bet ween oursel ves, of course--to give her a friendly warning
about allow ng the Duke to carry her off to parties

with him | don't knowif you've heard--"

Ms. Archer produced an indulgent smle. "Has the

Duke been carrying her off to parties?"

"You know what these English grandees are. They're

all alike. Louisa and | are very fond of our cousin--but
it's hopel ess to expect people who are accustoned to

the European courts to trouble thensel ves about our

little republican distinctions. The Duke goes where he's



anused." M. van der Luyden paused, but no one

spoke. "Yes--it seenms he took her with himlast night

to Ms. Lenuel Struthers's. Sillerton Jackson has just
been to us with the foolish story, and Loui sa was

rather troubled. So | thought the shortest way was to

go straight to Countess O enska and expl ai n--by the

merest hint, you know -how we feel in New York

about certain things. | felt |I mght, wthout indelicacy,
because the evening she dined with us she rather

suggested . . . rather let ne see that she would be gratefu

for guidance. And she WAS."

M. van der Luyden | ooked about the roomwth

what woul d have been self-satisfaction on features |ess
purged of the vulgar passions. On his face it becane a
nmld benevol ence which Ms. Archer's countenance

dutifully reflected.

"How ki nd you both are, dear Henry--al ways!
Newl and will particularly appreciate what you have

done because of dear May and his new relations."

She shot an adnonitory glance at her son, who said:
"Imrensely, sir. But | was sure you'd |ike Madane

d enska. "

M. van der Luyden | ooked at himw th extrene

gentleness. "I never ask to ny house, ny dear New and,"

he said, "any one whom| do not like. And so | have

just told Sillerton Jackson." Wth a glance at the clock
he rose and added: "But Louisa will be waiting. W are

dining early, to take the Duke to the Opera."”

After the portieres had solemly cl osed behind their



visitor a silence fell upon the Archer famly.

"Gracious--how romantic!" at |ast broke expl osively
fromJaney. No one knew exactly what inspired her
elliptic cooments, and her relations had | ong since

given up trying to interpret them

Ms. Archer shook her head with a sigh. "Provided it

all turns out for the best,"” she said, in the tone of one
who knows how surely it will not. "New and, you

must stay and see Sillerton Jackson when he cones this

evening: | really shan't know what to say to him"

"Poor nother! But he won't cone--" her son | aughed,

stooping to kiss away her frown.

Xl

Sone two weeks later, New and Archer, sitting in
abstracted idleness in his private conpartnent of
the office of Letterblair, Lanson and Low, attorneys at

| aw, was summoned by the head of the firm

aOd M. Letterblair, the accredited | egal adviser of
three generations of New York gentility, throned behind
hi s mahogany desk in evident perplexity. As he

stroked his closeclipped white whiskers and ran his
hand t hrough the runpled grey | ocks above his jutting
brows, his disrespectful junior partner thought how
much he | ooked |ike the Fam |y Physician annoyed

with a patient whose synptons refuse to be classified.



"My dear sir--" he always addressed Archer as

"sir"--"1 have sent for you to go into alittle matter; a
matter which, for the nonent, | prefer not to nention
either to M. Skipworth or M. Redwood." The gentlenen
he spoke of were the other senior partners of the

firm for, as was always the case with | egal associations
of old standing in New York, all the partners naned

on the office letter-head were |l ong since dead; and M.
Letterblair, for exanple, was, professionally speaking,

hi s own grandson.

He | eaned back in his chair with a furrowed brow

"For fam |y reasons--" he continued.

Archer | ooked up.

"The Mngott famly," said M. Letterblair with an

expl anatory snile and bow. "Ms. Manson M ngott

sent for ne yesterday. Her grand-daughter the Countess
A enska wi shes to sue her husband for divorce.

Certai n papers have been placed in ny hands." He
paused and drummed on his desk. "In view of your
prospective alliance with the famly | should like to
consult you--to consider the case with you--before

taking any farther steps."

Archer felt the blood in his tenples. He had seen the
Countess O enska only once since his visit to her, and
then at the Qpera, in the Mngott box. During this

i nterval she had beconme a less vivid and inportunate

i mage, receding fromhis foreground as May Wl | and
resuned her rightful place init. He had not heard her

di vorce spoken of since Janey's first randomallusion to



it, and had dism ssed the tal e as unfounded gossip.
Theoretically, the idea of divorce was al nost as

di stasteful to himas to his nother; and he was annoyed
that M. Letterblair (no doubt pronpted by old Catherine
M ngott) should be so evidently planning to draw
himinto the affair. After all, there were plenty of

M ngott nen for such jobs, and as yet he was not even

a Mngott by marriage.

He waited for the senior partner to continue. M.
Letterblair unlocked a drawer and drew out a packet.

"I'f you will run your eye over these papers--"

Archer frowned. "I beg your pardon, sir; but just
because of the prospective relationship, | should prefer

your consulting M. Skipworth or M. Redwood.™

M. Letterblair |ooked surprised and slightly offended.

It was unusual for a junior to reject such an openi ng.

He bowed. "I respect your scruple, sir; but in this
case | believe true delicacy requires you to do as | ask.
I ndeed, the suggestion is not mne but Ms. Mnson

M ngott's and her son's. | have seen Lovell M ngott;

and also M. Wlland. They all naned you."

Archer felt his temper rising. He had been somewhat
languidly drifting with events for the last fortnight, and
letting May's fair | ooks and radi ant nature obliterate

the rather inportunate pressure of the Mngott clains.

But this behest of old Ms. Mngott's roused himto a
sense of what the clan thought they had the right to

exact froma prospective son-in-law, and he chafed at

the rol e.



"Her uncles ought to deal with this," he said.

"They have. The natter has been gone into by the
famly. They are opposed to the Countess's idea; but

she is firm and insists on a | egal opinion."

The young man was silent: he had not opened the

packet in his hand.

"Does she want to nmarry agai n?"

"I believe it is suggested; but she denies it."

"Then--"

"WIIl you oblige ne, M. Archer, by first |ooking
t hrough these papers? Afterward, when we have tal ked

the case over, | will give you ny opinion."

Archer withdrew reluctantly with the unwel cone

docunents. Since their |last neeting he had hal f-unconsciously
col l aborated with events in ridding hinself of the burden
of Madame O enska. His hour alone with her by

the firelight had drawn theminto a nonmentary intinmacy

on which the Duke of St. Austrey's intrusion with

M's. Leruel Struthers, and the Countess's joyous greeting
of them had rather providentially broken. Two

days later Archer had assisted at the conedy of her
reinstatenment in the van der Luydens' favour, and had
said to hinself, with a touch of tartness, that a | ady
who knew how to thank all-powerful elderly gentlenen

to such good purpose for a bunch of flowers did not



need either the private consolations or the public

chanpi onshi p of a young man of his small conpass. To |ook

at the matter in this light sinplified his owm case and
surprisingly furbished up all the dimdonestic virtues.

He coul d not picture May Wl land, in whatever

concei vabl e energency, hawki ng about her private difficulties
and | avi shing her confidences on strange nen; and

she had never seened to himfiner or fairer than in the

week that followed. He had even yielded to her w sh

for a |l ong engagenent, since she had found the one

di sarming answer to his plea for haste.

"You know, when it comes to the point, your parents
have always | et you have your way ever since you

were a little girl," he argued; and she had answered,
with her clearest look: "Yes; and that's what nakes it
so hard to refuse the very last thing they' |l ever ask of

me as a little girl."

That was the old New York note; that was the kind

of answer he would |like always to be sure of his wife's
making. |f one had habitually breathed the New York

air there were tines when anything | ess crystalline seened

stifling.

The papers he had retired to read did not tell him nuch

in fact; but they plunged himinto an atnosphere in

whi ch he choked and spluttered. They consisted mainly

of an exchange of letters between Count O enski's
solicitors and a French legal firmto whomthe Countess

had applied for the settlement of her financia

situation. There was also a short letter fromthe Count to

his wife: after reading it, New and Archer rose, janmed



the papers back into their envel ope, and reentered M.

Letterblair's office.

"Here are the letters, sir. |If you wish, I'Il see

Madame A enska,"” he said in a constrai ned voi ce.

"Thank you--thank you, M. Archer. Cone and
dine with me tonight if you're free, and we'll go into
the matter afterward: in case you wish to call on our

client tonorrow. "

Newl and Archer wal ked strai ght honme again that

afternoon. It was a winter evening of transparent clearness,
with an innocent young noon above the house-

tops; and he wanted to fill his soul's lungs with the
pure radi ance, and not exchange a word with any one

till he and M. Letterblair were closeted together after
dinner. It was inpossible to decide otherw se than he
had done: he nust see Madanme O enska hinsel f rather

than l et her secrets be bared to other eyes. A great
wave of conpassion had swept away his indifference

and i npatience: she stood before himas an exposed

and pitiful figure, to be saved at all costs fromfarther

woundi ng herself in her mad plunges against fate.

He remenbered what she had told himof Ms.

Wel | and' s request to be spared whatever was "unpl easant”

in her history, and winced at the thought that it was
perhaps this attitude of m nd which kept the New York

air so pure. "Are we only Pharisees after all?" he
wondered, puzzled by the effort to reconcile his instinctive
di sgust at human vileness with his equally instinctive

pity for human frailty.



For the first time he perceived how el enentary his

own principles had al ways been. He passed for a young
man who had not been afraid of risks, and he knew

that his secret |love-affair with poor silly Ms. Thorley
Rushworth had not been too secret to invest himwth

a becoming air of adventure. But Ms. Rushworth was
"that kind of worman"; foolish, vain, clandestine by
nature, and far nore attracted by the secrecy and peri

of the affair than by such charnms and qualities as he
possessed. Wien the fact dawned on himit nearly

broke his heart, but nowit seenmed the redeening feature
of the case. The affair, in short, had been of the

kind that nost of the young nen of his age had been

t hrough, and emerged fromw th cal m consci ences and

an undi sturbed belief in the abysmal distinction between
the wonen one | oved and respected and those

one enjoyed--and pitied. In this viewthey were

sedul ously abetted by their nmothers, aunts and other elderly
fenale relatives, who all shared Ms. Archer's belief
that when "such things happened" it was undoubtedly
foolish of the man, but sonehow al ways crim nal of

the wonan. All the elderly |adies whom Archer knew
regarded any wonan who | oved inprudently as necessarily
unscrupul ous and desi gning, and nere sinpl e-

m nded nman as powerless in her clutches. The only

thing to do was to persuade him as early as possible, to

marry a nice girl, and then trust to her to | ook after him

In the conplicated old European conmunities, Archer
began to guess, |ove-problenms mght be | ess sinple and
|l ess easily classified. Rich and idle and ornament al

soci eti es must produce many nore such situations; and



there night even be one in which a wonan naturally
sensitive and al oof would yet, fromthe force of
circunmst ances, from sheer defencel essness and | oneliness,

drawn into a tie inexcusable by conventional standards.

On reaching hone he wote a line to the Countess

a enska, asking at what hour of the next day she could
receive him and despatched it by a nessenger-boy,

who returned presently with a word to the effect that
she was going to Skuytercliff the next norning to stay
over Sunday with the van der Luydens, but that he
woul d find her alone that evening after dinner. The
note was witten on a rather untidy hal f-sheet, wthout
date or address, but her hand was firmand free. He

was anused at the idea of her week-ending in the

be

stately solitude of Skuytercliff, but imediately afterward

felt that there, of all places, she would nost fee

the chill of mnds rigorously averted fromthe "unpl easant."

He was at M. Letterblair's punctually at seven, glad

of the pretext for excusing hinself soon after dinner

He had forned his own opinion fromthe papers entrusted
to him and did not especially want to go into

the matter with his senior partner. M. Letterblair was
a wi dower, and they dined al one, copiously and slowy,
in a dark shabby room hung with yellow ng prints of

"The Death of Chathant and "The Coronation of

Napol eon.” On the sideboard, between fluted Sheraton
kni f e-cases, stood a decanter of Haut Brion, and another
of the old Lanning port (the gift of a client),

whi ch the wastrel Tom Lanning had sold off a year or

two before his nysterious and discreditable death in



San Franci sco--an incident less publicly humiliating to

the family than the sale of the cellar.

After a velvety oyster soup came shad and cucunbers,
then a young broiled turkey with corn fritters,

foll owed by a canvas-back with currant jelly and a

cel ery mayonnai se. M. Letterblair, who |lunched on a
sandwi ch and tea, dined deliberately and deeply, and
insisted on his guest's doing the sane. Finally, when
the closing rites had been acconplished, the cloth was
renoved, cigars were lit, and M. Letterblair, |eaning
back in his chair and pushing the port westward, said,
spreadi ng his back agreeably to the coal fire behind
him "The whole fanily are against a divorce. And

think rightly."

Archer instantly felt hinself on the other side of the

argunent. "But why, sir? |If there ever was a case--"

"Well--what's the use? SHE' S here--he's there; the
Atlantic's between them She'll never get back a dollar
nore of her nmoney than what he's voluntarily returned
to her: their dammed heathen narriage settl enents take
preci ous good care of that. As things go over there,

O enski's acted generously: he might have turned her

out without a penny."

The young man knew this and was silent.

"l understand, though,” M. Letterblair continued,
"that she attaches no inportance to the noney. Therefore,

as the fanmily say, why not let well enough al one?"



Archer had gone to the house an hour earlier in ful
agreement with M. Letterblair's view, but put into
words by this selfish, well-fed and suprenely indifferent
old man it suddenly becane the Pharisaic voice of a
soci ety wholly absorbed in barricading itself against the

unpl easant .

"I think that's for her to decide."

"H m-have you consi dered the consequences if she

deci des for divorce?"

"You nean the threat in her husband's letter? What
wei ght would that carry? It's no nore than the vague

charge of an angry bl ackguard. "

"Yes; but it mght nmake some unpl easant talk if he

really defends the suit."

"Unpl easant--!" said Archer explosively.

M. Letterblair |ooked at himfrom under enquiring
eyebrows, and the young man, aware of the usel essness
of trying to explain what was in his mnd, bowed

acqui escently while his senior continued: "Divorce is

al ways unpl easant . "

"You agree with ne?" M. Letterblair resuned, after

a waiting silence.

"Naturally," said Archer.

"Well, then, | may count on you; the Mngotts may

count on you; to use your influence against the idea?"



Archer hesitated. "I can't pledge nyself till |I've seen

the Countess O enska," he said at length

"M . Archer, | don't understand you. Do you want
to marry into a famly with a scandal ous di vorce-suit

hangi ng over it?"

"I don't think that has anything to do with the

case."

M. Letterblair put down his glass of port and fixed

on his young partner a cautious and apprehensi ve gaze.

Archer understood that he ran the risk of having his
mandat e wi t hdrawn, and for sonme obscure reason he

di sliked the prospect. Now that the job had been thrust

on himhe did not propose to relinquish it; and, to

guard against the possibility, he saw that he nust reassure
t he uni magi nati ve old man who was the | ega

consci ence of the M ngotts.

"You may be sure, sir, that | shan't commt nmnyself
till I've reported to you; what | neant was that |'d
rather not give an opinion till |'ve heard what Madane

d enska has to say."

M. Letterblair nodded approvingly at an excess of
caution worthy of the best New York tradition, and
the young man, glancing at his watch, pleaded an

engagenent and took | eave.

X,



A d-fashi oned New York dined at seven, and the

habit of after-dinner calls, though derided in Archer's
set, still generally prevailed. As the young man
strolled up Fifth Avenue from Waverley Pl ace, the |ong
t horoughfare was deserted but for a group of carriages
standi ng before the Reggi e Chiverses' (where there was
a dinner for the Duke), and the occasional figure of an
el derly gentleman in heavy overcoat and nuffler
ascendi ng a brownstone doorstep and di sappearing into a
gas-lit hall. Thus, as Archer crossed Washi ngton Square,
he remarked that old M. du Lac was calling on his
cousi ns the Dagonets, and turning down the corner of
West Tenth Street he saw M. Skipworth, of his own
firm obviously bound on a visit to the M ss Lanni ngs.
Alittle farther up Fifth Avenue, Beaufort appeared on
hi s doorstep, darkly projected agai nst a blaze of |ight,
descended to his private brougham and rolled away to

a mysterious and probably unnmentionabl e destination.

It was not an Opera night, and no one was giving a
party, so that Beaufort's outing was undoubtedly of a
cl andestine nature. Archer connected it in his nmind
with a little house beyond Lexi ngton Avenue in which
beri bboned wi ndow curtains and fl ower-boxes had
recently appeared, and before whose new y painted door
t he canary-col oured brougham of M ss Fanny Ring

was frequently seen to wait.

Beyond the snmall and slippery pyram d which

composed Ms. Archer's world lay the al nost unnmapped
quarter inhabited by artists, nusicians and "peopl e
who wote." These scattered fragnents of humanity

had never shown any desire to be amal gamated with



the social structure. |In spite of odd ways they were said
to be, for the nost part, quite respectable; but they
preferred to keep to thensel ves. Medora Manson, in

her prosperous days, had inaugurated a "literary

salon"; but it had soon died out owing to the reluctance

of the literary to frequent it.

O hers had made the sane attenpt, and there was a
househol d of Bl enkers--an intense and vol ubl e not her,
and three bl owsy daughters who imtated her--where
one net Edwin Booth and Patti and WIIliam Wnter,

and the new Shakespearian actor George Rignold, and
some of the magazine editors and nusical and literary

critics.

Ms. Archer and her group felt a certain timdity
concerni ng these persons. They were odd, they were
uncertain, they had things one didn't know about in

t he background of their lives and mnds. Literature and
art were deeply respected in the Archer set, and Ms.
Archer was always at pains to tell her children how
much nore agreeable and cultivated society had been

when it included such figures as Washington Irving,
Fitz-Geene Halleck and the poet of "The Cul prit Fay."
The nost cel ebrated authors of that generati on had

been "gentl enen"; perhaps the unknown persons who
succeeded them had gentl emanly sentinments, but their
origin, their appearance, their hair, their intimacy with
the stage and the Opera, made any old New York

criterion inapplicable to them

"When | was a girl,"” Ms. Archer used to say, "we

knew everybody between the Battery and Canal Street;



and only the people one knew had carriages. It was
perfectly easy to place any one then; now one can't tell

and | prefer not to try."

Only old Catherine Mngott, with her absence of

noral prejudi ces and al nost parvenu indifference to

the subtler distinctions, m ght have bridged the abyss;
but she had never opened a book or |ooked at a

picture, and cared for nusic only because it reninded her
of gala nights at the Italiens, in the days of her triunph
at the Tuileries. Possibly Beaufort, who was her match
in daring, would have succeeded in bringing about a
fusion; but his grand house and sil k-stocki nged footnen
were an obstacle to informal sociability. Moreover,

he was as illiterate as old Ms. Mngott, and

considered "fell ows who wote" as the nere paid

purveyors of rich nen's pleasures; and no one rich enough

to influence his opinion had ever questioned it.

Newl and Archer had been aware of these things ever
since he could renenber, and had accepted them as

part of the structure of his universe. He knew that
there were societies where painters and poets and
novel i sts and nmen of science, and even great actors, were
as sought after as Dukes; he had often pictured to

hi nsel f what it would have been to live in the intinmacy
of draw ng-roons dom nated by the talk of Merinee
(whose "Lettres a une |Inconnue" was one of his

i nsepar abl es), of Thackeray, Browning or WIlliam Morris.
But such things were inconceivable in New York, and
unsettling to think of. Archer knew nost of the

"fellows who wote," the nusicians and the painters: he

met themat the Century, or at the little nusical and



theatrical clubs that were beginning to cone into

exi stence. He enjoyed themthere, and was bored with
them at the Blenkers', where they were mingled with
fervid and dowdy wonen who passed them about |ike
captured curiosities; and even after his nmpbst exciting
talks with Ned Wnsett he always canme away with the
feeling that if his world was small, so was theirs, and
that the only way to enlarge either was to reach a stage

of manners where they would naturally merge

He was reninded of this by trying to picture the
society in which the Countess d enska had lived and
suffered, and al so--perhaps--tasted nmysterious joys.
He renmenbered wi th what anusenment she had told

hi mthat her grandnother M ngott and the Well ands
objected to her living in a "Boheni an" quarter given
over to "people who wote." It was not the peril but
the poverty that her fanmily disliked; but that shade
escaped her, and she supposed they considered

literature conprom sing.

She herself had no fears of it, and the books

scattered about her draw ng-room (a part of the house in
whi ch books were usually supposed to be "out of place"),
t hough chiefly works of fiction, had whetted Archer's
interest with such new nanes as those of Paul Bourget,
Huysmans, and the Goncourt brothers. Ruminating on
these things as he approached her door, he was once

nore consci ous of the curious way in which she

reversed his values, and of the need of thinking hinself
into conditions incredibly different fromany that he

knew i f he were to be of use in her present difficulty.



Nast asi a opened the door, snmiling nysteriously. On

the bench in the hall lay a sable-lined overcoat, a

fol ded opera hat of dull silk with a gold J. B. on the
lining, and a white silk nuffler: there was no m staking
the fact that these costly articles were the property of

Jul i us Beaufort.

Archer was angry: so angry that he cane near scribbling
a word on his card and goi ng away; then he

renenbered that in witing to Madanme O enska he

had been kept by excess of discretion from saying that
he wi shed to see her privately. He had therefore no one
but hinself to blame if she had opened her doors to
other visitors; and he entered the drawi ng-roomw th

the dogged determ nation to nake Beaufort feel hinself

in the way, and to outstay him

The banker stood | eaning agai nst the nantel shel f,

whi ch was draped with an old enbroidery held in place

by brass candel abra contai ning church candi es of
yel | owi sh wax. He had thrust his chest out, supporting his
shoul ders against the nmantel and resting his weight on
one large patent-leather foot. As Archer entered he was
smiling and | ooki ng down on his hostess, who sat on a
sofa placed at right angles to the chimmey. A table
banked with flowers forned a screen behind it, and

agai nst the orchids and azal eas which the young man
recogni sed as tributes fromthe Beaufort hot-houses,
Madane O enska sat hal f-reclined, her head propped

on a hand and her w de sleeve |eaving the armbare to

t he el bow.



It was usual for |adies who received in the evenings

to wear what were called "sinple dinner dresses": a
close-fitting armour of whal e-boned silk, slightly open
in the neck, with lace ruffles filling in the crack, and
tight sleeves with a flounce uncovering just enough

wist to show an Etruscan gold bracelet or a velvet

band. But Madane d enska, heedl ess of tradition, was
attired in a long robe of red velvet bordered about the
chin and down the front with glossy black fur. Archer
renenbered, on his last visit to Paris, seeing a portrait
by the new painter, Carolus Duran, whose pictures

were the sensation of the Salon, in which the | ady wore
one of these bold sheath-like robes with her chin nestling
in fur. There was sonething perverse and provocative

in the notion of fur worn in the evening in a heated
drawi ng-room and in the conbination of a nmuffled

throat and bare arms; but the effect was undeniably

pl easi ng.

"Lord | ove us--three whol e days at Skuytercliff!"”
Beaufort was saying in his |oud sneering voice as Archer
entered. "You'd better take all your furs, and a

hot-water-bottle."

"Why? |s the house so col d?" she asked, hol di ng out
her left hand to Archer in a way nysteriously suggesting

that she expected himto kiss it.

"No; but the missus is," said Beaufort, nodding

carelessly to the young man.

"But | thought her so kind. She cane herself to invite

me. Granny says | nust certainly go."



"Granny would, of course. And | say it's a shane
you're going to mss the little oyster supper |1'd planned
for you at Del noni co's next Sunday, w th Canpani ni

and Scal chi and a lot of jolly people.™

She | ooked doubtfully fromthe banker to Archer

"Ah--that does tenpt nme! Except the other evening
at Ms. Struthers's |I've not nmet a single artist since |'ve

been here."

"What kind of artists? | know one or two painters,
very good fellows, that | could bring to see you if you'd

all ow ne," said Archer boldly.

"Painters? Are there painters in New York?" asked
Beaufort, in a tone inplying that there could be none
since he did not buy their pictures; and Madane 4 enska
said to Archer, with her grave smle: "That would be
charming. But | was really thinking of dramatic artists,
singers, actors, mnusicians. M husband' s house was

al ways full of them™

She said the words "ny husband" as if no sinister

associ ations were connected with them and in a tone

that seemed al nbst to sigh over the |ost delights of her
married life. Archer |ooked at her perplexedly, wondering
if it were lightness or dissimnulation that enabl ed her

to touch so easily on the past at the very nonent when

she was risking her reputation in order to break with it.

"I do think," she went on, addressing both nen,

that the inprevu adds to one's enjoynment. |It's perhaps



a mstake to see the sane people every day."

"I't's confoundedly dull, anyhow, New York is dying

of dullness," Beaufort grunbled. "And when | try to
liven it up for you, you go back on nme. Cone--think
better of it! Sunday is your |ast chance, for Canpanin

| eaves next week for Baltinore and Phil adel phia; and
I've a private room and a Steinway, and they'll sing all

night for ne."

"How delicious! WMay | think it over, and wite to

you tomnorrow norning?"

She spoke amiably, yet with the |east hint of
dismissal in her voice. Beaufort evidently felt it, and being
unused to dismssals, stood staring at her with an obstinate

Iine between his eyes.

"Why not now?"

"It's too serious a question to decide at this late

hour . "

"Do you call it late?"

She returned his glance coolly. "Yes; because | have

still to talk business with M. Archer for alittle while."

"Ah," Beaufort snapped. There was no appeal from

her tone, and with a slight shrug he recovered his
composure, took her hand, which he kissed with a
practised air, and calling out fromthe threshold: "I
say, Newl and, if you can persuade the Countess to stop

in town of course you're included in the supper,” left



the roomwi th his heavy inportant step

For a nonent Archer fancied that M. Letterblair
must have told her of his com ng; but the irrel evance of

her next remark nmade hi m change his nind.

"You know painters, then? You live in their mlieu?"

she asked, her eyes full of interest.

"Ch, not exactly. | don't know that the arts have a
mlieu here, any of them they're nore like a very

thinly settled outskirt."

"But you care for such things?"

"Imrensely. Wen |I'min Paris or London |I never

nmiss an exhibition. | try to keep up.”

She | ooked down at the tip of the little satin boot

that peeped from her |ong draperies.

"I used to care inmensely too: ny life was full of

such things. But now!| want to try not to."

"You want to try not to?"

"Yes: | want to cast off all nmy old life, to becone

just like everybody el se here."

Archer reddened. "You'll never be |like everybody
el se," he said.
She raised her straight eyebrows a little. "Ah, don't

say that. [If you knew how | hate to be different!"”



Her face had grown as sonbre as a tragic mask. She
| eaned forward, clasping her knee in her thin hands,

and | ooking away fromhiminto renote dark distances.

"I want to get away fromit all,"” she insisted

He waited a nonent and cleared his throat. "I know.

M. Letterblair has told ne."

" Ah?u

"That's the reason |'ve cone. He asked ne to--you

see |'min the firm"

She | ooked slightly surprised, and then her eyes brightened.
"You nmean you can nmanage it for ne? | can talk
to you instead of M. Letterblair? Oh, that will be so

much easier!"

Her tone touched him and his confidence grew with
his self-satisfaction. He perceived that she had spoken
of business to Beaufort sinply to get rid of him and to

have routed Beaufort was sonething of a triunph.

"I amhere to talk about it," he repeated.

She sat silent, her head still propped by the armthat
rested on the back of the sofa. Her face | ooked pale
and extinguished, as if dimed by the rich red of her
dress. She struck Archer, of a sudden, as a pathetic and

even pitiful figure

"Now we're conming to hard facts," he thought,



conscious in hinmself of the sane instinctive recoil that he
had so often criticised in his nother and her contenporaries.
How little practice he had had in dealing with

unusual situations! Their very vocabulary was unfaniliar

to him and seenmed to belong to fiction and the

stage. |In face of what was coming he felt as awkward

and enbarrassed as a boy.

After a pause Madame O enska broke out with
unexpect ed vehenence: "I want to be free; | want to w pe

out all the past."

"l understand that."

Her face warnmed. "Then you'll help ne?"

"First--" he hesitated--"perhaps | ought to know a
little nore."

She seened surprised. "You know about ny husband- -

ny life with hinP"

He made a sign of assent.

"Wl l--then--what nore is there? In this country
are such things tolerated? |'ma Protestant--our church

does not forbid divorce in such cases."

"Certainly not."

They were both silent again, and Archer felt the
spectre of Count A enski's letter grinmacing hideously
between them The letter filled only half a page, and

was just what he had described it to be in speaking of it



to M. Letterblair: the vague charge of an angry
bl ackguard. But how nuch truth was behind it? Only Count

Aenski's wife could tell.

"I"ve | ooked through the papers you gave to M.

Letterblair," he said at |ength.

"Wel | --can there be anything nore abomi nabl e?"

She changed her position slightly, screening her eyes

with her lifted hand.

"Of course you know," Archer continued, "that if

your husband chooses to fight the case--as he threatens to--"

"Yes- - ?"

"He can say things--things that m ght be unpl--m ght
be di sagreeable to you: say thempublicly, so that they

woul d get about, and harmyou even if--"

nlf__?n

"I mean: no matter how unfounded they were."

She paused for a long interval; so long that, not

wi shing to keep his eyes on her shaded face, he had

time to inprint on his mnd the exact shape of her

ot her hand, the one on her knee, and every detail of the
three rings on her fourth and fifth fingers; anong which

he noticed, a wedding ring did not appear



"What harm coul d such accusations, even if he nade

them publicly, do nme here?”

It was on his lips to exclaim "M poor child--far

nmore harm t han anywhere el se!" |nstead, he answered,

in a voice that sounded in his ears like M. Letterblair's:
"New York society is a very small world conpared

with the one you've lived in. And it's ruled, in spite of
appearances, by a few people with--well, rather ol d-

f ashi oned i deas."

She said nothing, and he continued: "CQur ideas about
marri age and divorce are particularly ol d-fashi oned.
Qur legislation favours divorce--our social customnms

don't."

"Never ?"

"Well--not if the woman, however injured, however
i rreproachabl e, has appearances in the | east degree
agai nst her, has exposed herself by any unconventiona

action to--to offensive insinuations--"

She drooped her head a little |l ower, and he waited
again, intensely hoping for a flash of indignation, or at

|l east a brief cry of denial. None cane.

Alittle travelling clock ticked purringly at her el bow,
and a |l og broke in two and sent up a shower of sparks.
The whol e hushed and broodi ng room seened to be

waiting silently with Archer.

"Yes," she murnured at length, "that's what ny



famly tell nme."

He winced a little. "It's not unnatural--"

"OUR fam|ly," she corrected herself; and Archer
coloured. "For you'll be ny cousin soon," she continued

gently.

"l hope so."

"And you take their view?"

He stood up at this, wandered across the room

stared with void eyes at one of the pictures against the
old red danask, and cane back irresolutely to her side
How coul d he say: "Yes, if what your husband hints is

true, or if you' ve no way of disproving it?"

"Sincerely--" she interjected, as he was about to

speak.

He | ooked down into the fire. "Sincerely, then--what
shoul d you gain that woul d conpensate for the possibility--

the certainty--of a lot of beastly tal k?"

"But nmy freedom-is that nothing?"

It flashed across himat that instant that the charge
inthe letter was true, and that she hoped to narry the
partner of her guilt. How was he to tell her that, if she
really cherished such a plan, the laws of the State were

i nexorably opposed to it? The nere suspicion that the

t hought was in her nmind nade himfeel harshly and

inmpatiently toward her. "But aren't you as free as air



as it is?" he returned. "Wo can touch you? M.
Letterblair tells ne the financial question has been

settled--"

"Ch, yes," she said indifferently.

"Well, then: is it worth while to risk what nmay be
infinitely disagreeable and painful? Think of the
newspapers--their vileness! It's all stupid and narrow and

unj ust--but one can't nake over society."

"No," she acqui esced; and her tone was so faint and
desolate that he felt a sudden renorse for his own hard

t hought s.

"The individual, in such cases, is nearly always
sacrificed to what is supposed to be the collective interest:
people cling to any convention that keeps the famly
together--protects the children, if there are any," he
ranbl ed on, pouring out all the stock phrases that rose
to his lips in his intense desire to cover over the ugly
reality which her silence seemed to have | aid bare.

Since she would not or could not say the one word that
woul d have cleared the air, his wish was not to let her
feel that he was trying to probe into her secret. Better
keep on the surface, in the prudent old New York way,

than risk uncovering a wound he coul d not heal

"I't's ny business, you know," he went on, "to help

you to see these things as the people who are fondest of
you see them The M ngotts, the Wellands, the van der
Luydens, all your friends and relations: if |I didn't show

you honestly how they judge such questions, it wouldn't



be fair of nme, would it?" He spoke insistently, alnost
pl eading with her in his eagerness to cover up that

yawni ng sil ence.

She said slowy: "No; it wouldn't be fair."

The fire had crunbl ed down to greyness, and one of
the | anps nmade a gurgling appeal for attention. Madane
A enska rose, wound it up and returned to the

fire, but without resum ng her seat.

Her remaining on her feet seened to signify that
there was nothing nore for either of themto say, and

Archer stood up al so.

"Very well; | will do what you wish," she said
abruptly. The blood rushed to his forehead; and, taken
aback by the suddenness of her surrender, he caught

her two hands awkwardly in his.

"I--1 do want to help you," he said.

"You do help nme. Good night, ny cousin.”

He bent and laid his |ips on her hands, which were
cold and lifeless. She drew them away, and he turned
to the door, found his coat and hat under the faint
gas-light of the hall, and plunged out into the w nter

ni ght bursting with the bel ated el oquence of the inarticul ate.

Xl

It was a crowded night at Wallack's theatre.



The play was "The Shaughraun,”™ with Dion

Boucicault in the title role and Harry Mntague and

Ada Dyas as the lovers. The popularity of the adnirable
Engli sh conpany was at its height, and the Shaughraun

al ways packed the house. |In the galleries the enthusiasm
was unreserved; in the stalls and boxes, people

smled a little at the hackneyed sentinents and cl ap-
trap situations, and enjoyed the play as nuch as the

gal leries did.

There was one episode, in particular, that held the

house fromfloor to ceiling. It was that in which Harry
Mont ague, after a sad, al nost nonosyl |l abi ¢ scene of
parting with M ss Dyas, bade her good-bye, and turned

to go. The actress, who was standi ng near the nantel pi ece
and | ooking down into the fire, wore a gray

cashnere dress without fashionable |oopings or trimings,
moul ded to her tall figure and flowing in |ong

i nes about her feet. Around her neck was a narrow

bl ack velvet ribbon with the ends falling down her

back.

When her wooer turned from her she rested her arnms
agai nst the mantel -shelf and bowed her face in her
hands. On the threshold he paused to | ook at her; then
he stole back, lifted one of the ends of velvet ribbon
kissed it, and left the roomw thout her hearing himor
changing her attitude. And on this silent parting the

curtain fell.

It was always for the sake of that particul ar scene
that Newl and Archer went to see "The Shaughraun."

He t hought the adi eux of Montague and Ada Dyas as



fine as anything he had ever seen Croisette and Bressant
do in Paris, or Madge Robertson and Kendal in London
inits reticence, its dunb sorrow, it noved him

nore than the nost fampus histrionic outpourings.

On the evening in question the little scene acquired

an added poi gnancy by reni ndi ng hi m-he coul d not

have said why--of his |eave-taking from Madane

O enska after their confidential talk a week or ten days

earlier.

It woul d have been as difficult to discover any

resenbl ance between the two situations as between the
appearance of the persons concerned. New and Archer
could not pretend to anything approaching the young
English actor's romantic good | ooks, and M ss Dyas

was a tall red-haired worman of monunmental build

whose pal e and pleasantly ugly face was utterly unlike
El len O enska's vivid countenance. Nor were Archer

and Madane O enska two | overs parting in heart-broken
silence; they were client and | awer separating

after a talk which had given the | awyer the worst
possi bl e inpression of the client's case. Wherein, then
| ay the resenbl ance that made the young man's heart

beat with a kind of retrospective excitenment? It seened
to be in Madane O enska's nysterious faculty of
suggesting tragi ¢ and noving possibilities outside the daily
run of experience. She had hardly ever said a word to
himto produce this inpression, but it was a part of

her, either a projection of her mysterious and outl andi sh
background or of sonething inherently dramatic,

passi onate and unusual in herself. Archer had al ways

been inclined to think that chance and circunstance



pl ayed a small part in shaping people's |ots conpared
with their innate tendency to have things happen to
them This tendency he had felt fromthe first in
Madane O enska. The quiet, al nost passive young wonan
struck himas exactly the kind of person to whom

t hi ngs were bound to happen, no natter how nuch she
shrank fromthem and went out of her way to avoid
them The exciting fact was her having lived in an

at mosphere so thick with drama that her own tendency
to provoke it had apparently passed unperceived. It
was precisely the odd absence of surprise in her that
gave himthe sense of her having been plucked out of a
very mael strom the things she took for granted gave

the measure of those she had rebell ed against.

Archer had left her with the conviction that Count

d enski's accusation was not unfounded. The nysterious
person who figured in his wife's past as "the secretary"
had probably not been unrewarded for his share

in her escape. The conditions from which she had fled
were intol erable, past speaking of, past believing: she
was young, she was frightened, she was desperate--

what nore natural than that she should be grateful to
her rescuer? The pity was that her gratitude put her, in
the law s eyes and the world's, on a par with her

abomi nabl e husband. Archer had made her understand
this, as he was bound to do; he had al so made her

under stand that sinplehearted kindly New York, on

whose |l arger charity she had apparently counted, was
preci sely the place where she could | east hope for

i ndul gence

To have to nake this fact plain to her--and to



wi t ness her resigned acceptance of it--had been intolerably
painful to him He felt hinmself drawn to her by
obscure feelings of jealousy and pity, as if her dunbly-
confessed error had put her at his nercy, hunbling yet
endearing her. He was glad it was to himshe had
reveal ed her secret, rather than to the cold scrutiny of
M. Letterblair, or the enbarrassed gaze of her fanily.
He i mediately took it upon hinself to assure them

both that she had given up her idea of seeking a

di vorce, basing her decision on the fact that she had
under stood the usel essness of the proceeding; and with
infinite relief they had all turned their eyes fromthe

"unpl easant ness" she had spared them

"I was sure New and woul d rmanage it," Ms. Wlland

had said proudly of her future son-in-law, and old

Ms. Mngott, who had summoned himfor a confidentia
interview, had congratul ated himon his cleverness,

and added inpatiently: "Silly goose! | told her nyself
what nonsense it was. Wanting to pass herself off as
Ellen M ngott and an old maid, when she has the |uck

to be a marri ed woman and a Count ess!"”

These incidents had made the nenory of his last talk
with Madanme O enska so vivid to the young nan that

as the curtain fell on the parting of the two actors his
eyes filled with tears, and he stood up to | eave the

t heatre.

In doing so, he turned to the side of the house behind
him and saw the | ady of whom he was thinking seated
in a box with the Beauforts, Lawence Lefferts and one

or two other nen. He had not spoken with her al one



since their evening together, and had tried to avoid
being with her in conpany; but now their eyes net,

and as Ms. Beaufort recognised himat the sane tineg,

and made her languid little gesture of invitation, it was

i mpossible not to go into the box.

Beaufort and Lefferts nmade way for him and after a
few words with Ms. Beaufort, who always preferred

to |l ook beautiful and not have to talk, Archer seated
hi msel f behi nd Madane O enska. There was no one

else in the box but M. Sillerton Jackson, who was
telling Ms. Beaufort in a confidential undertone about
Ms. Lenuel Struthers's |ast Sunday reception (where
some people reported that there had been dancing).
Under cover of this circunstantial narrative, to which
Ms. Beaufort listened with her perfect smle, and her
head at just the right angle to be seen in profile from
the stalls, Madane O enska turned and spoke in a | ow

voi ce.

"Do you think," she asked, glancing toward the
stage, "he will send her a bunch of yellow roses tonorrow

nor ni ng?"

Archer reddened, and his heart gave a | eap of
surprise. He had called only twice on Madane O enska,
and each tinme he had sent her a box of yellow roses,
and each time without a card. She had never before
made any allusion to the flowers, and he supposed she
had never thought of himas the sender. Now her
sudden recognition of the gift, and her associating it
with the tender | eave-taking on the stage, filled him

with an agitated pleasure.



"I was thinking of that too--1 was going to | eave the
theatre in order to take the picture away with nme," he

sai d.

To his surprise her colour rose, reluctantly and duskily.
She | ooked down at the nother-of-pearl opera-glass
in her smoothly gl oved hands, and said, after a pause:

"What do you do while May is away?"

"I stick to ny work," he answered, faintly annoyed

by the question.

I n obedience to a | ong-established habit, the Wllands
had | eft the previous week for St. Augustine,

where, out of regard for the supposed susceptibility of
M. Welland' s bronchial tubes, they always spent the
latter part of the winter. M. Wlland was a nmld and
silent man, with no opinions but with many habits.
Wth these habits none might interfere; and one of
them dermanded that his wife and daughter should al ways
go with himon his annual journey to the south.

To preserve an unbroken donesticity was essential to
hi s peace of nind; he would not have known where his
hai r - brushes were, or how to provide stanps for his

letters, if Ms. Wl land had not been there to tell him

As all the nenbers of the fanmily adored each other

and as M. Welland was the central object of their
idolatry, it never occurred to his wife and May to | et
himgo to St. Augustine alone; and his sons, who were
both in the law, and could not |eave New York during

the winter, always joined himfor Easter and travelled



back with him

It was inpossible for Archer to discuss the necessity

of May's acconpanying her father. The reputation of

the Mngotts' fam |y physician was | argely based on the
attack of pneunonia which M. Wl Iland had never

had; and his insistence on St. Augustine was therefore
inflexible. Oiginally, it had been intended that My's
engagenent shoul d not be announced till her return
fromFlorida, and the fact that it had been made known
sooner could not be expected to alter M. Welland's

pl ans. Archer would have liked to join the travellers
and have a few weeks of sunshine and boating with his
betrot hed; but he too was bound by custom and
conventions. Little arduous as his professional duties were,
he woul d have been convicted of frivolity by the whole
M ngott clan if he had suggested asking for a holiday

in md-winter; and he accepted May's departure with

the resignati on which he perceived woul d have to be

one of the principal constituents of married life.

He was conscious that Madane O enska was | ooki ng
at himunder lowered lids. "I have done what you

wi shed- -what you advi sed," she said abruptly.

"Ah--1"mglad," he returned, enbarrassed by her

broachi ng the subject at such a noment.

"l understand--that you were right,” she went on a

little breathlessly; "but sonetines life is difficult

per pl exi ng.

"1 know. "



"And | wanted to tell you that | DO feel you were

right; and that I'mgrateful to you," she ended, lifting
her opera-glass quickly to her eyes as the door of the
box opened and Beaufort's resonant voice broke in on

t hem

Archer stood up, and left the box and the theatre.

Only the day before he had received a letter from
May Welland in which, with characteristic candour,

she had asked himto "be kind to Ellen" in their

absence. "She likes you and admres you so much--and
you know, though she doesn't showit, she's still very
I onely and unhappy. | don't think G anny understands

her, or uncle Lovell Mngott either; they really think
she's nuch worldlier and fonder of society than she is.
And | can quite see that New York nust seemdull to

her, though the famly won't admit it. | think she's
been used to | ots of things we haven't got; wonderfu
nmusi ¢, and picture shows, and celebrities--artists and
authors and all the clever people you admre. G anny
can't understand her wanting anything but |ots of dinners
and clothes--but | can see that you're al nobst the

only person in New York who can talk to her about

what she really cares for."

H s wi se May--how he had | oved her for that letter

But he had not neant to act on it; he was too busy, to
begin with, and he did not care, as an engaged man, to
pl ay too conspicuously the part of Madame O enska's
champion. He had an idea that she knew how to take
care of herself a good deal better than the ingenuous

May i nmagi ned. She had Beaufort at her feet, M. van



der Luyden hovering above her like a protecting deity,
and any nunber of candi dates (Lawence Lefferts anong
then) waiting their opportunity in the mddle distance.
Yet he never saw her, or exchanged a word with her

wi thout feeling that, after all, May's ingenuousness

al nrost anounted to a gift of divination. Ellen O enska

was | onely and she was unhappy.

XI'V.

As he cane out into the | obby Archer ran across his
friend Ned Wnsett, the only one anong what

Janey called his "clever people” with whomhe cared to
probe into things a little deeper than the average | eve

of club and chop-house banter

He had caught sight, across the house, of Wnsett's
shabby round-shoul dered back, and had once noticed
his eyes turned toward the Beaufort box. The two nen
shook hands, and Wnsett proposed a bock at a little
German restaurant around the corner. Archer, who

was not in the nood for the kind of talk they were
likely to get there, declined on the plea that he had
work to do at home; and Wnsett said: "Ch, well so
have | for that matter, and |'|ll be the Industrious

Apprentice too."

They strolled along together, and presently Wnsett
said: "Look here, what I'mreally after is the nane of
the dark lady in that swell box of yours--with the
Beauforts, wasn't she? The one your friend Lefferts

seens so smtten by."



Archer, he could not have said why, was slightly
annoyed. What the devil did Ned Wnsett want with

Ell en A enska's nane? And above all, why did he couple
it with Lefferts's? It was unlike Wnsett to nanifest
such curiosity; but after all, Archer renenbered, he

was a journalist.

"I't's not for an interview, | hope?" he | aughed.

"Well--not for the press; just for nyself," Wnsett
rejoined. "The fact is she's a neighbour of m ne--queer
quarter for such a beauty to settle in--and she's been
awfully kind to ny little boy, who fell down her area
chasing his kitten, and gave hinmself a nasty cut. She
rushed in bareheaded, carrying himin her arns, with

his knee all beautifully bandaged, and was so synpathetic
and beautiful that ny wife was too dazzled to

ask her nane."

A pleasant glow dilated Archer's heart. There was
not hi ng extraordinary in the tale: any woman woul d
have done as much for a neighbour's child. But it was
just like Ellen, he felt, to have rushed in bareheaded,
carrying the boy in her arns, and to have dazzl ed poor

Ms. Wnsett into forgetting to ask who she was.

"That is the Countess d enska--a granddaughter of

old Ms. Mngott's."

"Whew -a Countess!" whistled Ned Wnsett. "Well
I didn't know Countesses were so nei ghbourly. M ngotts

ain't."



"They would be, if you'd let them™

"Ah, well--" It was their old intermn nable argunent
as to the obstinate unwillingness of the "clever people”
to frequent the fashionable, and both nmen knew t hat

there was no use in prolonging it.

"l wonder," Wnsett broke off, "how a Countess

happens to live in our slunP"

"Because she doesn't care a hang about where she

|ives--or about any of our little social sign-posts," said

Archer, with a secret pride in his own picture of her

"H m-been in bigger places, | suppose,” the other

commrented. "Well, here's ny corner.”

He sl ouched of f across Broadway, and Archer stood

| ooki ng after himand nusing on his |ast words.

Ned Wnsett had those flashes of penetration; they
were the nost interesting thing about him and al ways
made Archer wonder why they had allowed himto

accept failure so stolidly at an age when nost nen are

still struggling.

Archer had known that Wnsett had a wife and

child, but he had never seen them The two nmen al ways

met at the Century, or at sone haunt of journalists and
theatrical people, such as the restaurant where Wnsett
had proposed to go for a bock. He had given Archer to

understand that his wife was an invalid; which night

be true of the poor |ady, or might nerely nmean that she



was | acking in social gifts or in evening clothes, or in
both. Wnsett hinmself had a savage abhorrence of social
observances: Archer, who dressed in the evening

because he thought it cleaner and nore confortable to

do so, and who had never stopped to consider that

cl eanliness and confort are two of the costliest itens in
a nodest budget, regarded Wnsett's attitude as part of
the boring "Bohem an" pose that always made fashi onabl e
peopl e, who changed their clothes w thout talking

about it, and were not forever harping on the nunber

of servants one kept, seem so nuch sinpler and |ess

sel f-consci ous than the others. Neverthel ess, he was

al ways stinulated by Wnsett, and whenever he caught
sight of the journalist's |ean bearded face and nel ancholy
eyes he would rout himout of his corner and

carry himoff for a long talk.

Wnsett was not a journalist by choice. He was a

pure man of letters, untinmely born in a world that had
no need of letters; but after publishing one vol une of
brief and exquisite literary appreciations, of which one
hundred and twenty copies were sold, thirty given away,
and the bal ance eventual |y destroyed by the publishers
(as per contract) to nmake room for nore narketable
material, he had abandoned his real calling, and taken

a sub-editorial job on a wonen's weekly, where fashion-
pl ates and paper patterns alternated with New Engl and

| ove-stories and advertisenments of tenperance drinks.

On the subject of "Hearth-fires" (as the paper was
call ed) he was inexhaustibly entertaining; but beneath
his fun lurked the sterile bitterness of the still young

man who has tried and given up. Hi s conversation



al ways nmade Archer take the measure of his own life,

and feel howlittle it contained; but Wnsett's, after all
contained still less, and though their comon fund of
intellectual interests and curiosities nmade their talks
exhilarating, their exchange of views usually remined

within the limts of a pensive dilettantism

"The fact is, life isn't nuch a fit for either of us,"”
W nsett had once said. "I'mdown and out; nothing to
be done about it. |'ve got only one ware to produce,

and there's no market for it here, and won't be in ny
time. But you're free and you're well-off. Wy don't
you get into touch? There's only one way to do it: to

go into politics.™

Archer threw his head back and | aughed. There one

saw at a flash the unbridgeable difference between nen
like Wnsett and the others--Archer's kind. Every one
in polite circles knewthat, in Anerica, "a gentlenan
couldn't go into politics." But, since he could hardly
put it in that way to Wnsett, he answered evasively:
"Look at the career of the honest man in Anerican

politics! They don't want us."

"Who's “they'? Wiy don't you all get together and

be “they' yoursel ves?"

Archer's laugh lingered on his lips in a slightly
condescending smle. It was useless to prolong the

di scussi on: everybody knew the nel ancholy fate of the
few gentl emen who had risked their clean linen in
muni ci pal or state politics in New York. The day was
past when that sort of thing was possible: the country

was in possession of the bosses and the emigrant, and



decent people had to fall back on sport or culture.

"Culture! Yes--if we had it! But there are just a few
little | ocal patches, dying out here and there for |ack

of --wel I, hoeing and cross-fertilising: the | ast remants
of the old European tradition that your forebears brought
with them But you're in a pitiful little mnority: you' ve

got no centre, no conpetition, no audience. You're like

the pictures on the walls of a deserted house: " The
Portrait of a Gentleman.' You'll never ampunt to anything,
any of you, till you roll up your sleeves and get

right down into the nuck. That, or enmigrate . . . God!

If | could emigrate .

Archer nmentally shrugged his shoul ders and turned

the conversation back to books, where Wnsett, if
uncertain, was always interesting. Emigrate! As if a
gent |l eman coul d abandon his own country! One could no
nmore do that than one could roll up one's sleeves and
go down into the nuck. A gentleman sinply stayed at
hone and abstained. But you couldn't make a man |ike
Wnsett see that; and that was why the New York of
literary clubs and exotic restaurants, though a first
shake made it seem nore of a kal ei doscope, turned out,
in the end, to be a smaller box, with a nore nonotonous

pattern, than the assenbled atons of Fifth Avenue.

The next norning Archer scoured the town in vain for
nmore yell ow roses. In consequence of this search he
arrived late at the office, perceived that his doing so
made no di fference whatever to any one, and was filled

wi th sudden exasperation at the el aborate futility of his



life. Wy should he not be, at that nonent, on the

sands of St. Augustine with May Welland? No one was
deceived by his pretense of professional activity. In

ol d-fashioned legal firms like that of which M. Letterblair
was the head, and which were mainly engaged in

t he managenent of |arge estates and "conservative"

i nvestnents, there were always two or three young

men, fairly well-off, and w thout professional anbition
who, for a certain nunber of hours of each day, sat at
their desks acconplishing trivial tasks, or sinply reading
the newspapers. Though it was supposed to be

proper for themto have an occupation, the crude fact

of money-naking was still regarded as derogatory, and

the | aw, being a profession, was accounted a nore

gentl emanly pursuit than business. But none of these
young nen had nuch hope of really advancing in his

prof ession, or any earnest desire to do so; and over

many of themthe green nould of the perfunctory was

al ready perceptibly spreading.

It made Archer shiver to think that it might be spreading
over himtoo. He had, to be sure, other tastes and
interests; he spent his vacations in European travel
cultivated the "cl ever people" My spoke of, and
generally tried to "keep up,” as he had sonmewhat wi stfully
put it to Madanme O enska. But once he was married

what woul d becone of this narrow margin of life in

whi ch his real experiences were lived? He had seen
enough of other young nen who had dreaned his

dream though perhaps | ess ardently, and who had
gradual ly sunk into the placid and | uxurious routine of

their elders



Fromthe office he sent a note by nessenger to Madane

d enska, asking if he might call that afternoon

and begging her to let himfind a reply at his club; but
at the club he found nothing, nor did he receive any
letter the follow ng day. This unexpected silence nortified
hi m beyond reason, and t hough the next norning

he saw a glorious cluster of yellow roses behind a
florist's wi ndowpane, he left it there. It was only on
the third norning that he received a |ine by post from
the Countess O enska. To his surprise it was dated
from Skuytercliff, whither the van der Luydens had
pronptly retreated after putting the Duke on board his

st eaner.

"I ran away," the witer began abruptly (w thout the
usual prelimnaries), "the day after I saw you at the

pl ay, and these kind friends have taken ne in. | wanted
to be quiet, and think things over. You were right in
telling ne how kind they were; | feel nyself so safe
here. | wish that you were with us." She ended with a

conventional "Yours sincerely,” and w thout any allusion

to the date of her return

The tone of the note surprised the young man. \What

was Madane d enska running away from and why

did she feel the need to be safe? H s first thought was
of sonme dark nmenace from abroad; then he reflected

that he did not know her epistolary style, and that it

m ght run to picturesque exaggeration. Whnen al ways
exagger ated; and noreover she was not wholly at her

ease in English, which she often spoke as if she were
translating fromthe French. "Je me suis evadee--" put

in that way, the opening sentence i medi ately suggested



that she nmight nerely have wanted to escape
froma boring round of engagenents; which was very
likely true, for he judged her to be capricious, and

easily wearied of the pleasure of the nonent.

It anused himto think of the van der Luydens

having carried her off to Skuytercliff on a second visit,
and this tine for an indefinite period. The doors of
Skuytercliff were rarely and grudgi ngly opened to visitors,
and a chilly week-end was the nost ever offered

to the fewthus privileged. But Archer had seen, on his
last visit to Paris, the delicious play of Labiche, "Le
Voyage de M Perrichon,” and he renenbered M

Perrichon's dogged and undi scouraged attachnment to

t he young man whom he had pull ed out of the glacier

The van der Luydens had rescued Madane O enska

froma doom al nost as icy; and though there were

many ot her reasons for being attracted to her, Archer
knew t hat beneath themall lay the gentle and obstinate

determination to go on rescuing her

He felt a distinct disappointnment on | earning that she
was away; and al nost imrediately remenbered that,

only the day before, he had refused an invitation to
spend the follow ng Sunday with the Reggi e Chiverses
at their house on the Hudson, a few miles bel ow

Skuytercliff.

He had had his fill long ago of the noisy friendly

parties at Hi ghbank, with coasting, ice-boating, sleighing,
long tranmps in the snow, and a general flavour of

mld flirting and milder practical jokes. He had just

recei ved a box of new books from his London book-



seller, and had preferred the prospect of a quiet Sunday
at home with his spoils. But he now went into the club
witing-room wote a hurried telegram and told the
servant to send it inmmediately. He knew that Ms.
Reggie didn't object to her visitors' suddenly changi ng
their nminds, and that there was always a roomto spare

in her elastic house.

Newl and Archer arrived at the Chiverses' on Friday
eveni ng, and on Saturday went conscientiously
through all the rites appertaining to a week-end at

H ghbank.

In the nmorning he had a spin in the ice-boat with his
hostess and a few of the hardier guests; in the afternoon
he "went over the farm with Reggie, and |istened,

in the el aborately appointed stables, to | ong and

i mpressive disquisitions on the horse; after tea he tal ked
in a corner of the firelit hall with a young |ady who

had prof essed herself broken-hearted when his engagenent
was announced, but was now eager to tell him of

her own matrinoni al hopes; and finally, about midnight,
he assisted in putting a gold-fish in one visitor's

bed, dressed up a burglar in the bath-room of a nervous
aunt, and saw in the small hours by joining in a
pillowfight that ranged fromthe nurseries to the
basenent. But on Sunday after |uncheon he borrowed a

cutter, and drove over to Skuytercliff.



Peopl e had al ways been told that the house at
Skuytercliff was an Italian villa. Those who had never
been to Italy believed it; so did sone who had. The
house had been built by M. van der Luyden in his

youth, on his return fromthe "grand tour," and in
anticipation of his approaching marriage with Mss

Loui sa Dagonet. It was a | arge square wooden structure,
with tongued and grooved walls painted pale

green and white, a Corinthian portico, and fluted

pi |l asters between the wi ndows. Fromthe high ground on
which it stood a series of terraces bordered by bal ustrades
and urns descended in the steel -engraving style

to a snall irregular lake with an asphalt edge overhung
by rare weeping conifers. To the right and left, the
famous weedl ess | awns studded with "specinmen" trees
(each of a different variety) rolled away to | ong ranges
of grass crested with el aborate cast-iron ornanents;

and below, in a hollow, lay the four-rooned stone

house which the first Patroon had built on the | and

granted himin 1612.

Agai nst the uniform sheet of snow and the greyish

winter sky the Italian villa | ooned up rather grimy;
even in sunmer it kept its distance, and the bol dest

col eus bed had never ventured nearer than thirty feet
fromits awmful front. Now, as Archer rang the bell, the
long tinkle seened to echo through a nmausol eum and

the surprise of the butler who at |length responded to
the call was as great as though he had been summoned

fromhis final sleep

Happily Archer was of the family, and therefore,

irregul ar though his arrival was, entitled to be inforned



that the Countess O enska was out, having driven to
afternoon service with Ms. van der Luyden exactly

three quarters of an hour earlier

"M. van der Luyden," the butler continued, "is

in, sir; but my inpression is that he is either finishing
his nap or el se reading yesterday's Evening Post. |
heard himsay, sir, on his return fromchurch this

nmor ning, that he intended to | ook through the Evening
Post after luncheon; if you like, sir, I might go to the

l'ibrary door and listen--"

But Archer, thanking him said that he would go and
nmeet the |adies; and the butler, obviously relieved, closed

t he door on himmajestically.

A groomtook the cutter to the stables, and Archer

struck through the park to the high-road. The village of
Skuytercliff was only a nile and a half away, but he

knew that Ms. van der Luyden never wal ked, and that

he nmust keep to the road to neet the carriage. Presently,
however, coning down a foot-path that crossed

t he hi ghway, he caught sight of a slight figure in a red

cloak, with a big dog running ahead. He hurried forward,

and Madane O enska stopped short with a smle

of wel cone.

"Ah, you've cone!" she said, and drew her hand

from her nuff.

The red cl oak made her | ook gay and vivid, like the
Ellen M ngott of old days; and he | aughed as he took
her hand, and answered: "I came to see what you were

runni ng away from™



Her face cl ouded over, but she answered: "Ah, well--

you will see, presently.”

The answer puzzled him "Wy--do you nean that

you' ve been overtaken?"

She shrugged her shoulders, with a little novenent
like Nastasia's, and rejoined in a lighter tone: "Shal
we walk on? |I'mso cold after the sermon. And what

does it matter, now you're here to protect ne?"

The bl ood rose to his tenples and he caught a fold of

her cloak. "Ellen--what is it? You nust tell ne."

"Ch, presently--let's run a race first: ny feet are
freezing to the ground," she cried; and gathering up the
cl oak she fled away across the snow, the dog | eaping
about her with challenging barks. For a nonent Archer
stood wat ching, his gaze delighted by the flash of the
red neteor against the snow, then he started after her
and they net, panting and | aughing, at a w cket that

led into the park.

She | ooked up at himand smiled. "I knew you'd

cone!"

"That shows you wanted me to," he returned, with a
di sproportionate joy in their nonsense. The white glitter
of the trees filled the air with its own nysterious
bri ght ness, and as they wal ked on over the snow the

ground seenmed to sing under their feet.



"Where did you cone fronP" Madane O enska asked

He told her, and added: "It was because | got your
note."

After a pause she said, with a just perceptible chill in
her voice: "My asked you to take care of ne.”

"I didn't need any asking."

"You nmean--1'mso evidently hel pl ess and def encel ess?
What a poor thing you nmust all think ne! But wonen
here seem not--seem never to feel the need: any nore

than the bl essed i n heaven."

He | owered his voice to ask: "What sort of a need?"

"Ah, don't ask me! | don't speak your |anguage,"”

she retorted petulantly.

The answer snote himlike a blow, and he stood stil

in the path, |ooking down at her.

"What did | cone for, if | don't speak yours?"

"Ch, ny friend--!" She laid her hand lightly on his
arm and he pl eaded earnestly: "Ellen--why won't you

tell nme what's happened?"

She shrugged again. "Does anything ever happen in

heaven?"

He was silent, and they wal ked on a few yards

wi t hout exchanging a word. Finally she said: "I wll



tell you--but where, where, where? One can't be al one
for a minute in that great sem nary of a house, with al
the doors wi de open, and al ways a servant bringing

tea, or alog for the fire, or the newspaper! |Is there
nowhere in an Anerican house where one may be by

one's self? You're so shy, and yet you're so public.

al ways feel as if | were in the convent again--or on the
stage, before a dreadfully polite audi ence that never

appl auds. "

"Ah, you don't like us!" Archer exclai ned.

They were wal ki ng past the house of the old

Patroon, with its squat walls and snmall square w ndows
compactly grouped about a central chimey. The shutters
stood wi de, and through one of the new y-washed

wi ndows Archer caught the light of a fire.

"Why--the house is open!" he said.

She stood still. "No; only for today, at least. | wanted
to see it, and M. van der Luyden had the fire lit and

the wi ndows opened, so that we might stop there on

the way back fromchurch this norning." She ran up

the steps and tried the door. "It's still unlocked--what
luck! Conme in and we can have a quiet talk. Ms. van

der Luyden has driven over to see her old aunts at

Rhi nebeck and we shan't be missed at the house for

anot her hour."

He foll owed her into the narrow passage. His spirits,
whi ch had dropped at her last words, rose with an
irrational leap. The homely little house stood there, its

panel s and brasses shining in the firelight, as if magically



created to receive them A big bed of enbers stil

gl eaned in the kitchen chi mey, under an iron pot

hung from an anci ent crane. Rush-bottonmed armchairs
faced each other across the tiled hearth, and rows of
Del ft plates stood on shelves against the walls. Archer

st ooped over and threw a | og upon the enbers.

Madane O enska, dropping her cloak, sat down in
one of the chairs. Archer |eaned against the chi mey

and | ooked at her.

"You' re | aughi ng now, but when you wrote me you

were unhappy,” he said.

"Yes." She paused. "But | can't feel unhappy when

you're here."

"I sha'n't be here long," he rejoined, his lips stiffening

with the effort to say just so nuch and no nore.

"No; | know. But I'minprovident: | live in the

monent when |'m happy."

The words stole through himlike a tenptation, and

to close his senses to it he noved away fromthe hearth
and stood gazing out at the black tree-bol es against the
snow. But it was as if she too had shifted her place, and
he still saw her, between hinmself and the trees, drooping
over the fire with her indolent smle. Archer's heart

was beating insubordinately. Wat if it were fromhim
that she had been running away, and if she had waited

to tell himso till they were here alone together in this

secret roonf



"Ellen, if I"'mreally a help to you--if you really
wanted nme to cone--tell ne what's wong, tell ne

what it is you' re running away from" he insisted.

He spoke without shifting his position, wthout even
turning to look at her: if the thing was to happen, it
was to happen in this way, with the whole width of the
room between them and his eyes still fixed on the

outer snow.

For a | ong nonent she was silent; and in that nonent
Archer inmagined her, alnost heard her, stealing

up behind himto throw her light arns about his neck
Wil e he waited, soul and body throbbing with the
mracle to come, his eyes nechanically received the

i mmge of a heavily-coated man with his fur collar turned
up who was advanci ng along the path to the house.

The man was Jul i us Beaufort.

"Ah--1" Archer cried, bursting into a | augh

Madane O enska had sprung up and noved to his
side, slipping her hand into his; but after a glance
t hrough the wi ndow her face pal ed and she shrank

back.

"So that was it?" Archer said derisively.

"I didn't know he was here," Mudanme Od enska
murmured. Her hand still clung to Archer's; but he drew
away from her, and wal king out into the passage threw

open the door of the house.



"Hal l o, Beaufort--this way! WMadanme O enska was

expecting you," he said.

During his journey back to New York the next norning,
Archer relived with a fatiguing vividness his |ast

monents at Skuytercliff.

Beaufort, though clearly annoyed at finding himwth
Madane O enska, had, as usual, carried off the situation
hi gh- handedly. His way of ignoring people whose

presence i nconveni enced himactually gave them if they
were sensitive toit, a feeling of invisibility, of

nonexi stence. Archer, as the three strolled back through
the park, was aware of this odd sense of disenbodi nent;
and hunbling as it was to his vanity it gave himthe

ghost |y advant age of observi ng unobserved.

Beaufort had entered the little house with his usua

easy assurance; but he could not snile away the vertica
line between his eyes. It was fairly clear that Madane
d enska had not known that he was com ng,

t hough her words to Archer had hinted at the possibility;
at any rate, she had evidently not told himwhere

she was goi ng when she | eft New York, and her unexpl ai ned
departure had exasperated him The ostensible

reason of his appearance was the discovery, the very

ni ght before, of a "perfect little house,” not in the
mar ket, which was really just the thing for her, but
woul d be snapped up instantly if she didn't take it; and
he was | oud in nock-reproaches for the dance she had

led himin running away just as he had found it.



"I'f only this new dodge for talking along a wire had

been a little bit nearer perfection | mght have told you
all this fromtown, and been toasting ny toes before

the club fire at this mnute, instead of tranping after
you through the snow," he grunbl ed, disguising a rea
irritation under the pretence of it; and at this opening
Madane O enska twisted the talk away to the fantastic
possibility that they m ght one day actually converse
with each other fromstreet to street, or even--
incredible dream --fromone town to another. This struck
fromall three allusions to Edgar Poe and Jul es Verne,
and such platitudes as naturally rise to the lips of the
nmost intelligent when they are tal king against tine, and
dealing with a new invention in which it would seem

i ngenuous to believe too soon; and the question of the

tel ephone carried themsafely back to the big house.

M's. van der Luyden had not yet returned; and

Archer took his | eave and wal ked off to fetch the
cutter, while Beaufort followed the Countess O enska
indoors. It was probable that, little as the van der
Luydens encouraged unannounced visits, he could count
on being asked to dine, and sent back to the station to
catch the nine o' clock train; but nore than that he
woul d certainly not get, for it would be inconceivable
to his hosts that a gentleman travelling w thout |uggage
shoul d wi sh to spend the night, and distasteful to them
to propose it to a person with whomthey were on

terns of such Iimted cordiality as Beaufort.

Beaufort knew all this, and nust have foreseen it;
and his taking the long journey for so small a reward

gave the neasure of his inpatience. He was undeniably



in pursuit of the Countess O enska; and Beaufort had
only one object in viewin his pursuit of pretty wonen.
H's dull and childl ess home had | ong since palled on
him and in addition to nore permanent consol ati ons

he was always in quest of anmorous adventures in his

own set. This was the man from whom Madane O enska

was avowedly flying: the question was whether she had
fled because his inportunities displeased her, or
because she did not wholly trust herself to resist them
unl ess, indeed, all her talk of flight had been a blind,

and her departure no nore than a nmanoeuvre.

Archer did not really believe this. Little as he had
actually seen of Madane O enska, he was beginning to
think that he could read her face, and if not her face,
her voice; and both had betrayed annoyance, and even

di stay, at Beaufort's sudden appearance. But, after all,
if this were the case, was it not worse than if she had

I eft New York for the express purpose of neeting hinf

If she had done that, she ceased to be an object of
interest, she threwin her lot with the vul garest of

di ssenbl ers: a wonan engaged in a love affair with

Beaufort "classed" herself irretrievably.

No, it was worse a thousand tinmes if, judging

Beaufort, and probably despising him she was yet drawn to
himby all that gave hi man advantage over the other

men about her: his habit of two continents and two
societies, his famliar association with artists and actors
and people generally in the world' s eye, and his carel ess
contenpt for |ocal prejudices. Beaufort was vul gar, he

was uneducat ed, he was purse-proud; but the circunstances

of his life, and a certain native shrewdness,



made himbetter worth talking to than nmany nen,

moral ly and socially his betters, whose horizon was
bounded by the Battery and the Central Park. How
shoul d any one coning froma wi der world not feel the

difference and be attracted by it?

Madane O enska, in a burst of irritation, had said to
Archer that he and she did not talk the sane | anguage;

and the young nman knew that in sonme respects this was
true. But Beaufort understood every turn of her dialect,
and spoke it fluently: his view of life, his tone, his
attitude, were nerely a coarser reflection of those
revealed in Count Oenski's letter. This mght seemto be
to his disadvantage with Count O enski's w fe; but

Archer was too intelligent to think that a young wonman
like Ellen denska would necessarily recoil from everything
that rem nded her of her past. She might believe

herself wholly in revolt against it; but what had charned
her init would still charmher, even though it were

agai nst her wll.

Thus, with a painful inpartiality, did the young man
make out the case for Beaufort, and for Beaufort's
victim A longing to enlighten her was strong in him
and there were nmonents when he imagined that all she

asked was to be enlightened.

That eveni ng he unpacked hi s books from London

The box was full of things he had been waiting for
inpatiently; a new volune of Herbert Spencer, another
collection of the prolific A phonse Daudet's brilliant
tales, and a novel called "Mddlenmarch,” as to which

there had lately been interesting things said in the



reviews. He had declined three dinner invitations in
favour of this feast; but though he turned the pages with
the sensuous joy of the book-lover, he did not know
what he was readi ng, and one book after another

dropped from his hand. Suddenly, among them he lit

on a small volunme of verse which he had ordered

because the nane had attracted him "The House of
Life." He took it up, and found hinself plunged in an
at mosphere unli ke any he had ever breathed in books;

so warm so rich, and yet so ineffably tender, that it
gave a new and haunting beauty to the nost el enentary
of human passions. All through the night he pursued

t hrough those enchanted pages the vision of a

woman who had the face of Ellen O enska; but when

he woke the next norning, and | ooked out at the
brownst one houses across the street, and thought of his
desk in M. Letterblair's office, and the fanily pewin
Grace Church, his hour in the park of Skuytercliff
becane as far outside the pale of probability as the

vi sions of the night.

"Mercy, how pale you | ook, New and!" Janey

comrent ed over the coffee-cups at breakfast; and his nother
added: "New and, dear, |'ve noticed lately that you've
been coughing; | do hope you're not letting yourself be
overwor ked?" For it was the conviction of both |adies
that, under the iron despotismof his senior partners,

the young man's life was spent in the nobst exhausting

pr of essi onal | abours--and he had never thought it

necessary to undeceive them

The next two or three days dragged by heavily. The

taste of the usual was like cinders in his nmouth, and



there were nonents when he felt as if he were being

buried alive under his future. He heard nothing of the
Countess O enska, or of the perfect little house, and

t hough he nmet Beaufort at the club they nerely nodded

at each other across the whist-tables. It was not till the
fourth evening that he found a note awaiting himon

his return home. "Cone late tonorrow. | nust explain

to you. Ellen." These were the only words it contai ned.

The young man, who was dining out, thrust the note

into his pocket, smling a little at the Frenchness of the
"to you." After dinner he went to a play; and it was
not until his return hone, after mdnight, that he drew
Madanme O enska's missive out again and re-read it
slowy a nunber of tinmes. There were several ways of
answering it, and he gave consi derabl e thought to each
one during the watches of an agitated night. That on
whi ch, when norning came, he finally decided was to
pitch some clothes into a portmanteau and junp on

board a boat that was |eaving that very afternoon for

St. Augusti ne.

When Archer wal ked down the sandy main street

of St. Augustine to the house which had been

pointed out to himas M. Wlland' s, and saw May
Wel | and standi ng under a magnolia with the sun in her

hai r, he wondered why he had waited so |l ong to cone.

Here was the truth, here was reality, here was the life

that belonged to him and he, who fancied hinmself so



scornful of arbitrary restraints, had been afraid to break
away from his desk because of what people m ght

think of his stealing a holiday!

Her first exclamation was: "New and--has anyt hing
happened?" and it occurred to himthat it would have
been nore "fem nine" if she had instantly read in his
eyes why he had cone. But when he answered: "Yes--|
found I had to see you," her happy bl ushes took the
chill fromher surprise, and he saw how easily he
woul d be forgiven, and how soon even M. Letterblair's
nmld di sapproval would be sniled away by a tolerant

famly.

Early as it was, the main street was no place for any
but fornmal greetings, and Archer |onged to be al one

with May, and to pour out all his tenderness and his

i mpatience. It still lacked an hour to the late Wlland
breakfast-tine, and instead of asking himto cone in

she proposed that they should walk out to an old

or ange- garden beyond the town. She had just been for
arowon the river, and the sun that netted the little
waves with gold seened to have caught her in its

meshes. Across the warm brown of her cheek her bl own
hair glittered like silver wire; and her eyes too | ooked
lighter, alnost pale in their youthful linpidity. As she
wal ked beside Archer with her | ong swi nging gait her

face wore the vacant serenity of a young nmarble athlete.

To Archer's strained nerves the vision was as soot hing
as the sight of the blue sky and the lazy river. They
sat down on a bench under the orange-trees and he put

his arm about her and kissed her. It was |ike drinking



at a cold spring with the sun on it; but his pressure
may have been nore vehenent than he had intended,
for the blood rose to her face and she drew back as if

he had startl ed her

"What is it?" he asked, sniling; and she | ooked at

himw th surprise, and answered: "Nothing."

A slight enbarrassnment fell on them and her hand
slipped out of his. It was the only tinme that he had

ki ssed her on the Iips except for their fugitive enbrace
in the Beaufort conservatory, and he saw that she was

di sturbed, and shaken out of her cool boyi sh conposure.

"Tell nme what you do all day," he said, crossing his

arns under his tilted-back head, and pushing his hat
forward to screen the sun-dazzle. To let her tal k about
fam liar and sinple things was the easiest way of carrying
on his own independent train of thought; and he

sat listening to her sinple chronicle of swi mmng, sailing
and riding, varied by an occasi onal dance at the

primitive inn when a man-of-war canme in. A few pleasant
peopl e from Phil adel phia and Balti nmore were

pi ckni cking at the inn, and the Selfridge Merrys had

cone down for three weeks because Kate Merry had

had bronchitis. They were planning to lay out a | awn
tennis court on the sands; but no one but Kate and

May had racquets, and nost of the people had not

even heard of the gane.

Al'l this kept her very busy, and she had not had tinme
to do nore than look at the little vellum book that

Archer had sent her the week before (the "Sonnets



fromthe Portuguese"); but she was |earning by heart
"How t hey brought the Good News from Ghent to

Ai x," because it was one of the first things he had ever
read to her; and it anmused her to be able to tell him
that Kate Merry had never even heard of a poet called

Robert Browni ng.

Presently she started up, exclaimng that they would

be late for breakfast; and they hurried back to the
tunbl e-down house with its pointless porch and unpruned
hedge of plunbago and pi nk gerani unms where

the Wellands were installed for the winter. M.
Wel | and' s sensitive donesticity shrank fromthe disconforts
of the slovenly southern hotel, and at imense

expense, and in face of alnost insuperable difficulties,
Ms. Welland was obliged, year after year, to inprovise
an establishment partly made up of discontented

New York servants and partly drawn fromthe | oca

African supply.

"The doctors want my husband to feel that he is in

his own hone; otherw se he would be so wetched that

the climate would not do himany good," she

expl ai ned, winter after winter, to the synpathising

Phi | adel phi ans and Bal ti noreans; and M. Welland, beani ng
across a breakfast table miracul ously supplied with the
nost varied delicacies, was presently saying to Archer
"You see, ny dear fellow, we camp--we literally canp.

I tell ny wife and May that | want to teach them how

to rough it.”

M. and Ms. Wl land had been as rmuch surprised

as their daughter by the young man's sudden arrival



but it had occurred to himto explain that he had felt
hi msel f on the verge of a nasty cold, and this seened to
M. Welland an all-sufficient reason for abandoning

any duty.

"You can't be too careful, especially toward spring,"”
he said, heaping his plate with straw col oured griddl e-
cakes and drowning themin golden syrup. "If 1'd only
been as prudent at your age May woul d have been
dancing at the Assenblies now, instead of spending her

winters in a wilderness with an old invalid."

"Ch, but I love it here, Papa; you know | do. If only
Newl and could stay | should like it a thousand tines

better than New York."

"Newl and nmust stay till he has quite thrown off his
cold,"” said Ms. Wlland indulgently; and the young
man | aughed, and said he supposed there was such a

thing as one's profession.

He managed, however, after an exchange of tel egrans
with the firm to make his cold |last a week; and

it shed an ironic light on the situation to know that

M. Letterblair's indul gence was partly due to the
satisfactory way in which his brilliant young junior partner
had settled the troubl esone matter of the d enski
divorce. M. Letterblair had et Ms. Wlland know t hat
M. Archer had "rendered an inval uabl e service" to the
whole famly, and that old Ms. Manson M ngott had

been particularly pleased; and one day when May had
gone for a drive with her father in the only vehicle the
pl ace produced Ms. Wl land took occasion to touch

on a topic which she always avoided in her daughter's



presence.

“I'mafraid Ellen's ideas are not at all |ike ours. She
was barely ei ghteen when Medora Manson took her

back to Europe--you renmenber the excitenment when

she appeared in black at her coming-out ball? Another

of Medora's fads--really this tine it was al nost
prophetic! That nust have been at |east twelve years ago;
and since then Ellen has never been to America. No

wonder she is conpletely Europeanised."”

"But European society is not given to divorce: Countess

d enska thought she woul d be conform ng to American

i deas in asking for her freedom" It was the first

time that the young man had pronounced her nane

since he had left Skuytercliff, and he felt the colour rise

to his cheek.

Ms. Welland sniled conpassionately. "That is just

like the extraordinary things that foreigners invent about
us. They think we dine at two o' cl ock and count enance
divorce! That is why it seens to ne so foolish to
entertain them when they come to New York. They

accept our hospitality, and then they go hone and

repeat the same stupid stories."

Archer made no comment on this, and Ms. Wlland
continued: "But we do nmpost thoroughly appreciate your
persuading Ellen to give up the idea. Her grandnother
and her uncle Lovell could do nothing with her; both
of them have witten that her changing her m nd was
entirely due to your influence--in fact she said so to

her grandnother. She has an unbounded admiration



for you. Poor Ellen--she was always a wayward chil d.

| wonder what her fate will be?"

"What we've all contrived to make it," he felt like
answering. "if you'd all of you rather she should be
Beaufort's mistress than sone decent fellow s wife you' ve

certainly gone the right way about it."

He wondered what Ms. Welland would have said if

he had uttered the words instead of nerely thinking

them He could picture the sudden deconposure of her
firmplacid features, to which a lifelong nastery over
trifles had given an air of factitious authority. Traces
still lingered on themof a fresh beauty |ike her daughter's;
and he asked hinmself if May's face was dooned

to thicken into the same m ddl e-aged i mage of invincible

i nnocence.

Ah, no, he did not want May to have that kind of
i nnocence, the innocence that seals the m nd against

i magi nati on and the heart agai nst experience!

"I verily believe," Ms. Wlland continued, "that if
the horrible business had conme out in the newspapers it
woul d have been ny husband's death-blow. | don't

know any of the details; | only ask not to, as | told
poor Ellen when she tried to talk to nme about it.
Having an invalid to care for, | have to keep ny m nd
bright and happy. But M. Wlland was terribly upset;
he had a slight tenperature every norning while we

were waiting to hear what had been decided. It was the
horror of his girl's learning that such things were

possi bl e--but of course, dear New and, you felt that



too. W all knew that you were thinking of May."

"I''"'m al ways thinking of May," the young nman

rejoined, rising to cut short the conversation

He had nmeant to seize the opportunity of his private
talk with Ms. Welland to urge her to advance the date
of his marriage. But he could think of no argunents
that would nove her, and with a sense of relief he saw

M. Welland and May driving up to the door

H s only hope was to plead again with May, and on

the day before his departure he wal ked with her to the
rui nous garden of the Spanish Mssion. The background
lent itself to allusions to European scenes; and My,
who was | ooki ng her |oveliest under a w de-brimed

hat that cast a shadow of nystery over her too-clear
eyes, kindled into eagerness as he spoke of G anada

and the Al hanbr a.

"W nmight be seeing it all this spring--even the

Easter cerenonies at Seville," he urged, exaggerating

his demands in the hope of a |larger concession

"Easter in Seville? And it will be Lent next week!"

she | aughed.

"Way shouldn't we be nmarried in Lent?" he
rej oi ned; but she | ooked so shocked that he saw his

m st ake.

"Of course | didn't nean that, dearest; but soon
after Easter--so that we could sail at the end of April

know | could arrange it at the office."



She smiled dreanily upon the possibility; but he
perceived that to dreamof it sufficed her. It was like
hearing himread al oud out of his poetry books the
beautiful things that could not possibly happen in rea

life.

"Ch, do go on, Newland; | do |ove your descriptions."

"But why should they be only descriptions? Wy

shoul dn't we make them real ?"

"W shall, dearest, of course; next year." Her voice

lingered over it.

"Don't you want themto be real sooner? Can't |

persuade you to break away now?"

She bowed her head, vanishing from hi munder her

conni ving hat-brim

"Why shoul d we dream away anot her year? Look at
me, dear! Don't you understand how | want you for

ny wife?"

For a nmonent she remrained notionl ess; then she

rai sed on himeyes of such despairing dearness that he
hal f-rel eased her waist fromhis hold. But suddenly her
| ook changed and deepened inscrutably. "I'mnot sure

if I DO understand,"” she said. "Is it--is it because

you're not certain of continuing to care for ne?"

Archer sprang up fromhis seat. "M God--perhaps--I

don't know, " he broke out angrily.



May Welland rose al so; as they faced each other she

seenmed to grow in wonmanly stature and dignity. Both

were silent for a nmonment, as if dismayed by the unforeseen
trend of their words: then she said in a | ow voi ce:

"If that is it--is there sone one el se?"

"Some one el se--between you and ne?" He echoed

her words slowy, as though they were only half-
intelligible and he wanted time to repeat the question
to hinself. She seened to catch the uncertainty of his
voi ce, for she went on in a deepening tone: "Let us
talk frankly, New and. Sonetinmes |'ve felt a difference
in you; especially since our engagenent has been

announced. "

"Dear --what madness!" he recovered hinself to

exclaim

She net his protest with a faint smle. "If it is, it

won't hurt us to talk about it. She paused, and added
lifting her head with one of her noble novenents: "O
even if it's true: why shouldn't we speak of it? You

m ght so easily have nade a ni stake."

He I owered his head, staring at the black |eaf-pattern
on the sunny path at their feet. "M stakes are always
easy to nmake; but if | had nade one of the kind you
suggest, is it likely that | should be inploring you to

hasten our marriage?"

She | ooked downward too, disturbing the pattern

with the point of her sunshade while she struggled for



expression. "Yes," she said at length. "You night want--

once for all--to settle the question: it's one way."

Her quiet lucidity startled him but did not nislead
himinto thinking her insensible. Under her hat-brimhe
saw the pallor of her profile, and a slight trenor of the

nostril above her resolutely steadied |lips.

"Wl l--?" he questioned, sitting down on the bench
and | ooking up at her with a frown that he tried to

make playful.

She dropped back into her seat and went on: "You

mustn't think that a girl knows as little as her parents
i magi ne. One hears and one notices--one has one's
feelings and ideas. And of course, long before you told
me that you cared for ne, I'd known that there was

some one el se you were interested in; every one was

tal king about it two years ago at Newport. And once

saw you sitting together on the verandah at a dance--
and when she came back into the house her face was

sad, and | felt sorry for her; | renenbered it afterward,

when we were engaged.”

Her voi ce had sunk al nbst to a whi sper, and she sat
cl aspi ng and uncl aspi ng her hands about the handl e of
her sunshade. The young man laid his upon themwth

a gentle pressure; his heart dilated with an inexpressible relief.

"My dear child--was THAT it? |If you only knew the

truth!™”

She raised her head quickly. "Then there is a truth

don't know?"



He kept his hand over hers. "I neant, the truth

about the old story you speak of."

"But that's what | want to know, New and--what |
ought to know. | couldn't have ny happi ness nade out
of a wong--an unfairness--to sonebody el se. And
want to believe that it would be the same with you

What sort of alife could we build on such foundati ons?"

Her face had taken on a | ook of such tragic courage

that he felt |ike bowing hinself down at her feet. "I've
wanted to say this for a long tine," she went on. "Il've
wanted to tell you that, when two people really |ove

each other, | understand that there nmay be situations
which nake it right that they shoul d--shoul d go agai nst

public opinion. And if you feel yourself in any way

pledged . . . pledged to the person we've spoken of
and if there is any way . . . any way in which you can
fulfill your pledge . . . even by her getting a divorce

Newl and, don't give her up because of ne!"

His surprise at discovering that her fears had

fastened upon an episode so rempte and so conpletely of
the past as his love-affair with Ms. Thorley Rushworth
gave way to wonder at the generosity of her view

There was sonet hing superhunman in an attitude so

reckl essly unorthodox, and if other problens had not
pressed on himhe woul d have been | ost in wonder at

the prodigy of the Wellands' daughter urging himto
marry his former mstress. But he was still dizzy with
the glinpse of the precipice they had skirted, and ful

of a new awe at the nystery of young-girl hood.



For a monent he coul d not speak; then he said:

"There is no pledge--no obligation whatever--of the

kind you think. Such cases don't always--present thenselves
quite as sinply as . . . But that's no matter . . . |

| ove your generosity, because | feel as you do about

those things . . . | feel that each case nust be judged
individually, onits own nerits . . . irrespective of stupid
conventionalities . . . | nmean, each wonan's right

to her liberty--" He pulled hinself up, startled by the
turn his thoughts had taken, and went on, |ooking at

her with a smle: "Since you understand so nany things,
dearest, can't you go a little farther, and understand

t he usel essness of our submitting to another form of

the same foolish conventionalities? If there's no one

and not hing between us, isn't that an argunent for

marryi ng qui ckly, rather than for nore del ay?"

She flushed with joy and lifted her face to his; as he
bent to it he saw that her eyes were full of happy tears.
But in another monent she seenmed to have descended
fromher womanly em nence to hel pl ess and ti norous

gi rl hood; and he understood that her courage and
initiative were all for others, and that she had none for
herself. 1t was evident that the effort of speaking had
been much greater than her studied conposure betrayed,
and that at his first word of reassurance she had dropped
back into the usual, as a too-adventurous child takes

refuge in its nother's arns.

Archer had no heart to go on pleading with her; he
was too nuch disappointed at the vani shing of the new

bei ng who had cast that one deep | ook at himfrom her



transparent eyes. May seened to be aware of his
di sappoi ntnent, but w thout knowing howto alleviate it;

and they stood up and wal ked silently hone.

Your cousin the Countess called on nother while
you were away," Janey Archer announced to her

brother on the evening of his return

The young man, who was dining alone with his

nmot her and sister, glanced up in surprise and saw Ms.
Archer's gaze denurely bent on her plate. Ms. Archer
did not regard her seclusion fromthe world as a reason
for being forgotten by it; and New and guessed t hat

she was slightly annoyed that he should be surprised by

Madame O enska's visit.

"She had on a bl ack vel vet polonaise with jet

buttons, and a tiny green nonkey nuff; | never saw her so
stylishly dressed," Janey continued. "She cane al one,
early on Sunday afternoon; luckily the fire was it in
the drawi ng-room She had one of those new card-

cases. She said she wanted to know us because you'd

been so good to her.™

Newl and | aughed. "Madane d enska al ways takes
that tone about her friends. She's very happy at being

among her own peopl e again."”

"Yes, so she told us," said Ms. Archer. "I nust say

she seens thankful to be here.”



"I hope you liked her, nother."

Ms. Archer drew her lips together. "She certainly
| ays herself out to please, even when she is calling on

an old lady."

"Mt her doesn't think her sinple,” Janey interjected,

her eyes screwed upon her brother's face.

"I't's just ny old-fashioned feeling; dear May is ny

ideal ," said Ms. Archer

"Ah," said her son, "they're not alike."

Archer had left St. Augustine charged wth nany
messages for old Ms. Mngott; and a day or two after his

return to town he called on her

The old | ady received himw th unusual warnth; she

was grateful to himfor persuading the Countess O enska
to give up the idea of a divorce; and when he told her
that he had deserted the office without |eave, and rushed
down to St. Augustine sinply because he wanted to see
May, she gave an adi pose chuckl e and patted his knee

wi th her puff-ball hand.

"Ah, ah--so you kicked over the traces, did you?
And | suppose Augusta and Welland pulled | ong faces,
and behaved as if the end of the world had cone? But

little May--she knew better, 1'Il be bound?”

"I hoped she did; but after all she wouldn't agree to



what |'d gone down to ask for."

"Woul dn't she i ndeed? And what was that?"

"I wanted to get her to pronise that we should be

married in April. What's the use of our wasting another year?"

M's. Manson M ngott screwed up her little nouth

into a grinace of mimc prudery and tw nkled at him
through malicious lids. " Ask Mamma,' | suppose--

the usual story. Ah, these Mngotts--all alikel Born in
arut, and you can't root '"emout of it. Wien | built
this house you' d have thought | was noving to California!
Nobody ever HAD built above Fortieth Street--no,

says |, nor above the Battery either, before Christopher
Col unbus di scovered Anmerica. No, no; not one of
themwants to be different; they' re as scared of it as the
smal | -pox. Ah, ny dear M. Archer, | thank ny stars
I''mnothing but a vulgar Spicer; but there's not one of

my own children that takes after ne but ny little

Ellen." She broke off, still twinkling at him and asked,
with the casual irrelevance of old age: "Now, why in

the world didn't you marry ny little Ellen?"

Archer |aughed. "For one thing, she wasn't there to

be married."”

"No--to be sure; nore's the pity. And nowit's too
late; her life is finished." She spoke with the col d-
bl ooded conpl acency of the aged throwing earth into

the grave of young hopes. The young nan's heart grew
chill, and he said hurriedly: "Can't | persuade you to

use your influence with the Wellands, Ms. Mngott?



wasn't nmade for | ong engagenents."”

A d Catherine beaned on himapprovingly. "No;

can see that. You've got a quick eye. Wen you were a
little boy |I've no doubt you liked to be helped first."
She threw back her head with a | augh that nade her
chins ripple like little waves. "Ah, here's ny Ellen

now " she exclaimed, as the portieres parted behind

her.

Madane O enska cane forward with a snmile. Her
face | ooked vivid and happy, and she held out her hand
gaily to Archer while she stooped to her grandnother's

Ki ss.

"I was just saying to him ny dear: "~ Now, why

didn't you marry ny little Ellen?" "

Madane O enska | ooked at Archer, still smiling. "And

what di d he answer?"

"Ch, ny darling, | leave you to find that out! He's

been down to Florida to see his sweetheart."

"Yes, | know." She still looked at him "I went to see
your nmother, to ask where you'd gone. | sent a note
that you never answered, and | was afraid you were

He nmuttered sonet hing about | eaving unexpectedly,
in a great hurry, and having intended to wite to her

fromSt. Augustine.

"And of course once you were there you never thought



of me again!" She continued to beamon himwith a
gai ety that nmight have been a studied assunption of

i ndi fference.

"If she still needs ne, she's determined not to let me
see it," he thought, stung by her manner. He wanted to
thank her for having been to see his nother, but under
the ancestress's malicious eye he felt hinself tongue-

tied and constrai ned.

"Look at him-in such hot haste to get married that

he took French | eave and rushed down to inplore the
silly girl on his knees! That's sonething |ike a |over--
that's the way handsone Bob Spicer carried off ny

poor nother; and then got tired of her before |I was
weaned- -t hough they only had to wait ei ght nonths

for me! But there--you're not a Spicer, young nan;
luckily for you and for May. [It's only ny poor Ellen
that has kept any of their w cked blood; the rest of

themare all nmodel M ngotts,"” cried the old |ady

scornful ly.

Archer was aware that Madanme d enska, who had

seated herself at her grandnother's side, was stil
thoughtfully scrutinising him The gaiety had faded
fromher eyes, and she said with great gentleness: "Surely,
Granny, we can persuade them between us to do as he

w shes. "

Archer rose to go, and as his hand net Madame
O enska's he felt that she was waiting for himto nmake

sone allusion to her unanswered | etter



"When can | see you?" he asked, as she wal ked with

himto the door of the room

"Whenever you like; but it nmust be soon if you want

to see the little house again. | am noving next week."

A pang shot through himat the nmenmory of his
lanplit hours in the | ow studded drawi ng-room Few

as they had been, they were thick with nmenories.

"Tonorr ow eveni ng?"

She nodded. "Tonorrow, yes; but early. |'mgoing

out .

The next day was a Sunday, and if she were "going

out" on a Sunday evening it could, of course, be only

to Ms. Leruel Struthers's. He felt a slight novenent
of annoyance, not so nuch at her going there (for he

rat her |iked her going where she pleased in spite of the
van der Luydens), but because it was the kind of house
at which she was sure to neet Beaufort, where she

nmust have known beforehand that she woul d neet

hi m - and where she was probably going for that

pur pose.

"Very well; tonorrow evening," he repeated, inwardly
resol ved that he would not go early, and that by reaching
her door late he would either prevent her from

going to Ms. Struthers's, or else arrive after she had

started--which, all things considered, would no doubt

be the sinplest solution.



It was only hal f-past eight, after all, when he rang the
bell under the wisteria; not as |ate as he had intended
by half an hour--but a singular restlessness had driven
himto her door. He reflected, however, that Ms.
Struthers's Sunday evenings were not like a ball, and
that her guests, as if to minimse their delinquency,

usual ly went early.

The one thing he had not counted on, in entering

Madane O enska's hall, was to find hats and overcoats
there. Wiy had she bidden himto cone early if she

was having people to dine? On a closer inspection of

the garnments besides which Nastasia was laying his

own, his resentnment gave way to curiosity. The overcoats
were in fact the very strangest he had ever seen

under a polite roof; and it took but a glance to assure
hi nsel f that neither of them belonged to Julius Beaufort.
One was a shaggy yellow ul ster of "reach-ne-

down" cut, the other a very old and rusty cloak with a
cape--sonething like what the French called a "Macfarl ane."
This garnent, which appeared to be nade for

a person of prodigious size, had evidently seen | ong

and hard wear, and its greenish-black folds gave out a
moi st sawdusty smell suggestive of prol onged sessions

agai nst bar-roomwalls. On it lay a ragged grey scarf

and an odd felt hat of seniclerical shape.

Archer raised his eyebrows enquiringly at Nastasia,
who raised hers in return with a fatalistic "Ga!" as

she threw open the draw ng-room door.

The young man saw at once that his hostess was not

in the room then, with surprise, he discovered another



| ady standing by the fire. This lady, who was long, |ean
and | oosely put together, was clad in raiment intricately
| ooped and fringed, with plaids and stripes and

bands of plain colour disposed in a design to which the
clue seened nmissing. Her hair, which had tried to turn
white and only succeeded in fading, was surnounted

by a Spani sh conb and bl ack | ace scarf, and silk mittens,

vi si bly darned, covered her rheumatic hands.

Beside her, in a cloud of cigar-snoke, stood the

owners of the two overcoats, both in norning clothes
that they had evidently not taken off since nmorning. In
one of the two, Archer, to his surprise, recognised Ned
Wnsett; the other and ol der, who was unknown to

him and whose gigantic frane declared himto be the

wearer of the "Macfarlane,” had a feebly | eonine head
with crunpled grey hair, and noved his arns with
| arge pawi ng gestures, as though he were distributing

| ay blessings to a kneeling nultitude.

These three persons stood together on the hearth-

rug, their eyes fixed on an extraordinarily |arge bouquet
of crinson roses, with a knot of purple pansies at

their base, that lay on the sofa where Madane O enska

usual ly sat.

"What they nust have cost at this season--though of
course it's the sentinment one cares about!" the | ady was

saying in a sighing staccato as Archer came in.

The three turned with surprise at his appearance,

and t he | ady, advancing, held out her hand.



"Dear M. Archer--al nost ny cousin New and!"

she said. "I amthe Marchi oness Manson."
Archer bowed, and she continued: "M/ Ellen has
taken me in for a few days. | canme from Cuba, where

have been spending the winter with Spanish friends--

such delightful distinguished people: the highest nobility
of old Castile--how | w sh you could know t hem

But | was called away by our dear great friend here

Dr. Carver. You don't know Dr. Agathon Carver,

founder of the Valley of Love Conmunity?"

Dr. Carver inclined his | eonine head, and the
Mar chi oness conti nued: "Ah, New York--New Yor k- - how
little the life of the spirit has reached it! But | see you

do know M. Wnsett."

"Ch, yes--1 reached himsone tinme ago; but not by

that route," Wnsett said with his dry snile.

The Mar chi oness shook her head reprovingly. "How
do you know, M. Wnsett? The spirit bloweth where it

listeth."

"List--oh, list!" interjected Dr. Carver in a stentorian

mur mur .

"But do sit down, M. Archer. W four have been

having a delightful little dinner together, and nmy child
has gone up to dress. She expects you; she will be

down in a nonent. W were just adnmiring these narvell ous
flowers, which will surprise her when she

reappears.”



W nsett remained on his feet. "I'mafraid | nust be
of f. Pl ease tell Madane A enska that we shall all fee
| ost when she abandons our street. This house has been

an oasis."

"Ah, but she won't abandon YOU. Poetry and art are

the breath of life to her. It IS poetry you wite, M.
W nsett ?"
"Well, no; but | sonetines read it," said Wnsett,

i ncluding the group in a general nod and slipping out

of the room

"A caustic spirit--un peu sauvage. But so witty; Dr.

Carver, you DO think himw tty?"

"I never think of wit," said Dr. Carver severely.

"Ah--ah--you never think of wit! How nerciless he

is to us weak nortals, M. Archer! But he lives only in

the life of the spirit; and tonight he is nentally preparing
the lecture he is to deliver presently at Ms. Blenker's.

Dr. Carver, would there be tinme, before you start for

the Bl enkers' to explain to M. Archer your illum nating

di scovery of the Direct Contact? But no; | see it is

nearly nine o' clock, and we have no right to detain you

while so many are waiting for your nessage."

Dr. Carver |ooked slightly disappointed at this
concl usi on, but, having conpared his ponderous gold tine-
pi ece with Madane O enska's little travelling-clock, he

reluctantly gathered up his mghty linbs for departure.



"I shall see you later, dear friend?" he suggested to
t he Marchioness, who replied with a snile: "As soon
as Ellen's carriage cones | will join you; | do hope the

| ecture won't have begun.”

Dr. Carver |ooked thoughtfully at Archer. "Perhaps,
if this young gentleman is interested in my experiences,

Ms. Blenker mght allow you to bring himw th you?"

"Ch, dear friend, if it were possible--1 amsure she
woul d be too happy. But | fear ny Ellen counts on M.

Archer herself."

"That," said Dr. Carver, "is unfortunate--but here
is my card." He handed it to Archer, who read on it, in

CGot hi ¢ characters:

| Agat hon Carter |
| The Valley of Love [

| Kittasquattamy, N Y. |

Dr. Carver bowed hinself out, and Ms. Manson,
with a sigh that might have been either of regret or

relief, again waved Archer to a seat.

"Ellen will be down in a nonent; and before she

comes, | amso glad of this quiet noment with you."

Archer murrmured his pleasure at their meeting, and

t he Marchi oness continued, in her |ow sighing accents:



"I know everything, dear M. Archer--ny child has
told me all you have done for her. Your w se advice:
your courageous firmmess--thank heaven it was not

too late!"

The young man |istened with considerabl e
enbarrassnent. WAs there any one, he wondered, to whom
Madane O enska had not proclainmed his intervention

in her private affairs?

"Madanme O enska exaggerates; | sinply gave her a

| egal opinion, as she asked ne to."

"Ah, but in doing it--in doing it you were the
unconsci ous instrument of--of--what word have we noderns
for Providence, M. Archer?" cried the lady, tilting

her head on one side and drooping her |lids nysteriously.
"Little did you know that at that very nonent |

was bei ng appeal ed to: being approached, in fact--from

the other side of the Atlantic!"

She gl anced over her shoul der, as though fearful of

bei ng overheard, and then, drawi ng her chair nearer

and raising a tiny ivory fan to her |ips, breathed behind
it: "By the Count hinself--ny poor, mad, foolish

A enski; who asks only to take her back on her own

terns."

"CGood God!" Archer exclainmed, springing up

"You are horrified? Yes, of course; | understand. |
don't defend poor Stanislas, though he has always call ed

me his best friend. He does not defend hinsel f--he



casts hinself at her feet: in ny person." She tapped her

enmaci ated bosom "I have his letter here."

"A letter?--Has Madane O enska seen it?" Archer
stamered, his brain whirling with the shock of the

announcenent .

The Mar chi oness Manson shook her head softly.
"Time--tine; | must have tine. | know ny Ellen--
haughty, intractable; shall | say, just a shade

unf or gi vi ng?"

"But, good heavens, to forgive is one thing; to go

back into that hell--"

"Ah, yes," the Marchi oness acqui esced. "So she

describes it--ny sensitive childl But on the material side,
M. Archer, if one may stoop to consider such things;

do you know what she is giving up? Those roses there

on the sofa--acres |like them under glass and in the

open, in his matchless terraced gardens at Nice! Jewels--
historic pearls: the Sobieski eneralds--sables,--but she
cares nothing for all these!l Art and beauty, those she
does care for, she lives for, as | always have; and those
al so surrounded her. Pictures, priceless furniture, nusic,
brilliant conversation--ah, that, my dear young

man, if you'll excuse ne, is what you' ve no conception

of here! And she had it all; and the honage of the
greatest. She tells nme she is not thought handsone in

New Yor k--good heavens! Her portrait has been painted
nine tines; the greatest artists in Europe have begged

for the privilege. Are these things nothing? And the

renorse of an adoring husband?"



As the Marchi oness Manson rose to her clinmax her
face assunmed an expression of ecstatic retrospection
whi ch woul d have noved Archer's mirth had he not

been nunb with amazenent.

He woul d have |l aughed if any one had foretold to
himthat his first sight of poor Medora Manson woul d
have been in the guise of a nessenger of Satan; but he
was in no mood for |aughing now, and she seened to
himto conme straight out of the hell fromwhich Ellen

a enska had just escaped.

"She knows nothing yet--of all this?" he asked

abruptly.

Ms. Manson laid a purple finger on her lips.

"Not hing directly--but does she suspect? Wo can tell?
truth is, M. Archer, | have been waiting to see you
From the nmonment | heard of the firmstand you had
taken, and of your influence over her, | hoped it m ght
be possible to count on your support--to convince

you .

"That she ought to go back? | would rather see her

dead!" cried the young man violently.

"Ah," the Marchi oness nmurnured, w thout visible

The

resentnent. For a while she sat in her armchair, opening

and shutting the absurd ivory fan between her
mttened fingers; but suddenly she lifted her head and

| i stened.

"Here she cones,"” she said in a rapid whisper; and



then, pointing to the bouquet on the sofa: "AmIl to
understand that you prefer THAT, M. Archer? After all,

marriage is marriage . . . and ny niece is still a wife.

XVILT.

What are you two plotting together, aunt Medora?"

Madame O enska cried as she cane into the room

She was dressed as if for a ball. Everything about her
shi mered and glinmered softly, as if her dress had
been woven out of candl e-beans; and she carried her
head high, like a pretty worman chal |l engi ng a roonfu

of rivals.

"W were saying, ny dear, that here was sonething
beautiful to surprise you with," Ms. Mnson rejoi ned,

rising to her feet and pointing archly to the fl owers.

Madane O enska stopped short and | ooked at the

bouquet. Her col our did not change, but a sort of

whi te radi ance of anger ran over her |ike sumer [|ightning.
"Ah," she exclainmed, in a shrill voice that the

young nan had never heard, "who is ridicul ous enough

to send ne a bouquet? Wy a bouquet? And why

tonight of all nights? | amnot going to a ball; | am not
a girl engaged to be married. But sone people are

al ways ridicul ous."

She turned back to the door, opened it, and called

out: "Nastasial"

The ubi qui t ous handnmai den pronptly appeared, and



Archer heard Madame O enska say, in an Italian that

she seenmed to pronounce with intentional deliberateness
in order that he mght followit: "Here--throw

this into the dustbin!" and then, as Nastasia stared
protestingly: "But no--it's not the fault of the poor
flowers. Tell the boy to carry themto the house three
doors away, the house of M. Wnsett, the dark gentlenan
who dined here. Hs wifeis ill--they may give her

pl easure . . . The boy is out, you say? Then, ny dear
one, run yourself; here, put ny cloak over you and fly.
I want the thing out of the house imediately! And, as

you live, don't say they conme fromne!"

She flung her velvet opera cloak over the maid's

shoul ders and turned back into the draw ng-room shutting
the door sharply. Her bosomwas rising high under

its lace, and for a nonment Archer thought she was

about to cry; but she burst into a |augh instead, and

| ooki ng fromthe Marchi oness to Archer, asked abruptly:

"And you two--have you nade friends!"

"It's for M. Archer to say, darling; he has waited

patiently while you were dressing."

"Yes--1 gave you tinme enough: ny hair wouldn't

go," Madane O enska said, raising her hand to the
heaped-up curls of her chignon. "But that rem nds ne:
| see Dr. Carver is gone, and you'll be late at the

Bl enkers'. M. Archer, will you put ny aunt in the

carriage?"

She foll owed the Marchioness into the hall, saw her

fitted into a niscellaneous heap of overshoes, shaw s



and tippets, and called fromthe doorstep: "Mnd, the
carriage is to be back for me at ten!" Then she returned
to the draw ng-room where Archer, on re-entering it,
found her standing by the nmantel pi ece, exam ning herself
inthe mrror. It was not usual, in New York

society, for a lady to address her parlour-maid as "ny
dear one," and send her out on an errand wapped in

her own opera-cloak; and Archer, through all his deeper
feelings, tasted the pleasurable excitenent of being in a

wor | d where action followed on enption with such

A ynpi an speed.

Madanme O enska did not nove when he cane up
behi nd her, and for a second their eyes nmet in the
mrror; then she turned, threw herself into her sofa-

corner, and sighed out: "There's time for a cigarette.”

He handed her the box and lit a spill for her; and as
the flame flashed up into her face she glanced at him
with laughing eyes and said: "Wiat do you think of ne

in a tenper?”

Archer paused a nonent; then he answered with
sudden resolution: "It makes ne understand what your

aunt has been sayi ng about you."

"I knew she'd been tal ki ng about nme. Well?"

"She said you were used to all kinds of things--
spl endours and anusenents and excitenents--that we

coul d never hope to give you here.”

Madane O enska sniled faintly into the circle of

snoke about her i ps.



"Medora is incorrigibly romantic. It has nmade up to

her for so nmany things!"

Archer hesitated again, and again took his risk. "Ils your

aunt's ronmantici sm al ways consistent with accuracy?"

"You mean: does she speak the truth?" Her niece
considered. "Well, I'll tell you: in alnost everything she
says, there's sonmething true and sonething untrue. But

why do you ask? Wsat has she been telling you?”

He | ooked away into the fire, and then back at her
shining presence. His heart tightened with the thought
that this was their last evening by that fireside, and that

in a nonent the carriage would cone to carry her away.

"She says--she pretends that Count O enski has asked

her to persuade you to go back to him"

Madame O enska made no answer. She sat notionless,
hol di ng her cigarette in her half-lifted hand. The
expressi on of her face had not changed; and Archer
renenbered that he had before noticed her apparent

i ncapacity for surprise

"You knew, then?" he broke out.

She was silent for so long that the ash dropped from
her cigarette. She brushed it to the floor. "She has

hinted about a letter: poor darling! Medora' s hints--"

"I's it at your husband's request that she has arrived

here suddenl y?"



Madanme O enska seened to consider this question

al so. "There again: one can't tell. She told ne she had
had a “spiritual sumons,' whatever that is, fromDr.
Carver. |I'mafraid she's going to marry Dr. Carver

poor Medora, there's always sone one she wants to

marry. But perhaps the people in Cuba just got tired of
her! | think she was with themas a sort of paid

conmpanion. Really, | don't know why she cane."

"But you do believe she has a letter fromyour

husband?"

Agai n Madanme d enska brooded silently; then she

said: "After all, it was to be expected."

The young man rose and went to | ean agai nst the
fireplace. A sudden restl essness possessed him and he
was tongue-tied by the sense that their nminutes were
nunbered, and that at any nonent he night hear the

wheel s of the returning carriage.

"You know that your aunt believes you will go back?"

Madane O enska rai sed her head quickly. A deep
bl ush rose to her face and spread over her neck and
shoul ders. She bl ushed sel dom and painfully, as if it

hurt her |ike a burn.

"Many cruel things have been believed of ne," she

sai d.

"Ch, Ellen--forgive nme; I'ma fool and a brute!"



She smled a little. "You are horribly nervous; you
have your own troubles. | know you think the Wl I ands

are unreasonabl e about your marriage, and of

course | agree with you. |In Europe people don't understand
our long Anmerican engagenents; | suppose they
are not as calmas we are." She pronounced the "we"

with a faint enphasis that gave it an ironic sound.

Archer felt the irony but did not dare to take it up
After all, she had perhaps purposely deflected the
conversation fromher own affairs, and after the pain his
| ast words had evidently caused her he felt that all he
could do was to follow her lead. But the sense of the
wani ng hour made hi m desperate: he coul d not bear

the thought that a barrier of words should drop

bet ween t hem agai n.

"Yes," he said abruptly; "I went south to ask My
to marry ne after Easter. There's no reason why we

shoul dn't be married then."

"And May adores you--and yet you couldn't convince
her? | thought her too intelligent to be the slave

of such absurd superstitions.”

"She 1S too intelligent--she's not their slave."

Madanme O enska | ooked at him "Well, then--1 don't

under stand. "

Archer reddened, and hurried on with a rush. "W
had a frank tal k--alnost the first. She thinks ny

i npati ence a bad sign."



"Merciful heavens--a bad sign?"

"She thinks it nmeans that | can't trust nyself to go

on caring for her. She thinks, in short, | want to marry
her at once to get away from sone one that |--care for
nore."

Madane O enska exam ned this curiously. "But if

she thinks that--why isn't she in a hurry too?"

"Because she's not like that: she's so much nobl er
She insists all the nore on the | ong engagenent, to give

me tinme--"

"Time to give her up for the other worman?"

"I'f I want to."

Madane O enska | eaned toward the fire and gazed
intoit with fixed eyes. Down the quiet street Archer

heard the approaching trot of her horses.

"That IS noble,” she said, with a slight break in her

Voi ce.

"Yes. But it's ridiculous."

"Ri di cul ous? Because you don't care for any one

el se?"

"Because | don't nean to marry any one el se."

"Ah." There was another long interval. At length she



| ooked up at himand asked: "This other wonman--

does she | ove you?"

"Ch, there's no other woman; | mean, the person

that May was thinking of is--was never--"

"Then, why, after all, are you in such haste?"

"There's your carriage," said Archer

She hal f-rose and | ooked about her with absent eyes.
Her fan and gloves lay on the sofa beside her and she

pi cked them up nechanically.

"Yes; | suppose | mnust be going."

"You're going to Ms. Struthers's?"

"Yes." She sniled and added: "I nust go where | am
invited, or |I should be too lonely. Wy not conme with

me?"

Archer felt that at any cost he nust keep her beside
him mnust make her give himthe rest of her evening.

I gnoring her question, he continued to | ean agai nst the
chi mey-pi ece, his eyes fixed on the hand in which she
hel d her gloves and fan, as if watching to see if he had

the power to nake her drop them

"May guessed the truth," he said. "There is another

wonman- - but not the one she thinks."

Ell en A enska made no answer, and did not nove.

After a nonment he sat down beside her, and, taking



her hand, softly unclasped it, so that the gloves and fan

fell on the sofa between them

She started up, and freeing herself from himnoved
away to the other side of the hearth. "Ah, don't nake
Il ove to me! Too many peopl e have done that," she

sai d, frowning

Archer, changing colour, stood up also: it was the
bitterest rebuke she could have given him "I have

never rmade love to you," he said, "and | never shall.
But you are the woman | would have married if it had

been possible for either of us."

"Possible for either of us?" She |looked at himwith
unf ei gned astoni shnment. "And you say that--when it's

you who' ve nmade it inpossible?”

He stared at her, groping in a blackness through

which a single arrow of light tore its blinding way.

"I''"VE made it inpossible--?"

"You, you, YOU" she cried, her lip trenbling like a
child' s on the verge of tears. "Isn't it you who nade ne
gi ve up divorcing--give it up because you showed me

how sel fish and wi cked it was, how one nust sacrifice

one's self to preserve the dignity of marriage . . . and to
spare one's famly the publicity, the scandal ? And

because ny fam |y was going to be your fanmly--for

May' s sake and for yours--1 did what you told ne,

what you proved to ne that | ought to do. Ah," she

broke out with a sudden laugh, "I've nade no secret of



havi ng done it for you!"

She sank down on the sofa again, crouching anong
the festive ripples of her dress like a stricken masquerader
and the young man stood by the fireplace and

continued to gaze at her wi thout noving.

"Good God," he groaned. "Wen | thought--"

"You t hought ?"

"Ah, don't ask me what | thought!"

Still looking at her, he saw the sane burning flush
creep up her neck to her face. She sat upright, facing

himwith a rigid dignity.

"I do ask you."

"Well, then: there were things in that letter you

asked ne to read--"

"My husband's letter?"

"Yes."

"I had nothing to fear fromthat letter: absolutely
nothing! Al | feared was to bring notoriety, scandal

on the famly--on you and May."

"Good God," he groaned again, bowing his face in

hi s hands.

The silence that followed lay on themw th the wei ght



of things final and irrevocable. |t seened to Archer to
be crushing himdown |ike his own grave-stone; in all
the wi de future he saw nothing that would ever lift that
load fromhis heart. He did not nove fromhis place, or
rai se his head fromhis hands; his hidden eyeballs went

on staring into utter darkness.

"At least | loved you--" he brought out.

On the other side of the hearth, fromthe sofa-corner
where he supposed that she still crouched, he heard a
faint stifled crying like a child's. He started up and

canme to her side

"Ellenl \What nadness! Wy are you crying? Nothing' s
done that can't be undone. I'mstill free, and

you're going to be." He had her in his arns, her face
like a wet flower at his lips, and all their vain terrors
shrivelling up Iike ghosts at sunrise. The one thing that
astoni shed hi m now was that he should have stood for

five minutes arguing with her across the width of the

room when just touching her nade everything so sinple.

She gave himback all his kiss, but after a nonent he
felt her stiffening in his arns, and she put him aside

and stood up.

"Ah, ny poor New and--1 suppose this had to be.

But it doesn't in the least alter things," she said, |ooking

down at himin her turn fromthe hearth.

"It alters the whole of life for ne.

"No, no--it nmustn't, it can't. You're engaged to



May Welland; and |'mnmarried.”

He stood up too, flushed and resolute. "Nonsense!
It's too late for that sort of thing. W've no right tolie
to other people or to ourselves. W won't talk of your

marri age; but do you see ne narrying May after this?"

She stood silent, resting her thin el bows on the nantel pi ece,
her profile reflected in the glass behind her. One
of the I ocks of her chignon had beconme | cosened and

hung on her neck; she | ooked haggard and al nost ol d.

"I don't see you," she said at length, "putting that

question to May. Do you?"

He gave a reckless shrug. "It's too late to do

anyt hing el se."

"You say that because it's the easiest thing to say at
this monment--not because it's true. In reality it's too

|ate to do anything but what we'd both decided on."

"Ah, | don't understand you!"

She forced a pitiful smle that pinched her face

i nstead of snoothing it. "You don't understand because
you haven't yet guessed how you' ve changed things for
me: oh, fromthe first--long before I knew all you'd

done. "

"All I'd done?"

"Yes. | was perfectly unconscious at first that people

here were shy of ne--that they thought | was a dreadfu



sort of person. It seens they had even refused to
meet me at dinner. | found that out afterward; and
how you'd made your nother go with you to the van

der Luydens'; and how you'd insisted on announcing
your engagenent at the Beaufort ball, so that | night

have two fanmilies to stand by ne instead of one--"

At that he broke into a | augh

"Just imagine," she said, "how stupid and unobservant

I was! | knew nothing of all this till Granny

blurted it out one day. New York sinply neant peace
and freedomto nme: it was comng hone. And | was so
happy at being anong nmy own people that every one

met seened kind and good, and glad to see nme. But
fromthe very beginning," she continued, "I felt there
was no one as kind as you; no one who gave ne

reasons that | understood for doing what at first seened
so hard and--unnecessary. The very good people didn't
convince ne; | felt they'd never been tenpted. But you
knew, you understood; you had felt the world outside
tugging at one with all its gol den hands--and yet you
hated the things it asks of one; you hated happi ness
bought by disloyalty and cruelty and indifference. That
was what |'d never known before--and it's better than

anything I've known."

She spoke in a | ow even voice, without tears or

visible agitation; and each word, as it dropped from

her, fell into his breast like burning lead. He sat bowed
over, his head between his hands, staring at the hearthrug,
and at the tip of the satin shoe that showed under

her dress. Suddenly he knelt down and ki ssed the shoe.



She bent over him |laying her hands on his shoul ders,
and | ooking at himwith eyes so deep that he renmi ned

nmot i onl ess under her gaze.

"Ah, don't let us undo what you've done!" she cried.
"I can't go back now to that other way of thinking.

can't love you unless | give you up."

H s arms were yearning up to her; but she drew
away, and they renai ned facing each other, divided by
the di stance that her words had created. Then, abruptly,

hi s anger overfl owed.

"And Beaufort? |Is he to replace nme?"

As the words sprang out he was prepared for an
answering flare of anger; and he woul d have wel coned
it as fuel for his own. But Madane d enska only grew
a shade paler, and stood with her arnms hangi ng down
before her, and her head slightly bent, as her way was

when she pondered a questi on.

"He's waiting for you now at Ms. Struthers's; why

don't you go to hin®" Archer sneered

She turned to ring the bell. "I shall not go out this
evening; tell the carriage to go and fetch the Signora

Mar chesa, " she said when the maid cane.

After the door had closed again Archer continued to
|l ook at her with bitter eyes. "Wy this sacrifice? Since

you tell me that you' re lonely I've no right to keep you



fromyour friends."

She smiled a little under her wet lashes. "I shan't be
lonely now. | WAS lonely; | WAS afraid. But the enptiness
and the darkness are gone; when | turn back into

myself now |l'mlike a child going at night into a room

where there's always a light."

Her tone and her look still enveloped her in a soft
i naccessibility, and Archer groaned out again: "I don't

under stand you!"

"Yet you understand May!"

He reddened under the retort, but kept his eyes on

her. "May is ready to give ne up."

"What! Three days after you've entreated her on

your knees to hasten your marriage?"

"She's refused; that gives ne the right--"

"Ah, you've taught ne what an ugly word that is,

she sai d.

He turned away with a sense of utter weariness. He
felt as though he had been struggling for hours up the
face of a steep precipice, and now, just as he had
fought his way to the top, his hold had given way and

he was pitching down headl ong i nto darkness.

If he could have got her in his arns again he m ght
have swept away her argunents; but she still held him

at a distance by sonething inscrutably aloof in her |ook



and attitude, and by his own awed sense of her sincerity.

At | ength he began to pl ead again.

"If we do this nowit will be worse afterward--worse

for every one--"

"No--no--no!" she al nbst screaned, as if he frightened her

At that nonment the bell sent a long tinkle through
the house. They had heard no carriage stopping at the
door, and they stood notionl ess, |ooking at each ot her

with startled eyes.

Qutside, Nastasia's step crossed the hall, the outer
door opened, and a nmonent |ater she cane in carrying

a tel egram whi ch she handed to the Countess O enska.

"The |l ady was very happy at the flowers,"” Nastasia
sai d, snoothing her apron. "She thought it was her
signor marito who had sent them and she cried a little

and said it was a folly."

Her mistress smled and took the yell ow envel ope.
She tore it open and carried it to the | anp; then, when
the door had cl osed again, she handed the telegramto

Ar cher.

It was dated from St. Augustine, and addressed to

the Countess Oenska. In it he read: "G anny's telegram
successful. Papa and Mama agree narriage after

Easter. Amtel egraphing New and. Amtoo happy

for words and | ove you dearly. Your grateful My."



Hal f an hour |ater, when Archer unl ocked his own
front-door, he found a sinilar envel ope on the hall-table
on top of his pile of notes and letters. The nessage

i nside the envel ope was al so from May Wl | and, and

ran as follows: "Parents consent weddi ng Tuesday after
Easter at twelve Grace Church eight bridesnaids

pl ease see Rector so happy |ove May."

Archer crunpled up the yellow sheet as if the gesture
could annihilate the news it contained. Then he pulled
out a small pocket-diary and turned over the pages

with trenbling fingers; but he did not find what he
want ed, and cramm ng the telegraminto his pocket he

nmount ed the stairs.

A light was shining through the door of the little
hal | -room whi ch served Janey as a dressing-room and
boudoi r, and her brother rapped inpatiently on the
panel. The door opened, and his sister stood before
himin her imrenorial purple flannel dressing-gown,
with her hair "on pins." Her face | ooked pal e and

appr ehensi ve.

"Newl and! | hope there's no bad news in that
telegran? | waited on purpose, in case--" (No itemof his

correspondence was safe from Janey.)

He took no notice of her question. "Look here--

what day is Easter this year?"

She | ooked shocked at such unchristian ignorance.
"Easter? Newl and! Wy, of course, the first week in

April. \Wy?"



"The first week?" He turned again to the pages of
his diary, calculating rapidly under his breath. "The
first week, did you say?" He threw back his head with

a | ong | augh.

"For nercy's sake what's the matter?"

"Nothing's the matter, except that |I'mgoing to be

married in a nonth."

Janey fell upon his neck and pressed himto her
purple flannel breast. "OCh New and, how wonder f ul
I"'mso glad! But, dearest, why do you keep on | aughi ng?

Do hush, or you'll wake Mamma."

Book 11

XI'X.

The day was fresh, with a lively spring wind full of
dust. Al the old ladies in both famlies had got out
their faded sables and yellowi ng erm nes, and the snell
of canmphor fromthe front pews al nost snothered the

faint spring scent of the lilies banking the altar

Newl and Archer, at a signal fromthe sexton, had
come out of the vestry and placed hinself with his best

man on the chancel step of Gace Church

The signal neant that the brougham bearing the



bride and her father was in sight; but there was sure to
be a considerable interval of adjustnent and consultation
in the | obby, where the bridesnai ds were already

hovering like a cluster of Easter blossonms. During this
unavoi dabl e | apse of tinme the bridegroom in proof of

hi s eagerness, was expected to expose hinself alone to
the gaze of the assenbl ed conpany; and Archer had

gone through this formality as resignedly as through al
the others which nmade of a nineteenth century New

York wedding a rite that seenmed to belong to the dawn

of history. Everything was equally easy--or equally

pai nful, as one chose to put it--in the path he was
committed to tread, and he had obeyed the flurried

i njunctions of his best man as piously as other bridegroons
had obeyed his own, in the days when he had

gui ded them t hrough the sane | abyrinth

So far he was reasonably sure of having fulfilled all

his obligations. The bridesnmaids' eight bouquets of white
lilac and lilies-of-the-valley had been sent in due tine,
as well as the gold and sapphire sleeve-links of the

ei ght ushers and the best man's cat's-eye scarf-pin;
Archer had sat up half the night trying to vary the
wordi ng of his thanks for the last batch of presents
frommen friends and ex-|ady-loves; the fees for the

Bi shop and the Rector were safely in the pocket of his
best man; his own | uggage was already at Ms. Manson

M ngott's, where the weddi ng-breakfast was to

take place, and so were the travelling clothes into which
he was to change; and a private conpartmnment had been
engaged in the train that was to carry the young couple
to their unknown destination--conceal nent of the spot

in which the bridal night was to be spent being one of



the nmost sacred taboos of the prehistoric ritual

"Cot the ring all right?" whispered young van der
Luyden New and, who was inexperienced in the duties

of a best man, and awed by the wei ght of his responsibility.

Archer nade the gesture which he had seen so nany

bri degroonms make: with his ungloved right hand he

felt in the pocket of his dark grey wai stcoat, and assured
hinself that the little gold circlet (engraved

inside: Newland to May, April ---, 187-) was inits

pl ace; then, resuming his former attitude, his tall hat
and pearl-grey gloves with black stitchings grasped in

his left hand, he stood | ooking at the door of the

chur ch.

Over head, Handel's March swel | ed ponpously through

the imtation stone vaulting, carrying on its waves the
faded drift of the many weddi ngs at which, with cheerfu
i ndi fference, he had stood on the sane chancel step

wat chi ng other brides float up the nave toward other

bri degroons.

"How li ke a first night at the Opera!" he thought,
recognising all the same faces in the same boxes (no,
pews), and wondering if, when the Last Trunp sounded,

Ms. Selfridge Merry would be there with the sane
towering ostrich feathers in her bonnet, and Ms. Beaufort
with the sane dianond earrings and the sane

sm | e--and whether suitable prosceniumseats were

al ready prepared for themin another world.

After that there was still tine to review, one by one,



the famliar countenances in the first rows; the wonen's
sharp with curiosity and excitenent, the nmen's

sulky with the obligation of having to put on their
frock-coats before luncheon, and fight for food at the

weddi ng- br eakf ast .

"Too bad the breakfast is at old Catherine's,"” the

bri degroom coul d fancy Reggi e Chivers saying. "But
I"'mtold that Lovell Mngott insisted on its being cooked
by his own chef, so it ought to be good if one can only
get at it." And he could imagine Sillerton Jackson
adding with authority: "M dear fellow, haven't you
heard? It's to be served at small tables, in the new

English fashion."

Archer's eyes lingered a nmonent on the |eft-hand

pew, where his nother, who had entered the church on

M. Henry van der Luyden's arm sat weeping softly

under her Chantilly veil, her hands in her grandnother's

erm ne nuff.

"Poor Janey!" he thought, |ooking at his sister, "even
by screwi ng her head around she can see only the
people in the few front pews; and they' re nostly dowdy

Newl ands and Dagonets."

On the hither side of the white ribbon dividing off

the seats reserved for the fanm lies he saw Beaufort, tal
and redfaced, scrutinising the wonmen with his arrogant
stare. Beside himsat his wife, all silvery chinchilla and
violets; and on the far side of the ribbon, Law ence
Lefferts's sleekly brushed head seenmed to nount guard

over the invisible deity of "Good Form' who presided

at the cerenony.



Archer wondered how many flaws Lefferts's keen

eyes woul d discover in the ritual of his divinity; then he
suddenly recall ed that he too had once thought such
questions inportant. The things that had filled his days
seenmed now |li ke a nursery parody of life, or like the

wr angl es of medi aeval school men over netaphysical terns
that nobody had ever understood. A storny discussion

as to whether the wedding presents should be "shown"

had darkened the | ast hours before the wedding; and it
seened i nconcei vable to Archer that grown-up people

shoul d work thenselves into a state of agitation over

such trifles, and that the matter should have been deci ded
(in the negative) by Ms. Welland' s saying, with

i ndignant tears: "l should as soon turn the reporters

| oose in ny house. Yet there was a tinme when Archer
had had definite and rather aggressive opinions on al
such probl ens, and when everything concerning the

manners and custons of his little tribe had seened to

hi m fraught with world-w de significance

"And all the while, | suppose,” he thought, "rea
peopl e were living somewhere, and real things happening

to them.

"THERE THEY COVE!" breathed the best man excitedly;

but the bridegroom knew better

The cauti ous opening of the door of the church

meant only that M. Brown the l|ivery-stable keeper
(gowned in black in his intermttent character of sexton)
was taking a prelimnary survey of the scene before

marshal ling his forces. The door was softly shut



again; then after another interval it swng nmajestically
open, and a nurmur ran through the church: "The

famly!"

Ms. Welland came first, on the armof her el dest

son. Her large pink face was appropriately sol enmm, and
her plumcoloured satin with pale blue side-panels, and
blue ostrich plunes in a small satin bonnet, nmet with
general approval; but before she had settled herself
with a stately rustle in the pew opposite Ms. Archer's
the spectators were craning their necks to see who was
comng after her. WId runours had been abroad the

day before to the effect that Ms. Manson Mngott, in
spite of her physical disabilities, had resol ved on being
present at the cerenony; and the idea was so rmuch in
keeping with her sporting character that bets ran high
at the clubs as to her being able to wal k up the nave
and squeeze into a seat. It was known that she had

i nsisted on sending her own carpenter to ook into the
possibility of taking down the end panel of the front
pew, and to neasure the space between the seat and

the front; but the result had been di scouraging, and for
one anxious day her fam |y had wat ched her dallying
with the plan of being wheeled up the nave in her
enornous Bath chair and sitting enthroned in it at the

f oot of the chancel

The idea of this nonstrous exposure of her person

was so painful to her relations that they could have
covered with gold the ingenious person who suddenly

di scovered that the chair was too wide to pass between
the iron uprights of the awning which extended from

the church door to the curbstone. The idea of doing



away with this awning, and revealing the bride to the
mob of dressnmakers and newspaper reporters who stood
outside fighting to get near the joints of the canvas,
exceeded even ol d Catherine's courage, though for a
monent she had wei ghed the possibility. "Wy, they

m ght take a photograph of nmy child AND PUT IT IN THE
PAPERS! " M's. Welland excl ai ned when her nother's

| ast plan was hinted to her; and from this unthinkable
i ndecency the clan recoiled with a collective shudder
The ancestress had had to give in; but her concession
was bought only by the promi se that the weddi ng-
breakfast should take place under her roof, though (as
t he Washi ngton Square connection said) with the
Wel | ands' house in easy reach it was hard to have to make
a special price with Brown to drive one to the other

end of nowhere.

Though all these transactions had been w dely

reported by the Jacksons a sporting minority still clung
to the belief that old Catherine would appear in church
and there was a distinct lowering of the tenperature
when she was found to have been replaced by her
daughter-in-law. Ms. Lovell Mngott had the high col our
and gl assy stare induced in | adies of her age and

habit by the effort of getting into a new dress; but once
t he di sappoi nt nent occasi oned by her nother-in-law s

non- appear ance had subsided, it was agreed that her

bl ack Chantilly over lilac satin, with a bonnet of Parma
violets, fornmed the happiest contrast to Ms. Wlland's
blue and plumcolour. Far different was the inpression
produced by the gaunt and mincing | ady who foll owed

on M. Mngott's arm in a wild dishevel nent of stripes

and fringes and floating scarves; and as this |ast apparition



glided into view Archer's heart contracted and

st opped beati ng.

He had taken it for granted that the Marchioness

Manson was still in Washington, where she had gone

some four weeks previously with her niece, Mdane

O enska. It was generally understood that their abrupt
departure was due to Madane O enska's desire to renove
her aunt fromthe bal eful el oquence of Dr. Agathon
Carver, who had nearly succeeded in enlisting her as a
recruit for the Valley of Love; and in the circunstances
no one had expected either of the ladies to return for
the wedding. For a nmonent Archer stood with his eyes
fixed on Medora's fantastic figure, straining to see who
came behind her; but the little procession was at an
end, for all the lesser nenbers of the fam |y had taken
their seats, and the eight tall ushers, gathering thenselves
together like birds or insects preparing for some

m gratory manoeuvre, were already slipping through

the side doors into the | obby.

"New and--1 say: SHE'S HERE!" the best man whi spered.

Archer roused hinself with a start.

A long time had apparently passed since his heart

had st opped beating, for the white and rosy procession
was in fact half way up the nave, the Bishop, the
Rector and two white-w nged assistants were hovering
about the flower-banked altar, and the first chords of
t he Spohr synphony were strewing their flower-like

notes before the bride.



Archer opened his eyes (but could they really have

been shut, as he inmagined?), and felt his heart beginning
to resunme its usual task. The nusic, the scent of

the lilies on the altar, the vision of the cloud of tulle
and orange-bl ossons floating nearer and nearer, the

sight of Ms. Archer's face suddenly convul sed with

happy sobs, the | ow benedictory nmurmur of the Rector's
voi ce, the ordered evol utions of the eight pink

bri desnmai ds and the ei ght black ushers: all these sights,
sounds and sensations, so familiar in themselves, so
unutterably strange and neaningless in his new relation

to them were confusedly mingled in his brain.

"My God," he thought, "HAVE | got the ring?"--and
once nore he went through the bridegroonis convul sive

gesture.

Then, in a nonent, May was beside him such radi ance
streaming fromher that it sent a faint warnth
t hrough hi s nunbness, and he strai ghtened hinsel f and

smled into her eyes.

"Dearly bel oved, we are gathered together here," the

Rect or began .

The ring was on her hand, the Bishop's benediction

had been given, the bridesnmaids were a-poise to resune
their place in the procession, and the organ was show ng
prelimnary synptons of breaking out into the

Mendel ssohn March, wi thout which no new y-wedded

coupl e had ever energed upon New York.

"Your arm -l SAY, G VE HER YOUR ARM" young

Newl and nervously hissed; and once nore Archer becane



aware of having been adrift far off in the unknown.

What was it that had sent himthere, he

wonder ed? Perhaps the glinpse, anong the anonynous
spectators in the transept, of a dark coil of hair under a
hat which, a nonent |ater, revealed itself as bel onging

to an unknown lady with a long nose, so |aughably unlike

t he person whose i mage she had evoked that he asked

hinself if he were beconmi ng subject to hallucinations.

And now he and his wife were pacing slowy down

the nave, carried forward on the |ight Mendel ssohn
ripples, the spring day beckoning to them through widely
opened doors, and Ms. Welland's chestnuts, with big
white favours on their frontlets, curvetting and show ng

off at the far end of the canvas tunnel

The footman, who had a still bigger white favour on
his | apel, wapped May's white cl oak about her, and
Archer junped into the brougham at her side. She
turned to himwith a triunphant snile and their hands

cl asped under her veil

"Darling!" Archer said--and suddenly the sane bl ack
abyss yawned before himand he felt hinself sinking
into it, deeper and deeper, while his voice ranbled on
snoot hly and cheerfully: "Yes, of course | thought I'd
| ost the ring; no wedding would be conplete if the

poor devil of a bridegroomdidn't go through that. But
you DID keep nme waiting, you know | had tinme to

think of every horror that night possibly happen."”

She surprised himby turning, in full Fifth Avenue,

and flinging her arms about his neck. "But none ever



CAN happen now, can it, Newl and, as long as we two

are together?"

Every detail of the day had been so carefully thought

out that the young couple, after the weddi ng-breakfast,
had anple tine to put on their travelling-clothes,

descend the wide M ngott stairs between | aughing bridesmaids
and weeping parents, and get into the brougham

under the traditional shower of rice and satin slippers;
and there was still half an hour left in which to drive to
the station, buy the |ast weeklies at the bookstall with
the air of seasoned travellers, and settle thenselves in
the reserved conpartnent in which May's naid had

al ready pl aced her dove-col oured travelling cloak and

gl ari ngly new dressing-bag from London

The ol d du Lac aunts at Rhi nebeck had put their

house at the disposal of the bridal couple, with a readi ness
inspired by the prospect of spending a week in

New York with Ms. Archer; and Archer, glad to escape

the usual "bridal suite" in a Philadel phia or Baltinore

hotel, had accepted with an equal alacrity.

May was enchanted at the idea of going to the country,

and childishly anused at the vain efforts of the

ei ght bridesnmaids to discover where their nysterious
retreat was situated. 1t was thought "very English" to
have a country-house lent to one, and the fact gave a

| ast touch of distinction to what was generally

conceded to be the nost brilliant wedding of the year; but
where the house was no one was permtted to know,

except the parents of bride and groom who, when

taxed with the know edge, pursed their lips and said



mysteriously: "Ah, they didn't tell us--" which was

mani festly true, since there was no need to.

Once they were settled in their conpartnent, and the
train, shaking off the endl ess wooden suburbs, had
pushed out into the pale | andscape of spring, talk
became easier than Archer had expected. My was still,
in look and tone, the sinple girl of yesterday, eager to
conpare notes with himas to the incidents of the

weddi ng, and discussing themas inpartially as a bridesmaid
talking it all over with an usher. At first Archer

had fancied that this detachnent was the di sguise of an
inward trenor; but her clear eyes revealed only the

nmost tranquil unawareness. She was alone for the first
time with her husband; but her husband was only the
charmi ng conrade of yesterday. There was no one

whom she |i ked as nmuch, no one whom she trusted as
completely, and the culminating "lark" of the whole
delightful adventure of engagenent and marri age was

to be off with himalone on a journey, |ike a grownup

person, like a "married woman," in fact.

It was wonderful that--as he had |earned in the

M ssion garden at St. Augustine--such depths of feeling
coul d coexist with such absence of imagination. But

he remenbered how, even then, she had surprised him

by droppi ng back to inexpressive girlishness as soon as
her consci ence had been eased of its burden; and he

saw t hat she woul d probably go through life dealing to
the best of her ability with each experience as it cane,
but never anticipating any by so nuch as a stol en

gl ance.



Perhaps that faculty of unawareness was what gave

her eyes their transparency, and her face the | ook of
representing a type rather than a person; as if she

ni ght have been chosen to pose for a Civic Virtue or a

G eek goddess. The blood that ran so close to her fair
skin m ght have been a preserving fluid rather than a
ravagi ng el ement; yet her | ook of indestructible
yout hf ul ness made her seem neither hard nor dull, but only
primtive and pure. In the thick of this neditation
Archer suddenly felt hinmself |ooking at her with the
startled gaze of a stranger, and plunged into a rem niscence
of the weddi ng- breakfast and of Ganny M ngott's

i mrense and triunphant pervasion of it.

May settled down to frank enjoynent of the subject.

"I was surprised, though--weren't you?--that aunt
Medora cane after all. Ellen wote that they were
neither of themwell enough to take the journey; | do
wi sh it had been she who had recovered! Did you see

the exquisite old | ace she sent ne?"

He had known that the nonent nust cone sooner
or later, but he had somewhat inmagined that by force

of willing he mght hold it at bay.

"Yes--1--no: yes, it was beautiful,” he said, |ooking
at her blindly, and wondering if, whenever he heard
those two syllables, all his carefully built-up world

woul d tunbl e about himlike a house of cards.

"Aren't you tired? It will be good to have some tea

when we arrive--1'msure the aunts have got everything

beautifully ready," he rattled on, taking her hand



in his; and her nmind rushed away instantly to the
magni ficent tea and coffee service of Baltinore silver
whi ch the Beauforts had sent, and which "went" so

perfectly with uncle Lovell Mngott's trays and si dedi shes.

In the spring twilight the train stopped at the
Rhi nebeck station, and they wal ked al ong the platform

to the waiting carriage.

"Ah, how awfully kind of the van der Luydens--
they've sent their nan over from Skuytercliff to neet

us," Archer exclainmed, as a sedate person out of livery

approached them and relieved the maid of her bags.

"I"'mextremely sorry, sir," said this em ssary, "that a
little accident has occurred at the Mss du Lacs': a |eak
in the water-tank. It happened yesterday, and M. van

der Luyden, who heard of it this norning, sent a housemaid
up by the early train to get the Patroon's house

ready. It will be quite confortable, | think you'll find,
sir; and the Mss du Lacs have sent their cook over, so

that it will be exactly the sanme as if you'd been at

Rhi nebeck. "

Archer stared at the speaker so blankly that he

repeated in still nore apol ogetic accents: "It'll be exactly
the sane, sir, | do assure you--" and May's eager voice
broke out, covering the enbarrassed silence: "The sane

as Rhi nebeck? The Patroon's house? But it will be a
hundred thousand tines better--won't it, New and?
It's too dear and kind of M. van der Luyden to have

t hought of it."

And as they drove off, with the maid beside the



coachman, and their shining bridal bags on the seat
before them she went on excitedly: "Only fancy, |'ve
never been inside it--have you? The van der Luydens
show it to so few people. But they opened it for Ellen
it seenms, and she told ne what a darling little place it
was: she says it's the only house she's seen in Anmerica

that she could imagi ne being perfectly happy in."

"Well--that's what we're going to be, isn't it?" cried
her husband gaily; and she answered wi th her boyish
smle: "Ah, it's just our |uck beginning--the wonderfu

luck we're always going to have together!"

O course we nust dine with Ms. Carfry, dearest,"”
Archer said; and his wife |ooked at himw th an
anxi ous frown across the nonunental Britannia ware of

their | odgi ng house breakfast-table.

In all the rainy desert of autumal London there

were only two peopl e whomthe Newl and Archers

knew, and these two they had sedul ously avoided, in
conformity with the old New York tradition that it was

not "dignified" to force one's self on the notice of one's

acquai ntances in foreign countries.

Ms. Archer and Janey, in the course of their visits to
Europe, had so unflinchingly lived up to this principle,
and net the friendly advances of their fellowtravellers
with an air of such inpenetrable reserve, that they had

al rost achi eved the record of never havi ng exchanged



a word with a "foreigner" other than those enpl oyed

in hotels and railway-stations. Their own conpatriots--
save those previously known or properly accredited--
they treated with an even nore pronounced di sdain; so
that, unless they ran across a Chivers, a Dagonet or a
M ngott, their nonths abroad were spent in an unbroken
tete-a-tete. But the utnpst precautions are sonetines
unavai l i ng; and one ni ght at Botzen one of the

two English ladies in the roomacross the passage (whose
names, dress and social situation were already intimtely
known to Janey) had knocked on the door and

asked if Ms. Archer had a bottle of lininent. The
other lady--the intruder's sister, Ms. Carfry--had been
seized with a sudden attack of bronchitis; and Ms.
Archer, who never travelled without a conplete fanily
pharmacy, was fortunately able to produce the required

r enedy.

Ms. Carfry was very ill, and as she and her sister

Mss Harle were travelling al one they were profoundly
grateful to the Archer | adies, who supplied themwth
i ngeni ous conforts and whose efficient maid helped to

nurse the invalid back to health.

When the Archers left Botzen they had no idea of

ever seeing Ms. Carfry and Mss Harle again. Nothing,
to Ms. Archer's mnd, would have been nore

"undi gnified" than to force one's self on the notice of a
"foreigner" to whom one had happened to render an
accidental service. But Ms. Carfry and her sister, to
whom this point of view was unknown, and who woul d

have found it utterly inconprehensible, felt thensel ves

Iinked by an eternal gratitude to the "delightful Americans”



who had been so kind at Botzen. Wth touching

fidelity they seized every chance of neeting Ms. Archer
and Janey in the course of their continental travels, and
di spl ayed a supernatural acuteness in finding out when
they were to pass through London on their way to or
fromthe States. The intimacy becane indissoluble, and
Ms. Archer and Janey, whenever they alighted at

Brown's Hotel, found thensel ves awaited by two affectionate
friends who, |ike thenselves, cultivated ferns in
War di an cases, nmmde nacrame | ace, read the nenmoirs

of the Baroness Bunsen and had vi ews about the
occupants of the |eading London pulpits. As Ms. Archer
said, it nade "another thing of London" to know Ms.
Carfry and Mss Harle; and by the tine that New and
becane engaged the tie between the fanilies was so
firmy established that it was thought "only right" to
send a wedding invitation to the two English | adies,

who sent, in return, a pretty bouquet of pressed Al pine
flowers under glass. And on the dock, when New and

and his wife sailed for England, Ms. Archer's |ast

word had been: "You nust take May to see Ms.

Carfry."

Newl and and his wife had had no idea of obeying

this injunction; but Ms. Carfry, with her usual acuteness,
had run them down and sent theman invitation

to dine; and it was over this invitation that May Archer

was wrinkling her brows across the tea and nuffins.

"It's all very well for you, New and; you KNOWthem
But | shall feel so shy anong a | ot of people |'ve never

met. And what shall | wear?"



New and | eaned back in his chair and snmiled at her

She | ooked handsoner and nore Diana-like than ever

The npoist English air seenmed to have deepened the

bl oom of her cheeks and softened the slight hardness of
her virginal features; or else it was sinply the inner
gl ow of happi ness, shining through like a |ight under

ice.

"Wear, dearest? | thought a trunkful of things had

cone fromParis | ast week."

"Yes, of course. | neant to say that |I shan't know
WH CHto wear." She pouted a little. "I've never dined

out in London; and | don't want to be ridicul ous."

He tried to enter into her perplexity. "But don't
Engl i shwonmen dress just |ike everybody else in the

eveni ng?"

"Newl and! How can you ask such funny questions?
When they go to the theatre in old ball-dresses and

bare heads."

"Wl |, perhaps they wear new ball-dresses at hone;
but at any rate Ms. Carfry and Mss Harle won't.
They' Il wear caps like ny nmother's--and shaw s; very

soft shaw s."

"Yes; but how will the other wonen be dressed?"

"Not as well as you, dear,"” he rejoined, wondering
what had suddenly devel oped in her Janey's norbid

interest in clothes.



She pushed back her chair with a sigh. "That's dear

of you, New and; but it doesn't help nme nuch.”

He had an inspiration. "Wy not wear your weddi ng-

dress? That can't be wong, can it?"

"Ch, dearest! If | only had it here! But it's gone to
Paris to be nade over for next winter, and Wrth

hasn't sent it back."

"Ch, well--" said Archer, getting up. "Look here--
the fog's lifting. |If we made a dash for the Nationa
Gallery we might manage to catch a glinpse of the

pictures.”

The Newl and Archers were on their way hone, after
a three nonths' weddi ng-tour which May, in witing to

her girl friends, vaguely sunmarised as "blissful."

They had not gone to the Italian Lakes: on reflection
Archer had not been able to picture his wife in

that particular setting. Her own inclination (after a
month with the Paris dressmakers) was for nountaineering
in July and swnmng in August. This plan they
punctually fulfilled, spending July at Interlaken and
Grindelwal d, and August at a little place called Etretat,
on the Normandy coast, which some one had reconmended

as quaint and quiet. Once or twice, in the

mount ai ns, Archer had pointed southward and sai d:
"There's Italy"; and May, her feet in a gentian-bed,

had smled cheerfully, and replied: "It would be Iovely

to go there next winter, if only you didn't have to be in



New Yor k. "

But in reality travelling interested her even |less than
he had expected. She regarded it (once her clothes were
ordered) as nerely an enl arged opportunity for wal ki ng,
riding, swimmng, and trying her hand at the fascinating
new gane of |awn tennis; and when they finally

got back to London (where they were to spend a fortnight
while he ordered H' S cl othes) she no | onger conceal ed
the eagerness with which she | ooked forward to

sai li ng.

In London nothing interested her but the theatres

and the shops; and she found the theatres | ess exciting
than the Paris cafes chantants where, under the bl ossom ng
horse-chestnuts of the Chanps El ysees, she had

had the novel experience of |ooking down fromthe
restaurant terrace on an audi ence of "cocottes," and
havi ng her husband interpret to her as nmuch of the

songs as he thought suitable for bridal ears.

Archer had reverted to all his old inherited ideas

about marriage. It was less trouble to conformw th the
tradition and treat May exactly as all his friends treated
their wives than to try to put into practice the theories
with which his untramel | ed bachel orhood had dalli ed.
There was no use in trying to emancipate a wife

who had not the di nmest notion that she was not free;

and he had | ong since discovered that May's only use

of the liberty she supposed herself to possess would be
tolay it on the altar of her wifely adoration. Her innate
dignity woul d al ways keep her from naking the gift

abjectly; and a day night even cone (as it once had)



when she would find strength to take it altogether back

i f she thought she were doing it for his own good. But
with a conception of nmarriage so unconplicated and

i ncurious as hers such a crisis could be brought about
only by something visibly outrageous in his own conduct;
and the fineness of her feeling for himnade that

unt hi nkabl e. What ever happened, he knew, she woul d

al ways be loyal, gallant and unresentful; and that pledged

himto the practice of the sane virtues.

Al this tended to draw himback into his old habits
of mind. |If her sinplicity had been the sinplicity of
petti ness he woul d have chafed and rebell ed; but since
the Iines of her character, though so few, were on the
sane fine nould as her face, she becane the tutelary

divinity of all his old traditions and reverences.

Such qualities were scarcely of the kind to enliven
foreign travel, though they nade her so easy and pl easant

a conpani on; but he saw at once how they woul d

fall into place in their proper setting. He had no fear of
bei ng oppressed by them for his artistic and intell ectual
life would go on, as it always had, outside the

domestic circle; and within it there would be nothing

smal |l and stifling--com ng back to his w fe would never

be like entering a stuffy roomafter a tranp in the

open. And when they had children the vacant corners

in both their lives would be filled.

Al'l these things went through his mnd during their
Il ong slow drive from Mayfair to South Kensington
where Ms. Carfry and her sister lived. Archer too

woul d have preferred to escape their friends' hospitality:



in conformity with the famly tradition he had

al ways travelled as a sight-seer and | ooker-on, affecting
a haughty unconsci ousness of the presence of his fellow
beings. Once only, just after Harvard, he had spent a
few gay weeks at Florence with a band of queer

Eur opeani sed Anericans, dancing all night with titled

| adi es in palaces, and ganbling half the day with the
rakes and dandi es of the fashionable club; but it had al
seenmed to him though the greatest fun in the world, as
unreal as a carnival. These queer cosnopolitan wonen,
deep in complicated |ove-affairs which they appeared to
feel the need of retailing to every one they net, and the
magni fi cent young officers and elderly dyed wits who

were the subjects or the recipients of their confidences,
were too different fromthe people Archer had grown

up anong, too rmuch |ike expensive and rather mal odorous
hot - house exotics, to detain his imagination

long. To introduce his wife into such a society was out
of the question; and in the course of his travels no

ot her had shown any marked eagerness for his company.

Not long after their arrival in London he had run

across the Duke of St. Austrey, and the Duke, instantly
and cordially recognising him had said: "Look me up,
won't you?"--but no proper-spirited Anerican woul d

have consi dered that a suggestion to be acted on, and
the nmeeting was wi thout a sequel. They had even managed
to avoid May's English aunt, the banker's wife,

who was still in Yorkshire; in fact, they had purposely
post poned going to London till the autumm in order

that their arrival during the season m ght not appear

pushi ng and snobbi sh to these unknown rel atives.



"Probably there'll be nobody at Ms. Carfry's--London's
a desert at this season, and you' ve made yourself

much too beautiful," Archer said to May, who sat at

his side in the hansom so spotlessly splendid in her
sky- bl ue cl oak edged with swansdown that it seened

wi cked to expose her to the London grine.

"l don't want themto think that we dress |ike

savages," she replied, with a scorn that Pocahontas mni ght
have resented; and he was struck again by the religious
reverence of even the nost unworldly Anerican wonen

for the social advantages of dress.

"I't's their arnour," he thought, "their defence agai nst

t he unknown, and their defiance of it." And he understood
for the first time the earnestness with which

May, who was incapable of tying a ribbon in her hair

to charm him had gone through the solem rite of

sel ecting and ordering her extensive wardrobe.

He had been right in expecting the party at Ms.

Carfry's to be a small one. Besides their hostess and her
sister, they found, in the long chilly draw ng-room

only another shawl ed | ady, a genial Vicar who was her
husband, a silent |lad whom Ms. Carfry naned as her
nephew, and a small dark gentleman with lively eyes

whom she introduced as his tutor, pronouncing a French

nanme as she did so.

Into this dimy-lit and di mfeatured group May Archer
floated li ke a swan with the sunset on her: she seened
| arger, fairer, nore volum nously rustling than her

husband had ever seen her; and he perceived that the



rosi ness and rustlingness were the tokens of an extrene

and infantile shyness.

"What on earth will they expect ne to tal k about?"

her hel pl ess eyes inplored him at the very nonent

that her dazzling apparition was calling forth the sane
anxiety in their own bosons. But beauty, even when
distrustful of itself, awakens confidence in the manly
heart; and the Vicar and the French-naned tutor were
soon manifesting to May their desire to put her at her

ease.

In spite of their best efforts, however, the di nner was

a |l angui shing affair. Archer noticed that his wife's way
of showi ng herself at her ease with foreigners was to
becone nore unconprom singly local in her references,

so that, though her |oveliness was an encouragenent to
adm ration, her conversation was a chill to repartee.

The Vi car soon abandoned the struggle; but the tutor

who spoke the nobst fluent and acconplished English
gallantly continued to pour it out to her until the
ladies, to the manifest relief of all concerned, went up

to the draw ng-room

The Vicar, after a glass of port, was obliged to hurry
away to a neeting, and the shy nephew, who appeared

to be an invalid, was packed off to bed. But Archer and
the tutor continued to sit over their w ne, and suddenly
Archer found hinself talking as he had not done since
his last synposiumwi th Ned Wnsett. The Carfry

nephew, it turned out, had been threatened with
consunption, and had had to | eave Harrow for Switzerland,

where he had spent two years in the milder air of



Lake Leman. Being a bookish youth, he had been
entrusted to M Riviere, who had brought himback to
Engl and, and was to remain with himtill he went up to
Oxford the following spring; and M Rivi ere added

with sinplicity that he should then have to | ook out for

anot her j ob.

It seemed inpossible, Archer thought, that he should

be long without one, so varied were his interests and so
many his gifts. He was a man of about thirty, with a
thin ugly face (May would certainly have called him
common- | ooki ng) to which the play of his ideas gave

an intense expressiveness; but there was nothing frivol ous

or cheap in his animation

H s father, who had died young, had filled a small

di plomatic post, and it had been intended that the son
shoul d follow the sanme career; but an insatiable taste
for letters had throwmn the young man into journalism
then into authorship (apparently unsuccessful), and at

| ength--after other experiments and vicissitudes which
he spared his listener--into tutoring English youths in
Switzerland. Before that, however, he had |ived nuch

in Paris, frequented the Goncourt grenier, been advised
by Maupassant not to attenpt to wite (even that seened
to Archer a dazzling honour!), and had often tal ked

with Merinmee in his nother's house. He had obviously

al ways been desperately poor and anxi ous (having a

nmot her and an unnarried sister to provide for), and it
was apparent that his literary anbitions had failed. His
situation, in fact, seemed, materially speaking, no nore

brilliant than Ned Wnsett's; but he had lived in a

world in which, as he said, no one who | oved ideas



need hunger nmentally. As it was precisely of that |ove
that poor Wnsett was starving to death, Archer | ooked
with a sort of vicarious envy at this eager inpecunious

young man who had fared so richly in his poverty.

"You see, Monsieur, it's worth everything, isn't it, to
keep one's intellectual liberty, not to enslave one's powers
of appreciation, one's critical independence? It was
because of that that | abandoned journalism and took

to so nuch duller work: tutoring and private secretaryship.
There is a good deal of drudgery, of course; but

one preserves one's noral freedom what we call in

French one's quant a soi. And when one hears good

talk one can join in it w thout conprom sing any opinions
but one's own; or one can listen, and answer it

inwardly. Ah, good conversation--there's nothing |like

it, is there? The air of ideas is the only air worth
breathing. And so | have never regretted giving up

ei ther diplomacy or journalism-two different fornms of

the sane self-abdication.” He fixed his vivid eyes on
Archer as he lit another cigarette. "Voyez-vous,

Monsieur, to be able to look Iife in the face: that's worth
living in a garret for, isn't it? But, after all, one nust
earn enough to pay for the garret; and | confess that to
growold as a private tutor--or a “private' anything--is

al nrost as chilling to the inmagination as a second
secretaryship at Bucharest. Sonetines | feel | nust nake a
pl unge: an i mrense plunge. Do you suppose, for instance,
there woul d be any opening for nme in Anmerica--

in New Yor k?"

Archer | ooked at himwi th startled eyes. New York,

for a young man who had frequented the Goncourts



and Fl aubert, and who thought the life of ideas the
only one worth living! He continued to stare at M
Ri vi ere perpl exedly, wondering howto tell himthat
his very superiorities and advantages woul d be the

surest hindrance to success.

"New Yor k--New York--but nust it be especially

New Yor k?" he stammered, utterly unable to inagine

what |ucrative opening his native city could offer to a
young man to whom good conversation appeared to be

the only necessity.

A sudden flush rose under M Riviere's sall ow skin.

"I--1 thought it your netropolis: is not the intellectua
life nore active there?" he rejoined; then, as if fearing
to give his hearer the inpression of having asked a

favour, he went on hastily: "One throws out random
suggestions--nore to one's self than to others. 1In reality,

| see no imredi ate prospect--" and rising fromhis
seat he added, without a trace of constraint: "But
Ms. Carfry will think that | ought to be taking you

upstairs.”

During the honeward drive Archer pondered deeply

on this episode. Hs hour with M Riviere had put

new air into his lungs, and his first inpulse had been to
invite himto dine the next day; but he was begi nning

to understand why married nmen did not always inmediately

yield to their first inpulses.

"That young tutor is an interesting fellow we had
some awfully good tal k after dinner about books and

things," he threw out tentatively in the hansom



May roused herself fromone of the dreany sil ences
into which he had read so nany neani ngs before six

nmont hs of marriage had given himthe key to them

"The little Frenchman? Wasn't he dreadfully

common?" she questioned coldly; and he guessed that she
nursed a secret disappointnment at having been invited
out in London to neet a clergynman and a French tutor
The di sappoi nt nent was not occasi oned by the sentinent
ordinarily defined as snobbi shness, but by old

New York's sense of what was due to it when it risked
its dignity in foreign lands. |If May's parents had
entertained the Carfrys in Fifth Avenue they woul d have
of fered them sonet hi ng nore substantial than a parson

and a school naster.

But Archer was on edge, and took her up

" Comon- - common WHERE?" he queried; and she

returned with unusual readiness: "Wy, | should say
anywhere but in his school-room Those people are

al ways awkward in society. But then," she added
disarmngly, "I suppose | shouldn't have known if he was

clever."

Archer disliked her use of the word "clever" al nost

as much as her use of the word "conmon"; but he was
beginning to fear his tendency to dwell on the things he
disliked in her. After all, her point of view had al ways
been the sane. It was that of all the people he had
grown up anong, and he had always regarded it as
necessary but negligible. Until a few nonths ago he had

never known a "nice" wonman who | ooked at |ife



differently; and if a man nmarried it nust necessarily be

anong the nice.

"Ah--then | won't ask himto dine!" he concl uded
with a laugh; and May echoed, bewi | dered: "Goodness--

ask the Carfrys' tutor?"

"Wl l, not on the sanme day with the Carfrys, if you
prefer |I shouldn't. But | did rather want another talk

with him He's looking for a job in New York."

Her surprise increased with her indifference: he
al rost fanci ed that she suspected himof being tainted

with "foreignness.”

"Ajob in New York? What sort of a job? People

don't have French tutors: what does he want to do?"

"Chiefly to enjoy good conversation, | understand,"”
her husband retorted perversely; and she broke into an
appreciative laugh. "Ch, New and, how funny! Isn't

t hat FRENCH?"

On the whole, he was glad to have the natter settled

for himby her refusing to take seriously his wish to
invite M Riviere. Another after-dinner talk would have
made it difficult to avoid the question of New York;

and the nore Archer considered it the I ess he was able
tofit M Rviere into any conceivable picture of New

York as he knew it.

He perceived with a flash of chilling insight that in

future many problenms would be thus negatively sol ved



for him but as he paid the hansom and followed his
wife's long train into the house he took refuge in the
conforting platitude that the first six nonths were

al ways the nost difficult in nmarriage. "After that |
suppose we shall have pretty nearly finished rubbing

of f each other's angles,” he reflected; but the worst of
it was that May's pressure was already bearing on the

very angl es whose sharpness he nost wanted to keep.

The small bright | awn stretched away snmoothly to

the big bright sea

The turf was hemmed with an edge of scarlet geranium
and col eus, and cast-iron vases painted in chocol ate
colour, standing at intervals along the w nding

path that led to the sea, |ooped their garlands of

petunia and ivy gerani um above the neatly raked gravel

Hal f way between the edge of the cliff and the square
wooden house (which was al so chocol at e- col oured, but
with the tin roof of the verandah striped in yellow and
brown to represent an awning) two large targets had
been pl aced agai nst a background of shrubbery. On the
other side of the lawn, facing the targets, was pitched a
real tent, with benches and garden-seats about it. A
number of ladies in sumer dresses and gentlenmen in
grey frock-coats and tall hats stood on the |awn or sat
upon t he benches; and every now and t hen a sl ender

girl in starched nuslin would step fromthe tent,

bow i n hand, and speed her shaft at one of the targets,



whil e the spectators interrupted their talk to watch

the result.

Newl and Archer, standing on the verandah of the

house, | ooked curiously down upon this scene. On each
side of the shiny painted steps was a | arge bl ue china
flower-pot on a bright yellow china stand. A spiky

green plant filled each pot, and bel ow the verandah ran

a wi de border of blue hydrangeas edged with nore red
geraniunms. Behind him the French w ndows of the

dr awi ng-roons through which he had passed gave

gl i npses, between swaying |ace curtains, of glassy parquet
floors islanded with chintz poufs, dwarf arnthairs,

and velvet tables covered with trifles in silver.

The Newport Archery Cub always held its August

meeting at the Beauforts'. The sport, which had hitherto
known no rival but croquet, was beginning to be

di scarded in favour of lawn-tennis; but the latter gane
was still considered too rough and inel egant for social
occasions, and as an opportunity to show off pretty
dresses and graceful attitudes the bow and arrow held

their own.

Archer | ooked down with wonder at the faniliar

spectacle. It surprised himthat |ife should be going on
in the old way when his own reactions to it had so

compl etely changed. It was Newport that had first
brought home to himthe extent of the change. In New
York, during the previous winter, after he and My

had settled down in the new greenish-yell ow house

with the bow wi ndow and t he Ponpei an vestibule, he

had dropped back with relief into the old routine of the



office, and the renewal of this daily activity had served
as a link with his forner self. Then there had been the
pl easur abl e excitenment of choosing a showy grey stepper
for May's brougham (the Wl Il ands had given the

carriage), and the abiding occupation and interest of
arranging his new library, which, in spite of famly
doubt s and di sapproval s, had been carried out as he

had dreamed, with a dark enmbossed paper, Eastl ake
book-cases and "sincere" armchairs and tables. At the
Century he had found Wnsett again, and at the Kni ckerbocker
t he fashi onabl e young nen of his own set;

and what with the hours dedicated to the | aw and

those given to dining out or entertaining friends at

hone, with an occasional evening at the Opera or the

play, the life he was living had still seenmed a fairly rea

and i nevitable sort of business.

But Newport represented the escape fromduty into

an atnosphere of unnitigated holiday-making. Archer

had tried to persuade May to spend the sunmer on a

renote island off the coast of Miine (called, appropriately
enough, Mount Desert), where a few hardy Bostoni ans

and Phil adel phi ans were canping in "native"

cottages, and whence cane reports of enchanting

scenery and a wild, alnobst trapper-like existence anid

woods and wat ers.

But the Wellands al ways went to Newport, where

they owned one of the square boxes on the cliffs, and
their son-in-law could adduce no good reason why he

and May should not join themthere. As Ms. Wl|land
rather tartly pointed out, it was hardly worth while for

May to have worn herself out trying on sumer clothes



in Paris if she was not to be allowed to wear them and
this argunent was of a kind to which Archer had as yet

f ound no answer.

May herself could not understand his obscure

reluctance to fall in with so reasonabl e and pl easant a way
of spending the sunmer. She reninded himthat he had

al ways |iked Newport in his bachel or days, and as this

was i ndi sputable he could only profess that he was sure

he was going to like it better than ever now that they

were to be there together. But as he stood on the

Beaufort verandah and | ooked out on the brightly peopl ed
lawn it came hone to himwi th a shiver that he

was not going to like it at all

It was not May's fault, poor dear. |If, now and then
during their travels, they had fallen slightly out of step
harnony had been restored by their return to the
conditions she was used to. He had al ways foreseen that
she woul d not disappoint him and he had been right.

He had married (as nost young nen di d) because he

had net a perfectly charnming girl at the nonent when

a series of rather ainless sentinmental adventures were
ending in premature disgust; and she had represented
peace, stability, conradeship, and the steadying sense

of an unescapabl e duty.

He coul d not say that he had been nistaken in his

choice, for she had fulfilled all that he had expected. It
was undoubtedly gratifying to be the husband of one of

t he handsonest and nost popul ar young nmarried wonen

in New York, especially when she was al so one of the

sweet est -t enpered and nost reasonabl e of w ves; and



Archer had never been insensible to such advant ages.

As for the nonentary nadness which had fallen upon
himon the eve of his marriage, he had trained hinself
toregard it as the last of his discarded experinents.
The idea that he could ever, in his senses, have dreaned
of marrying the Countess O enska had becone al npst

unt hi nkabl e, and she renained in his nenory sinply as

the nmost plaintive and poignant of a |line of ghosts.

But all these abstractions and elininations nade

of his mnd a rather enpty and echoi ng pl ace, and he
supposed that was one of the reasons why the busy
ani mat ed people on the Beaufort |awn shocked him as

if they had been children playing in a grave-yard.

He heard a murnur of skirts beside him and the

Mar chi oness Manson fluttered out of the draw ng-room
wi ndow. As usual, she was extraordinarily festooned
and bedi zened, with a |inp Leghorn hat anchored to

her head by many wi ndi ngs of faded gauze, and a little
bl ack vel vet parasol on a carved ivory handl e absurdly

bal anced over her nuch | arger hatbrim

"My dear Newl and, | had no idea that you and My

had arrived! You yourself came only yesterday, you
say? Ah, business--business--professional duties
understand. Many husbands, | know, find it inpossible
to join their wives here except for the week-end." She
cocked her head on one side and | angui shed at him

t hrough screwed-up eyes. "But marriage is one |ong

sacrifice, as | used often to remind ny Ellen--"

Archer's heart stopped with the queer jerk which it

had gi ven once before, and which seemed suddenly to



sl am a door between hinself and the outer world; but
this break of continuity nmust have been of the briefest,
for he presently heard Medora answering a question he

had apparently found voice to put.

"No, | amnot staying here, but with the Blenkers, in
their delicious solitude at Portsnouth. Beaufort was

ki nd enough to send his famous trotters for me this
nmorning, so that | might have at |east a glinpse of one
of Regina's garden-parties; but this evening I go back
to rural life. The Blenkers, dear original beings, have
hired a prinmitive old farmhouse at Portsnouth where

t hey gather about themrepresentative people . . ." She
drooped slightly beneath her protecting brim and added
with a faint blush: "This week Dr. Agathon Carver is
hol ding a series of Inner Thought neetings there. A
contrast indeed to this gay scene of worldly pleasure--
but then | have always |ived on contrasts! To ne the
only death is nonotony. | always say to Ellen: Beware
of monotony; it's the nother of all the deadly sins. But
my poor child is going through a phase of exaltation

of abhorrence of the world. You know, | suppose, that
she has declined all invitations to stay at Newport,
even with her grandnother M ngott? | could hardly
persuade her to come with ne to the Blenkers', if you
will believe it! The life she |leads is norbid, unnatural
Ah, if she had only listened to ne when it was stil
possible . . . \WWen the door was still open . . . But
shall we go down and watch this absorbing match?

hear your May is one of the conpetitors.”

Strolling toward them fromthe tent Beaufort

advanced over the lawn, tall, heavy, too tightly buttoned



into a London frock-coat, with one of his own orchids
inits buttonhole. Archer, who had not seen himfor

two or three nonths, was struck by the change in his
appearance. |In the hot summer light his floridness seened
heavy and bl oated, and but for his erect square-

shoul dered wal k he woul d have | ooked |ike an over-fed

and over-dressed old man.

There were all sorts of rumours afl oat about

Beaufort. 1In the spring he had gone off on a long cruise to
the West Indies in his new steamyacht, and it was
reported that, at various points where he had touched,

a lady resenbling Mss Fanny Ring had been seen in

his conpany. The steamyacht, built in the Cyde, and
fitted with tiled bath-roonms and ot her unheard-of | uxuries,
was said to have cost himhalf a mllion; and the

pear| necklace which he had presented to his wife on

his return was as nmagnificent as such expiatory of ferings
are apt to be. Beaufort's fortune was substantia

enough to stand the strain; and yet the disquieting
runours persisted, not only in Fifth Avenue but in Wl
Street. Some people said he had specul ated unfortunately
in railways, others that he was being bled by one

of the nost insatiable nmenbers of her profession; and

to every report of threatened insolvency Beaufort

replied by a fresh extravagance: the building of a new

row of orchid-houses, the purchase of a new string of
race-horses, or the addition of a new Meissonnier or

Cabanel to his picture-gallery.

He advanced toward the Marchi oness and New and
with his usual half-sneering snmle. "Hullo, Medora

Did the trotters do their business? Forty mnutes, eh?



Well, that's not so bad, considering your nerves
had to be spared.” He shook hands with Archer, and
then, turning back with them placed hinself on Ms.
Manson's other side, and said, in a |ow voice, a few

wor ds which their comnpanion did not catch

The Marchi oness replied by one of her queer foreign
jerks, and a "Que voul ez-vous?" whi ch deepened Beaufort's
frown; but he produced a good senbl ance of a

congratul atory smle as he glanced at Archer to say:

"You know May's going to carry off the first prize."

"Ah, then it remains in the famly," Medora rippl ed
and at that nonent they reached the tent and Ms.
Beaufort nmet themin a girlish cloud of mauve nuslin

and floating veils.

May Wl land was just coming out of the tent. In her
white dress, with a pale green ribbon about the wai st

and a weath of ivy on her hat, she had the sane

Di ana-1i ke al oof ness as when she had entered the Beaufort
bal | -room on the night of her engagenent. |In the
interval not a thought seenmed to have passed behind

her eyes or a feeling through her heart; and though her
husband knew t hat she had the capacity for both he
marvel l ed afresh at the way in which experience dropped

away from her.

She had her bow and arrow i n her hand, and pl acing

herself on the chal k-mark traced on the turf she lifted

the bow to her shoulder and took aim The attitude

was so full of a classic grace that a murnur of appreciation

foll owed her appearance, and Archer felt the



gl ow of proprietorship that so often cheated himinto
nmomentary well-being. Her rivals--Ms. Reggie Chivers,
the Merry girls, and divers rosy Thorl eys, Dagonets
and M ngotts, stood behind her in a | ovely anxious
group, brown heads and gol den bent above the scores,
and pale nuslins and fl ower-w eathed hats mingled in

a tender rainbow. Al were young and pretty, and

bat hed in summer bl oom but not one had the nynph-
like ease of his wife, when, with tense nuscles and
happy frown, she bent her soul upon sone feat of

strengt h.

"CGad," Archer heard Law ence Lefferts say, "not
one of the lot holds the bow as she does"”; and Beaufort
retorted: "Yes; but that's the only kind of target she'll

ever hit."

Archer felt irrationally angry. His host's contenptuous
tribute to May's "niceness" was just what a husband
shoul d have wished to hear said of his wife. The

fact that a coarseninded nman found her lacking in
attraction was sinply another proof of her quality; yet
the words sent a faint shiver through his heart. Wat if
"ni ceness" carried to that suprene degree were only a
negation, the curtain dropped before an enptiness? As

he | ooked at May, returning flushed and cal mfrom her
final bull's-eye, he had the feeling that he had never yet

lifted that curtain.

She took the congratul ati ons of her rivals and of the
rest of the conpany with the sinplicity that was her
crowni ng grace. No one could ever be jeal ous of her

triunphs because she managed to give the feeling that



she woul d have been just as serene if she had nissed
them But when her eyes nmet her husband's her face

glowed with the pleasure she saw in his.

Ms. Welland' s basket-work pony-carriage was waiting
for them and they drove off anpong the dispersing
carriages, May handling the reins and Archer sitting at

her si de.

The afternoon sunlight still |ingered upon the bright
| awns and shrubberies, and up and down Bel | evue Avenue

rolled a double line of victorias, dog-carts, |andaus

and "vis-a-vis," carrying well-dressed | adi es and
gentl enen away fromthe Beaufort garden-party, or honeward
fromtheir daily afternoon turn along the Ccean

Drive.

"Shall we go to see Granny?" My suddenly
proposed. "I should Iike to tell her nyself that |I've won

the prize. There's lots of time before dinner."

Archer acqui esced, and she turned the ponies down
Narragansett Avenue, crossed Spring Street and drove
out toward the rocky noorland beyond. |In this unfashionable
region Catherine the Great, always indifferent

to precedent and thrifty of purse, had built herself in
her youth a nmany-peaked and cross-beaned cottage-

orne on a bit of cheap |l and overl ooking the bay. Here,
in a thicket of stunted oaks, her verandahs spread

t hensel ves above the island-dotted waters. A w nding
drive led up between iron stags and blue glass balls
enbedded i n nounds of geraniunms to a front door of

hi ghl y-varni shed wal nut under a striped verandah-roof;

and behind it ran a narrow hall with a black and



yel | ow star-patterned parquet floor, upon which opened
four small square roons with heavy fl ock-papers under
ceilings on which an Italian house-painter had | avished
all the divinities of Aynpus. One of these roons had
been turned into a bedroomby Ms. Mngott when the
burden of flesh descended on her, and in the adjoining
one she spent her days, enthroned in a large arnthair
bet ween the open door and wi ndow, and perpetually
wavi ng a pal mleaf fan which the prodigi ous projection
of her bosom kept so far fromthe rest of her person
that the air it set in notion stirred only the fringe of the

anti-nmacassars on the chair-arns.

Si nce she had been the neans of hastening his marriage
old Catherine had shown to Archer the cordiality

whi ch a service rendered excites toward the person
served. She was persuaded that irrepressible passion
was the cause of his inpatience; and being an ardent
admi rer of inpul siveness (when it did not |lead to the
spendi ng of noney) she always received himwith a
genial twinkle of conplicity and a play of allusion to

whi ch May seened fortunately inpervious.

She exami ned and appraised with nuch interest the

di anond-ti pped arrow whi ch had been pinned on May's
bosom at the conclusion of the match, remarking that
in her day a filigree brooch woul d have been thought
enough, but that there was no denying that Beaufort

di d t hings handsonely.

"Quite an heirloom in fact, ny dear," the old |ady
chuckl ed. "You nust leave it in fee to your eldest girl."

She pinched May's white arm and wat ched the col our



flood her face. "Well, well, what have | said to make
you shake out the red flag? Ain't there going to be any
daughters--only boys, eh? Good gracious, |ook at her

bl ushing again all over her blushes! What--can't | say
that either? Mercy me--when ny children beg ne to

have all those gods and goddesses pai nted out overhead

| always say |I'mtoo thankful to have sonebody about

me that NOTHI NG can shock!"

Archer burst into a |laugh, and May echoed it, crinson

to the eyes.

"Well, nowtell nme all about the party, please, ny

dears, for | shall never get a straight word about it out
of that silly Medora,"” the ancestress continued; and, as
May exclai nmed: "Cousin Medora? But | thought she

was goi ng back to Portsnout h?" she answered pl acidly:

"So she is--but she's got to come here first to pick

up Ellen. Ah--you didn't know Ell en had cone to

spend the day with ne? Such fol-de-rol, her not coning
for the summer; but | gave up arguing wth young

peopl e about fifty years ago. Ellen--ELLEN'" she cried in
her shrill old voice, trying to bend forward far enough

to catch a glinpse of the | awmn beyond the verandah.

There was no answer, and Ms. Mngott rapped

inmpatiently with her stick on the shiny floor. A nulatto
mai d-servant in a bright turban, replying to the sunmons,
informed her nistress that she had seen "M ss

El | en" going down the path to the shore; and Ms.

M ngott turned to Archer.

"Run down and fetch her, like a good grandson; this



pretty lady will describe the party to ne," she said; and

Archer stood up as if in a dream

He had heard the Countess d enska's name pronounced

of ten enough during the year and a half since

they had last net, and was even familiar with the main
incidents of her life in the interval. He knew that she
had spent the previous sunmer at Newport, where she
appeared to have gone a great deal into society, but

that in the autumm she had suddenly sub-let the "perfect
house" whi ch Beaufort had been at such pains to

find for her, and decided to establish herself in

Washi ngton. There, during the winter, he had heard of her
(as one always heard of pretty wonen in Washington)

as shining in the "brilliant diplonmatic society" that was
supposed to nake up for the social short-com ngs of

the Administration. He had |listened to these accounts,
and to various contradictory reports on her appearance,
her conversation, her point of view and her choice

of friends, with the detachnment w th which one |istens

to rem ni scences of some one |ong since dead; not till
Medora suddenly spoke her nane at the archery match

had Ell en A enska becone a living presence to him

again. The Marchioness's foolish lisp had called up a
vision of the little fire-lit draw ng-room and the sound
of the carriage-wheels returning down the deserted street.
He thought of a story he had read, of sone peasant
children in Tuscany lighting a bunch of strawin a
waysi de cavern, and revealing old silent images in their

pai nted tonb .

The way to the shore descended fromthe bank on

whi ch the house was perched to a wal k above the



water planted with weeping willows. Through their vei
Archer caught the glint of the Line Rock, with its

whi t e-washed turret and the tiny house in which the
heroic |ight-house keeper, lda Lewis, was |iving her |ast
venerabl e years. Beyond it lay the flat reaches and ugly
governnent chi meys of Goat |sland, the bay spreading
northward in a shinmrer of gold to Prudence |sland

with its low growth of oaks, and the shores of Conani cut

faint in the sunset haze.

Fromthe willow wal k projected a slight wooden pier
ending in a sort of pagoda-like summer-house; and in
the pagoda a | ady stood, |eaning against the rail, her
back to the shore. Archer stopped at the sight as if he
had waked from sl eep. That vision of the past was a
dream and the reality was what awaited himin the
house on the bank overhead: was Ms. Wlland's pony-
carriage circling around and around the oval at the
door, was May sitting under the shanel ess d ynpi ans
and glowing with secret hopes, was the Wlland villa at
the far end of Bell evue Avenue, and M. Well and,

al ready dressed for dinner, and pacing the draw ng-
room floor, watch in hand, with dyspeptic inpatience--
for it was one of the houses in which one always knew

exactly what is happening at a given hour

"What am|? A son-in-law-" Archer thought.

The figure at the end of the pier had not noved. For

a | ong nonent the young man stood half way down

the bank, gazing at the bay furrowed with the coning

and goi ng of sailboats, yacht-launches, fishing-craft and

the trailing black coal -barges haul ed by noisy tugs. The



| ady in the sumer-house seened to be held by the

same sight. Beyond the grey bastions of Fort Adanms a

| ong-drawn sunset was splintering up into a thousand
fires, and the radi ance caught the sail of a catboat as it
beat out through the channel between the Lime Rock

and the shore. Archer, as he watched, renmenbered the
scene in the Shaughraun, and Montague |ifting Ada

Dyas's ribbon to his Iips without her knowi ng that he

was in the room

"She doesn't know-she hasn't guessed. Shouldn't |
know i f she cane up behind ne, | wonder?" he nused;
and suddenly he said to hinself: "If she doesn't turn
before that sail crosses the Line Rock light 1'Il go

back. "

The boat was gliding out on the receding tide. It slid
before the Linme Rock, blotted out Ida Lewis's little
house, and passed across the turret in which the |ight
was hung. Archer waited till a w de space of water
sparkl ed between the last reef of the island and the
stern of the boat; but still the figure in the sunmer-

house di d not nove.

He turned and wal ked up the hill

"I"'msorry you didn't find Ellen--1 should have |iked
to see her again," May said as they drove hone through
the dusk. "But perhaps she woul dn't have cared--she

seens so changed. "

"Changed?" echoed her husband in a col ourl ess voice,

his eyes fixed on the ponies' twtching ears.



"So indifferent to her friends, | nean; giving up New
York and her house, and spending her tinme with such
queer people. Fancy how hi deously unconfortable she
must be at the Blenkers'! She says she does it to keep
cousin Medora out of mischief: to prevent her narrying
dreadful people. But | sonetines think we've always

bored her."

Archer made no answer, and she continued, with a
ti nge of hardness that he had never before noticed in
her frank fresh voice: "After all, | wonder if she wouldn't

be happier with her husband."

He burst into a laugh. "Sancta sinplicitas!" he

excl ai ned; and as she turned a puzzled frown on him he

added: "I don't think | ever heard you say a cruel thing
before. "

" Cruel ?"

"Wl | --wat ching the contortions of the dammed is

supposed to be a favourite sport of the angels; but |

bel i eve even they don't think people happier in hell."

"It's a pity she ever married abroad then,"” said My,
in the placid tone with which her nother net M.
Wel | and' s vagaries; and Archer felt hinmself gently rel egated

to the category of unreasonabl e husbands.

They drove down Bel | evue Avenue and turned in
bet ween the chanfered wooden gate-posts surnmount ed

by cast-iron | anps which nmarked the approach to the



Welland villa. Lights were already shining through its
wi ndows, and Archer, as the carriage stopped, caught a
glinpse of his father-in-law, exactly as he had pictured
him pacing the drawi ng-room watch in hand and

wearing the pai ned expression that he had | ong since

found to be much nore efficaci ous than anger

The young man, as he followed his wife into the hall,
was conscious of a curious reversal of nmood. There

was sonet hi ng about the luxury of the Welland house

and the density of the Welland at nosphere, so charged
with m nute observances and exactions, that always

stole into his systemlike a narcotic. The heavy carpets,
the wat chful servants, the perpetually rem nding tick of
di sciplined clocks, the perpetually renewed stack of
cards and invitations on the hall table, the whole chain
of tyrannical trifles binding one hour to the next, and
each menber of the household to all the others, made

any |l ess systematised and affluent exi stence seem unrea
and precarious. But nowit was the Welland house,

and the life he was expected to lead in it, that had
become unreal and irrelevant, and the brief scene on

the shore, when he had stood irresolute, halfway down

the bank, was as close to himas the blood in his veins.

Al'l night he lay awake in the big chintz bedroom at
May' s side, watching the noonlight slant along the
carpet, and thinking of Ellen A enska driving hone

across the gl eam ng beaches behind Beaufort's trotters.

A party for the Bl enkers--the Bl enkers?”



M. Welland laid down his knife and fork and

| ooked anxiously and incredul ously across the | uncheon-
table at his wife, who, adjusting her gold eye-gl asses,
read aloud, in the tone of high comedy: "Professor and
Ms. Emerson Sillerton request the pleasure of M. and
Ms. Welland' s conpany at the neeting of the Wednesday
Afternoon Club on August 25th at 3 o'clock

punctually. To neet Ms. and the M sses Bl enker

"Red Gabl es, Catherine Street. R S V. P."

"Good gracious--" M. Wlland gasped, as if a second
readi ng had been necessary to bring the nonstrous

absurdity of the thing honme to him

"Poor Amy Sillerton--you never can tell what her
husband will do next,” Ms. Wlland sighed. "I suppose

he's just discovered the Bl enkers."

Prof essor Enerson Sillerton was a thorn in the side

of Newport society; and a thorn that could not be

pl ucked out, for it grew on a venerable and venerated
famly tree. He was, as people said, a nan who had

had "every advantage." His father was Sillerton Jackson's
uncl e, his nother a Pennil ow of Boston; on each

side there was wealth and position, and nutual

suitability. Nothing--as Ms. Wlland had often remarked--
not hing on earth obliged Enmerson Sillerton to be an
archaeol ogi st, or indeed a Professor of any sort, or to
live in Newport in winter, or do any of the other

revol utionary things that he did. But at least, if he was
going to break with tradition and flout society in the

face, he need not have married poor Any Dagonet,



who had a right to expect "sonething different," and

money enough to keep her own carri age.

No one in the Mngott set could understand why

Any Sillerton had subnmitted so tamely to the eccentricities
of a husband who filled the house with |ong-

hai red nen and short-haired wonen, and, when he
travel l ed, took her to explore tonmbs in Yucatan instead
of going to Paris or Italy. But there they were, set in
their ways, and apparently unaware that they were
different from other people; and when they gave one of
their dreary annual garden-parties every famly on the
Ciffs, because of the Sillerton-Pennil ow Dagonet
connection, had to draw lots and send an unwilling

representative

"I't's a wonder," Ms. Wlland remarked, "that they
didn't choose the Cup Race day! Do you renenber,

two years ago, their giving a party for a black nman on
the day of Julia Mngott's the dansant? Luckily this
time there's nothing el se going on that | know of--for

of course sonme of us will have to go."

M. Welland sighed nervously. " Some of us,' ny
dear--nore than one? Three o'clock is such a very
awkward hour. | have to be here at half-past three to
take nmy drops: it's really no use trying to foll ow
Benconb's new treatnment if | don't do it systenmatically;
and if | join you later, of course | shall niss ny
drive." At the thought he laid down his knife and fork
again, and a flush of anxiety rose to his finely-winkled

cheek.

"There's no reason why you should go at all, ny



dear," his wife answered with a cheerful ness that had
beconme automatic. "I have some cards to | eave at the
other end of Bellevue Avenue, and |I'Il drop in at about

hal f-past three and stay | ong enough to make poor

Ay feel that she hasn't been slighted.” She gl anced
hesitatingly at her daughter. "And if New and's afternoon

is provided for perhaps May can drive you out

with the ponies, and try their new russet harness."

It was a principle in the Wlland famly that people's
days and hours should be what Ms. Wlland called
"provided for." The nelancholy possibility of having

to "kill tinme" (especially for those who did not care for
whi st or solitaire) was a vision that haunted her as the
spectre of the unenpl oyed haunts the philanthropist.

Anot her of her principles was that parents shoul d never
(at least visibly) interfere with the plans of their
married children; and the difficulty of adjusting this respect
for May's independence with the exigency of M. Wlland' s
clains could be overcone only by the exercise of

an ingenuity which left not a second of Ms. Wlland' s

own tine unprovided for

"Of course I'll drive with Papa--1'm sure New and

will find something to do,” May said, in a tone that

gently rem nded her husband of his |ack of response. It
was a cause of constant distress to Ms. Wlland that

her son-in-law showed so little foresight in planning his
days. Oten already, during the fortnight that he had
passed under her roof, when she enquired how he

meant to spend his afternoon, he had answered
paradoxically: "Ch, | think for a change I'lIl just save it

i nstead of spending it--" and once, when she and My



had had to go on a | ong-postponed round of afternoon
calls, he had confessed to having lain all the afternoon

under a rock on the beach bel ow t he house.

"Newl and never seens to | ook ahead," Ms. Wlland
once ventured to conplain to her daughter; and

May answered serenely: "No; but you see it doesn't
matter, because when there's nothing particular to do

he reads a book."

"Ah, yes--like his father!" Ms. Wlland agreed, as
if allowing for an inherited oddity; and after that the
question of New and's unenpl oynent was tacitly

dr opped.

Neverthel ess, as the day for the Sillerton reception
approached, May began to show a natural solicitude

for his welfare, and to suggest a tennis nmatch at the
Chiverses', or a sail on Julius Beaufort's cutter, as a
means of atoning for her tenporary desertion. "l shal
be back by six, you know, dear: Papa never drives |ater
than that--" and she was not reassured till Archer said
that he thought of hiring a run-about and driving up
the island to a stud-farmto | ook at a second horse for
her brougham They had been | ooking for this horse

for sone tine, and the suggesti on was so acceptable
that May gl anced at her nother as if to say: "You see
he knows how to plan out his tine as well as any of

us.

The idea of the stud-farm and the brougham horse
had germinated in Archer's mind on the very day when

the Enerson Sillerton invitation had first been



mentioned; but he had kept it to hinmself as if there were
sonet hing cl andestine in the plan, and discovery might
prevent its execution. He had, however, taken the
precaution to engage in advance a runabout with a pair of
old livery-stable trotters that could still do their

ei ghteen mles on level roads; and at two o' clock, hastily
deserting the luncheon-table, he sprang into the |ight

carriage and drove off.

The day was perfect. A breeze fromthe north drove
little puffs of white cloud across an ultramarine sky,
with a bright sea running under it. Bellevue Avenue
was enpty at that hour, and after dropping the stable-
lad at the corner of MII Street Archer turned down

the A d Beach Road and drove across Eastman's Beach

He had the feeling of unexplained excitenment with

whi ch, on hal f-holidays at school, he used to start off
into the unknown. Taking his pair at an easy gait, he
counted on reaching the stud-farm which was not far
beyond Paradi se Rocks, before three o' clock; so that,
after | ooking over the horse (and trying himif he
seenmed pronising) he would still have four gol den

hours to dispose of.

As soon as he heard of the Sillerton's party he had

said to hinself that the Marchi oness Manson woul d
certainly come to Newport with the Bl enkers, and that
Madane O enska mi ght again take the opportunity of
spending the day with her grandnmother. At any rate,

the Bl enker habitation would probably be deserted,

and he woul d be able, without indiscretion, to satisfy a

vague curiosity concerning it. He was not sure that he



wanted to see the Countess O enska again; but ever
since he had | ooked at her fromthe path above the bay
he had wanted, irrationally and indescribably, to see
the place she was living in, and to follow the novenents
of her imagined figure as he had watched the

real one in the sunmer-house. The longing was with
hi m day and ni ght, an incessant undefinable craving,

i ke the sudden whimof a sick man for food or drink
once tasted and |l ong since forgotten. He could not see
beyond the craving, or picture what it mght |lead to,
for he was not conscious of any wi sh to speak to

Madanme O enska or to hear her voice. He sinply felt
that if he could carry away the vision of the spot of
earth she wal ked on, and the way the sky and sea

enclosed it, the rest of the world m ght seemless enpty.

When he reached the stud-farm a gl ance showed hi m

that the horse was not what he wanted; neverthel ess he
took a turn behind it in order to prove to hinself that
he was not in a hurry. But at three o' clock he shook

out the reins over the trotters and turned into the
by-roads | eading to Portsnouth. The wi nd had dropped
and a faint haze on the horizon showed that a fog was
waiting to steal up the Saconnet on the turn of the tide;
but all about himfields and woods were steeped in

gol den |ight.

He drove past grey-shingled farmhouses in orchards,

past hay-fields and groves of oak, past villages with
white steeples rising sharply into the fading sky; and at
| ast, after stopping to ask the way of sone nen at

work in a field, he turned down a | ane between hi gh

banks of gol denrod and branbles. At the end of the



| ane was the blue glimer of the river; to the left,
standing in front of a clunp of oaks and maples, he
saw a | ong tunbl e-down house with white paint peeling

fromits clapboards

On the road-side facing the gateway stood one of the
open sheds in which the New Engl ander shelters his

farm ng inplenents and visitors "hitch" their "teans."
Archer, junping down, led his pair into the shed, and
after tying themto a post turned toward the house

The patch of lawn before it had rel apsed into a hay-
field; but to the left an overgrown box-garden full of
dahlias and rusty rose-bushes encircled a ghostly summer-
house of trellis-work that had once been white,
surmount ed by a wooden Cupid who had | ost his bow

and arrow but continued to take ineffectual aim

Archer leaned for a while against the gate. No one

was in sight, and not a sound cane fromthe open

wi ndows of the house: a grizzled Newfoundl and dozi ng
before the door seened as ineffectual a guardian as

the arrow ess Cupid. It was strange to think that this
pl ace of silence and decay was the hone of the turbul ent
Bl enkers; yet Archer was sure that he was not

m st aken.

For a long tine he stood there, content to take in the
scene, and gradually falling under its drowsy spell; but
at length he roused hinself to the sense of the passing
time. Should he ook his fill and then drive away? He
stood irresolute, w shing suddenly to see the inside of
t he house, so that he might picture the roomthat

Madanme O enska sat in. There was nothing to prevent



his wal king up to the door and ringing the bell; if, as
he supposed, she was away with the rest of the party,
he could easily give his nanme, and ask permi ssion to go

into the sitting-roomto wite a nessage.

But instead, he crossed the |awn and turned toward

t he box-garden. As he entered it he caught sight of
somet hi ng bright-col oured in the summrer-house, and
presently nade it out to be a pink parasol. The paraso
drew himlike a magnet: he was sure it was hers. He

went into the summrer-house, and sitting down on the
rickety seat picked up the silken thing and | ooked at its
carved handl e, which was made of some rare wood

that gave out an aromatic scent. Archer lifted the handle

to his lips.

He heard a rustle of skirts against the box, and sat
moti onl ess, | eaning on the parasol handle with clasped
hands, and letting the rustle come nearer without lifting
his eyes. He had always known that this nust

happen .

"Ch, M. Archer!" exclaimed a | oud young voice

and | ooki ng up he saw before himthe youngest and

| argest of the Blenker girls, blonde and bl owsy, in
bedraggl ed rmuslin. A red blotch on one of her cheeks
seenmed to show that it had recently been pressed agai nst
a pillow, and her half-awakened eyes stared at him

hospitably but confusedly.

"Graci ous--where did you drop fron? | must have
been sound asleep in the hammock. Everybody el se has
gone to Newport. Did you ring?" she incoherently

enqui r ed.



Archer's confusion was greater than hers. "Il--no--

that is, | was just going to. | had to cone up the island
to see about a horse, and | drove over on a chance of
finding Ms. Blenker and your visitors. But the house

seened enpty--so | sat down to wait."

M ss Bl enker, shaking off the fumes of sleep, |ooked

at himw th increasing interest. "The house IS enpty.
Mot her's not here, or the Marchi oness--or anybody

but ne." Her glance becane faintly reproachful. "Didn't
you know that Professor and Ms. Sillerton are giving a
garden-party for nother and all of us this afternoon? It
was too unlucky that | couldn't go; but |I've had a sore
throat, and nother was afraid of the drive hone this
evening. Did you ever know anything so di sappointing?

O course," she added gaily, "I shouldn't have ninded

hal f as much if 1'd known you were coning."

Synptons of a |unbering coquetry becanme visible in
her, and Archer found the strength to break in: "But

Madane O enska--has she gone to Newport too?"

M ss Bl enker | ooked at himw th surprise. "Mdane

A enska--didn't you know she'd been call ed away?"

"Cal |l ed away?--"

"Ch, ny best parasol! | lent it to that goose of a
Kati e, because it matched her ribbons, and the carel ess
thing nust have dropped it here. W Blenkers are all
like that . . . real Bohem ans!" Recovering the

sunshade with a powerful hand she unfurled it and



suspended its rosy done above her head. "Yes, Ellen was
call ed away yesterday: she lets us call her Ellen, you
know. A telegramcane from Boston: she said she

m ght be gone for two days. | do LOVE the way she does

her hair, don't you?" M ss Bl enker ranbled on

Archer continued to stare through her as though she
had been transparent. All he saw was the trunpery

parasol that arched its pinkness above her giggling

head.
After a nonment he ventured: "You don't happen to
know why Madame O enska went to Boston? | hope it

was not on account of bad news?"

M ss Bl enker took this with a cheerful incredulity.

"Ch, | don't believe so. She didn't tell us what was in
the telegram | think she didn't want the Marchi oness
to know. She's so ronmantic-1looking, isn't she? Doesn't
she rem nd you of Ms. Scott-Siddons when she reads

“Lady Ceraldine's Courtship'? Did you never hear her?"

Archer was dealing hurriedly with crowdi ng thoughts.
Hi s whol e future seened suddenly to be unrolled
before him and passing down its endl ess enptiness he
saw the dwindling figure of a man to whom not hi ng

was ever to happen. He glanced about himat the
unpruned garden, the tunbl e-down house, and the oak-
grove under which the dusk was gathering. It had
seenmed so exactly the place in which he ought to have
found Madane d enska; and she was far away, and

even the pink sunshade was not hers

He frowned and hesitated. "You don't know,



suppose-- | shall be in Boston tonorrow. |If | could

manage to see her--"

He felt that Mss Blenker was losing interest in him
though her smile persisted. "Oh, of course; how | ovely
of you! She's staying at the Parker House; it mnust be

horrible there in this weather."

After that Archer was but intermittently aware of the
remarks they exchanged. He could only renenber stoutly
resisting her entreaty that he should await the returning
famly and have high tea with them before he drove

hone. At length, with his hostess still at his side, he
passed out of range of the wooden Cupid, unfastened his
horses and drove off. At the turn of the | ane he saw M ss

Bl enker standing at the gate and wavi ng the pink parasol

XX,

The next norning, when Archer got out of the Fall

Ri ver train, he energed upon a steaning m dsumrer
Boston. The streets near the station were full of the
snel | of beer and coffee and decaying fruit and a shirt-
sl eeved popul ace noved through themwith the intinmate
abandon of boarders going down the passage to

t he bat hroom

Archer found a cab and drove to the Somerset C ub

for breakfast. Even the fashionable quarters had the air
of untidy donesticity to which no excess of heat ever
degrades the European cities. Care-takers in calico

| ounged on the door-steps of the wealthy, and the



Conmon | ooked i ke a pl easure-ground on the norrow

of a Masonic picnic. |If Archer had tried to inagine

Ell en A enska in inprobable scenes he could not have
called up any into which it was nore difficult to fit her

than this heat-prostrated and deserted Boston.

He breakfasted with appetite and method, beginning
with a slice of nelon, and studying a norning paper
while he waited for his toast and scranbled eggs. A
new sense of energy and activity had possessed him
ever since he had announced to May the night before
that he had business in Boston, and should take the
Fall River boat that night and go on to New York the
followi ng evening. It had al ways been understood that
he would return to town early in the week, and when

he got back fromhis expedition to Portsnmouth a letter
fromthe office, which fate had conspi cuously pl aced
on a corner of the hall table, sufficed to justify his
sudden change of plan. He was even ashaned of the
ease with which the whol e thing had been done: it

rem nded him for an unconfortable nmonment, of Law ence
Lefferts's masterly contrivances for securing his
freedom But this did not long trouble him for he was

not in an anal ytic nood.

After breakfast he snoked a cigarette and gl anced
over the Commercial Advertiser. Wile he was thus
engaged two or three nmen he knew cane in, and the
usual greetings were exchanged: it was the sanme world
after all, though he had such a queer sense of having

sli pped through the nmeshes of tinme and space.

He | ooked at his watch, and finding that it was



hal f - past nine got up and went into the witing-room
There he wote a few lines, and ordered a nessenger to
take a cab to the Parker House and wait for the

answer. He then sat down behi nd anot her newspaper and
tried to calculate howlong it would take a cab to get to

t he Par ker House.

"The lady was out, sir," he suddenly heard a waiter's
voice at his el bow, and he stanmered: "Qut?--" as if

it were a word in a strange | anguage.

He got up and went into the hall. It nust be a
m st ake: she could not be out at that hour. He flushed
with anger at his own stupidity: why had he not sent

the note as soon as he arrived?

He found his hat and stick and went forth into the

street. The city had suddenly becone as strange and

vast and enpty as if he were a traveller fromdi stant

| ands. For a noment he stood on the door-step hesitating;
then he decided to go to the Parker House. What if

the messenger had been m sinforned, and she were stil

t here?

He started to wal k across the Common; and on the

first bench, under a tree, he saw her sitting. She had a
grey silk sunshade over her head--how could he ever

have i magi ned her with a pink one? As he approached

he was struck by her listless attitude: she sat there as if
she had nothing else to do. He saw her drooping profile,
and the knot of hair fastened |ow in the neck

under her dark hat, and the Iong winkled glove on the
hand that held the sunshade. He cane a step or two

nearer, and she turned and | ooked at him



"Ch"--she said; and for the first tinme he noticed a
startled | ook on her face; but in another nmonent it

gave way to a slow snile of wonder and content nent.

"Ch"--she murrmured again, on a different note, as
he stood | ooki ng down at her; and wi thout rising she

made a place for himon the bench

"I''"'m here on business--just got here," Archer

expl ai ned; and, without knowi ng why, he suddenly began
to feign astoni shment at seeing her. "But what on earth
are you doing in this wilderness?" He had really no

i dea what he was saying: he felt as if he were shouting
at her across endl ess distances, and she night vanish

agai n before he could overtake her

"“I'? OCh, I'mhere on business too," she answered,
turning her head toward himso that they were face to
face. The words hardly reached him he was aware

only of her voice, and of the startling fact that not an
echo of it had remained in his menory. He had not

even remenbered that it was | owpitched, with a faint

roughness on the consonants.

"You do your hair differently," he said, his heart

beating as if he had uttered sonething irrevocabl e.

"Differently? No--it's only that | do it as best | can

when |'mw thout Nastasia."

"Nastasia; but isn't she with you?"



"No; I'malone. For two days it was not worth while

to bring her."

"You're al one--at the Parker House?"

She | ooked at himwith a flash of her old malice.

"Does it strike you as dangerous?"

"No; not dangerous--"

"But unconventional? | see; | suppose it is." She
considered a nonent. "I hadn't thought of it, because
I've just done somnething so nuch nore unconventional ."

The faint tinge of irony lingered in her eyes. "l've just
refused to take back a sum of noney--that bel onged to

ne.

Archer sprang up and noved a step or two away.
She had furled her parasol and sat absently draw ng
patterns on the gravel. Presently he cane back and

st ood before her.

"Some one--has cone here to nmeet you?"

" Yes "

"Wth this offer?"

She nodded.

"And you refused--because of the conditions?"

"l refused," she said after a nonent.



He sat down by her again. "What were the conditions?"

"Ch, they were not onerous: just to sit at the head of

his table now and then."

There was another interval of silence. Archer's heart
had slanmed itself shut in the queer way it had, and he

sat vainly groping for a word.

"He wants you back--at any price?"

"Wel | --a considerable price. At least the sumis

consi derabl e for ne.

He paused again, beating about the question he felt

he must put.

"It was to neet himhere that you came?"

She stared, and then burst into a | augh. "Meet
hi m-ny husband? HERE? At this season he's al ways at

Cowes or Baden."

"He sent sone one?"

" Yes "

"Wth a letter?"

She shook her head. "No; just a nessage. He never
wites. | don't think I've had nore than one letter from
him" The allusion brought the colour to her cheek

and it reflected itself in Archer's vivid bl ush.



"Why does he never wite?"

"Why should he? What does one have secretaries

for?"

The young man's bl ush deepened. She had pronounced
the word as if it had no nore significance than any
other in her vocabulary. For a nonent it was on the
tip of his tongue to ask: "Did he send his secretary,
then?" But the renmenbrance of Count denski's only
letter to his wife was too present to him He paused

agai n, and then took another plunge.

"And the person?"--

"The em ssary? The emi ssary," Madane O enska

rejoined, still smling, "mght, for all | care, have left
al ready; but he has insisted on waiting till this evening
in case . . . on the chance . "

"And you canme out here to think the chance over?"

"I came out to get a breath of air. The hotel's too

stifling. I'mtaking the afternoon train back to Portsnouth.”

They sat silent, not |ooking at each other, but straight

ahead at the people passing along the path. Finally she

turned her eyes again to his face and said: "You' re not
changed. "
He felt Iike answering: "I was, till | saw you again;"”

but instead he stood up abruptly and gl anced about

himat the untidy sweltering park



"This is horrible. Wy shouldn't we go out a little on
the bay? There's a breeze, and it will be cooler. W
m ght take the steanboat down to Point Arley." She
glanced up at himhesitatingly and he went on: "On a
Monday norning there won't be anybody on the boat.

My train doesn't leave till evening: |I'mgoing back to
New York. Wiy shouldn't we?" he insisted, |ooking

down at her; and suddenly he broke out: "Haven't we

done all we coul d?"

Oh"--she nurnured again. She stood up and

reopened her sunshade, glancing about her as if to take
counsel of the scene, and assure herself of the inpossibility
of remaining init. Then her eyes returned to his

face. "You nmustn't say things like that to nme," she

sai d.

"I"ll say anything you like; or nothing. | won't open
my nouth unless you tell ne to. Wat harmcan it do
to anybody? Al | want is to listen to you," he

st amer ed.

She drew out a little gold-faced watch on an
enanel |l ed chain. "Ch, don't calculate,” he broke out; "give
me the day! | want to get you away fromthat nman. At

what tinme was he comni ng?"

Her col our rose again. "At eleven.”

"Then you must cone at once."

"You needn't be afraid--if | don't cone."



"Nor you either--if you do. | swear | only want to
hear about you, to know what you' ve been doing. It's a
hundred years since we've nmet--it may be anot her

hundred before we neet again."

She still wavered, her anxious eyes on his face. "Wy
didn't you come down to the beach to fetch ne, the

day | was at Granny's?" she asked

"Because you didn't | ook round--because you didn't
know | was there. | swore | wouldn't unless you | ooked
round.” He laughed as the childi shness of the confession

struck him

"But | didn't |ook round on purpose.”

"On purpose?”

"I knew you were there; when you drove in

recogni sed the ponies. So | went down to the beach

"To get away fromnme as far as you coul d?"

She repeated in a low voice: "To get away fromyou

as far as | could.”

He | aughed out again, this tine in boyish satisfaction
"Wll, you see it's no use. | may as well tell you,"

he added, "that the business | cane here for was just to
find you. But, |ook here, we nust start or we shall niss

our boat."

"Qur boat?" She frowned perpl exedly, and then

smled. "Oh, but | nust go back to the hotel first: |



nust | eave a note--"

"As many notes as you please. You can wite here."
He drew out a note-case and one of the new styl ographic
pens. "l've even got an envel ope--you see how

everything's predestined! There--steady the thing on

your knee, and |I'Il get the pen going in a second. They
have to be hunoured; wait--" He banged the hand
that held the pen against the back of the bench. "It's

like jerking down the mercury in a thernoneter: just a

trick. Nowtry--"

She | aughed, and bendi ng over the sheet of paper

whi ch he had laid on his note-case, began to wite.
Archer wal ked away a few steps, staring with radiant
unseei ng eyes at the passersby, who, in their turn
paused to stare at the unwonted sight of a fashi onably-
dressed lady witing a note on her knee on a bench in

t he Conmon.

Madane O enska slipped the sheet into the envel ope,
wote a nane on it, and put it into her pocket. Then

she too stood up.

They wal ked back toward Beacon Street, and near

the club Archer caught sight of the plush-lined "herdic"
whi ch had carried his note to the Parker House,

and whose driver was reposing fromthis effort by

bat hing his brow at the corner hydrant.

"I told you everything was predestined! Here's a cab
for us. You see!" They |laughed, astonished at the mracle

of picking up a public conveyance at that hour, and



in that unlikely spot, in a city where cab-stands were

still a "foreign" novelty.

Archer, | ooking at his watch, saw that there was
time to drive to the Parker House before going to the
steanboat |anding. They rattled through the hot streets

and drew up at the door of the hotel

Archer held out his hand for the letter. "Shall | take
it in?" he asked; but Madame O enska, shaking her

head, sprang out and di sappeared through the gl azed
doors. It was barely hal f-past ten; but what if the

em ssary, inpatient for her reply, and not know ng how
else to enploy his tinme, were already seated anong the
travellers with cooling drinks at their el bows of whom

Archer had caught a glinpse as she went in?

He waited, pacing up and down before the herdic. A
Sicilian youth with eyes |like Nastasia's offered to shine
his boots, and an Irish matron to sell him peaches; and
every few nmonents the doors opened to | et out hot

men with straw hats tilted far back, who gl anced at
himas they went by. He marvelled that the door should
open so often, and that all the people it let out should
| ook so li ke each other, and so like all the other hot
men who, at that hour, through the length and breadth

of the land, were passing continuously in and out of

t he swi ngi ng doors of hotels.

And then, suddenly, came a face that he coul d not

relate to the other faces. He caught but a flash of it, for
hi s pacings had carried himto the farthest point of his
beat, and it was in turning back to the hotel that he

saw, in a group of typical countenances--the |ank and



weary, the round and surprised, the lantern-jawed and
mld--this other face that was so many nore things at
once, and things so different. It was that of a young
man, pale too, and hal f-extinguished by the heat, or
worry, or both, but somehow, quicker, vivider, nore
consci ous; or perhaps seening so because he was so
different. Archer hung a nonent on a thin thread of
menmory, but it snapped and floated off with the di sappearing
face--apparently that of sone foreign business

man, | ooking doubly foreign in such a setting. He
vani shed in the stream of passersby, and Archer

resuned his patrol.

He did not care to be seen watch in hand within
view of the hotel, and his unai ded reckoning of the
| apse of tine led himto conclude that, if Mdane

O enska was so long in reappearing, it could only be
because she had net the em ssary and been wayl ai d by
him At the thought Archer's apprehension rose to

angui sh.

"If she doesn't come soon I'Il go in and find her," he

sai d.

The doors swung open again and she was at his side.
They got into the herdic, and as it drove off he took
out his watch and saw that she had been absent just
three minutes. |In the clatter of |oose w ndows that
made tal k i npossi bl e they bunped over the disjointed

cobbl estones to the wharf.

Seated side by side on a bench of the hal f-enpty boat



they found that they had hardly anything to say to each
other, or rather that what they had to say conmuni cated
itself best in the blessed silence of their rel ease

and their isolation.

As the paddl e-wheel s began to turn, and wharves

and shipping to recede through the veil of heat, it
seenmed to Archer that everything in the old fanmli ar
worl d of habit was receding also. He longed to ask
Madane O enska if she did not have the sane feeling:

the feeling that they were starting on some |ong voyage
fromwhich they m ght never return. But he was afraid
to say it, or anything else that might disturb the delicate
bal ance of her trust in him |In reality he had no

wish to betray that trust. There had been days and

ni ghts when the nmenory of their kiss had burned and
burned on his lips; the day before even, on the drive to
Portsnout h, the thought of her had run through him

like fire; but now that she was beside him and they
were drifting forth into this unknown world, they seened
to have reached the kind of deeper nearness that a

touch may sunder.

As the boat left the harbour and turned seaward a

breeze stirred about them and the bay broke up into

long oily undulations, then into ripples tipped with

spray. The fog of sultriness still hung over the city, but
ahead lay a fresh world of ruffled waters, and distant
pronontories with |ight-houses in the sun. Madane

A enska, |eaning back against the boat-rail, drank in

t he cool ness between parted lips. She had wound a

| ong veil about her hat, but it left her face uncovered,

and Archer was struck by the tranquil gaiety of her



expression. She seened to take their adventure as a
matter of course, and to be neither in fear of unexpected
encounters, nor (what was worse) unduly el ated

by their possibility.

In the bare dining-roomof the inn, which he had

hoped they woul d have to thensel ves, they found a
strident party of innocent-|ooking young men and
wonen- - school -t eachers on a holiday, the landlord told
them -and Archer's heart sank at the idea of having to

tal k through their noise

"This is hopeless--1"Il ask for a private room" he

sai d; and Madane O enska, w thout offering any objection
wai ted while he went in search of it. The room

opened on a | ong wooden verandah, with the sea coning

in at the windows. It was bare and cool, with a

tabl e covered with a coarse checkered cloth and adorned
by a bottle of pickles and a blueberry pie under a cage.
No nore guil el ess-1ooki ng cabi net particulier ever
offered its shelter to a clandestine couple: Archer fancied
he saw the sense of its reassurance in the faintly anused
smle with which Madanme O enska sat down opposite

to him A wonman who had run away from her husband- -

and reputedly with another nman--was likely to have
mastered the art of taking things for granted; but
something in the quality of her conposure took the edge
fromhis irony. By being so quiet, so unsurprised and

so sinple she had nmanaged to brush away the conventions
and make himfeel that to seek to be al one was

the natural thing for two old friends who had so nuch

to say to each other.



XXI V.

They lunched slowy and neditatively, with nute

i nterval s between rushes of talk; for, the spell once
broken, they had nmuch to say, and yet nonments when
sayi ng becane the nere acconpani nent to | ong duol ogues
of silence. Archer kept the talk fromhis own

affairs, not with conscious intention but because he did
not want to mss a word of her history; and | eaning on
the table, her chin resting on her clasped hands, she

talked to himof the year and a half since they had net.

She had grown tired of what people called "society";

New York was kind, it was al nost oppressively

hospi tabl e; she should never forget the way in which it had
wel comed her back; but after the first flush of novelty
she had found herself, as she phrased it, too "different"
to care for the things it cared about--and so she had
decided to try Washi ngton, where one was supposed to

meet nore varieties of people and of opinion. And on

t he whol e she should probably settle down in Washi ngton
and make a honme there for poor Medora, who

had worn out the patience of all her other relations just
at the time when she nost needed | ooking after and

protecting frommatrinonial perils.

"But Dr. Carver--aren't you afraid of Dr. Carver?

hear he's been staying with you at the Bl enkers'."

She smled. "Oh, the Carver danger is over. Dr.
Carver is a very clever man. He wants a rich wife to

finance his plans, and Medora is sinply a good



adverti senent as a convert."

"A convert to what?"

"To all sorts of new and crazy social schenes. But,

do you know, they interest ne nore than the blind
conformty to tradition--sonebody else's tradition--that
| see anpbng our own friends. |t seens stupid to have

di scovered America only to make it into a copy of another
country." She smiled across the table. "Do you suppose
Chri st opher Col unbus woul d have taken all that trouble

just to go to the Opera with the Selfridge Merrys?"

Archer changed col our. "And Beaufort--do you say

these things to Beaufort?" he asked abruptly.

"I haven't seen himfor a long tine. But | used to;

and he understands.”

"Ah, it's what |'ve always told you; you don't like
us. And you like Beaufort because he's so unlike us."
He | ooked about the bare roomand out at the bare
beach and the row of stark white village houses strung
along the shore. "W're dammably dull. W' ve no

character, no colour, no variety.--1 wonder," he broke out,

"why you don't go back?"

Her eyes darkened, and he expected an indi gnant
rejoinder. But she sat silent, as if thinking over what he
had said, and he grew frightened | est she shoul d answer

t hat she wondered too

At length she said: "I believe it's because of you."



It was inpossible to nake the confession nore

di spassionately, or in a tone |ess encouraging to the
vanity of the person addressed. Archer reddened to the
tenpl es, but dared not nove or speak: it was as if her
words had been some rare butterfly that the | east notion
m ght drive off on startled wings, but that night

gather a flock about it if it were |eft undisturbed.

"At least," she continued, "it was you who nade ne
under stand that under the dullness there are things so
fine and sensitive and delicate that even those | nost
cared for in nmy other life | ook cheap in comparison.
don't know how to explain nyself"--she drew together
her troubl ed brows-- "but it seens as if 1'd

never before understood with how nuch that is hard

and shabby and base the npbst exquisite pleasures may

be paid."

"Exquisite pleasures--it's sonething to have had
them" he felt like retorting; but the appeal in her eyes

kept himsilent.

"I want," she went on, "to be perfectly honest with
you--and with nyself. For a long tinme |I've hoped this
chance would come: that | might tell you how you've

hel ped ne, what you' ve made of nme--"

Archer sat staring beneath frowning brows. He
interrupted her with a laugh. "And what do you nake out

that you've nade of ne?"

She paled a little. "O you?"



"Yes: for |I'mof your naking nuch nore than you
ever were of mine. |'mthe man who married one

woman because anot her one told himto."

Her pal eness turned to a fugitive flush. "Il thought--

you proni sed--you were not to say such things today."

"Ah--how | i ke a woman! None of you will ever see

a bad busi ness through!"

She | owered her voice. "IS it a bad business--for

May ?"

He stood in the wi ndow, drunmm ng agai nst the raised
sash, and feeling in every fibre the wistful tenderness

wi th which she had spoken her cousin's nane.

"For that's the thing we've always got to think of--

haven't we--by your own show ng?" she insisted.

"My own showi ng?" he echoed, his blank eyes stil

on the sea

"Or if not," she continued, pursuing her own thought
with a painful application, "if it's not worth while to
have given up, to have nmissed things, so that others
may be saved fromdisillusionnment and misery--then
everything | came honme for, everything that nmade ny
other life seem by contrast so bare and so poor because
no one there took account of them-all these things are

a shamor a dream-"

He turned around wi thout moving fromhis place.

"And in that case there's no reason on earth why you



shoul dn't go back?" he concl uded for her

Her eyes were clinging to himdesperately. "Ch, IS

there no reason?"

"Not if you staked your all on the success of ny

marriage. My marriage," he said savagely, "isn't going
to be a sight to keep you here." She nmade no answer,
and he went on: "Wat's the use? You gave nme ny

first glinpse of areal life, and at the sanme nonment you

asked ne to go on with a shamone. It's beyond hunan

enduring--that's all."

"Ch, don't say that; when |I'menduring it!" she

burst out, her eyes filling.

Her arnms had dropped al ong the table, and she sat

with her face abandoned to his gaze as if in the

reckl essness of a desperate peril. The face exposed her as
much as if it had been her whol e person, with the sou
behind it: Archer stood dumb, overwhel ned by what it

suddenly told him

"You too--oh, all this tinme, you too?"

For answer, she let the tears on her lids overfl ow and

run sl owly downward.

Hal f the width of the roomwas still between them

and neither nmade any show of noving. Archer was

consci ous of a curious indifference to her bodily presence:
he woul d hardly have been aware of it if one of

the hands she had flung out on the table had not drawn



his gaze as on the occasion when, in the little Twenty-
third Street house, he had kept his eye on it in order

not to | ook at her face. Now his inmagination spun

about the hand as about the edge of a vortex; but stil

he nmade no effort to draw nearer. He had known the

love that is fed on caresses and feeds them but this
passion that was closer than his bones was not to be
superficially satisfied. H's one terror was to do anything
whi ch nmight efface the sound and i npression of

her words; his one thought, that he should never again

feel quite al one

But after a nonent the sense of waste and ruin
overcane him There they were, close together and safe
and shut in; yet so chained to their separate destinies

that they might as well have been half the world apart.

"What's the use--when you will go back?" he broke
out, a great hopel ess HON ON EARTH CAN | KEEP YQU?

crying out to her beneath his words.

She sat notionless, with l[owered lids. "GCh--1 shan't

go yet!"

"Not yet? Sone tinme, then? Sone tinme that you

al ready foresee?”

At that she raised her clearest eyes. "I prom se you
not as long as you hold out. Not as |ong as we can

| ook straight at each other like this."

He dropped into his chair. What her answer really
said was: "If you lift a finger you'll drive ne back

back to all the aboninations you know of, and all the



tenptations you half guess." He understood it as clearly
as if she had uttered the words, and the thought kept
hi m anchored to his side of the table in a kind of

noved and sacred subm ssion.

"What a life for you!--" he groaned.

"Ch--as long as it's a part of yours."

"And mine a part of yours?"

She nodded.
"And that's to be all--for either of us?"
"Well; it ISall, isn't it?"

At that he sprang up, forgetting everything but the

sweet ness of her face. She rose too, not as if to neet
himor to flee fromhim but quietly, as though the

worst of the task were done and she had only to wait;

so quietly that, as he cane cl ose, her outstretched hands
acted not as a check but as a guide to him They fel
into his, while her arms, extended but not rigid, kept
hi m far enough off to let her surrendered face say the

rest.

They may have stood in that way for a long tine, or

only for a few nonments; but it was |ong enough for her
silence to comunicate all she had to say, and for him
to feel that only one thing nmattered. He nust do nothing
to nake this neeting their last; he nmust |eave their

future in her care, asking only that she should keep fast



hold of it.

"Don't--don't be unhappy," she said, with a break
in her voice, as she drew her hands away; and he
answered: "You won't go back--you won't go back?"

as if it were the one possibility he could not bear.

"I won't go back," she said; and turning away she
opened the door and led the way into the public

di ni ng-room

The strident school -teachers were gathering up their
possessions preparatory to a straggling flight to the wharf;
across the beach lay the white steam boat at the pier;

and over the sunlit waters Boston |looned in a |line of haze.

Once nore on the boat, and in the presence of others,
Archer felt a tranquillity of spirit that surprised as

much as it sustained him

The day, according to any current valuation, had

been a rather ridiculous failure; he had not so nuch as
touched Madame O enska's hand with his lips, or

extracted one word from her that gave promni se of farther
opportunities. Nevertheless, for a man sick with

unsatisfied | ove, and parting for an indefinite period from
the object of his passion, he felt hinself al nost
humiliatingly calmand conforted. It was the perfect bal ance
she had held between their loyalty to others and their
honesty to thensel ves that had so stirred and yet

tranquillized him a balance not artfully cal cul ated, as her



tears and her falterings showed, but resulting naturally
from her unabashed sincerity. It filled himw th a tender
awe, now t he danger was over, and rmade him

thank the fates that no personal vanity, no sense of

pl aying a part before sophisticated w tnesses, had
tenpted himto tenpt her. Even after they had cl asped
hands for good-bye at the Fall River station, and he

had turned away al one, the conviction renmained with

hi m of havi ng saved out of their neeting nuch nore

than he had sacrificed.

He wandered back to the club, and went and sat

alone in the deserted library, turning and turning over
in his thoughts every separate second of their hours
together. It was clear to him and it grew nore clear
under closer scrutiny, that if she should finally decide
on returning to Europe--returning to her husband--it
woul d not be because her old life tenpted her, even on
the new terns offered. No: she would go only if she
felt herself beconming a tenptation to Archer, a
tenptation to fall away fromthe standard they had both set
up. Her choice would be to stay near himas |long as he
did not ask her to cone nearer; and it depended on

himself to keep her just there, safe but secl uded.

In the train these thoughts were still with him They
enclosed himin a kind of golden haze, through which
the faces about himlooked renpte and indistinct: he
had a feeling that if he spoke to his fellowtravellers
they woul d not understand what he was saying. In this
state of abstraction he found hinself, the follow ng
nmorni ng, waking to the reality of a stifling Septenber

day in New York. The heat-withered faces in the |ong



train streamed past him and he continued to stare at
them t hrough the sane gol den bl ur; but suddenly, as

he left the station, one of the faces detached itself, cane
closer and forced itself upon his consciousness. It was,
as he instantly recalled, the face of the young man he

had seen, the day before, passing out of the Parker

House, and had noted as not confornming to type, as

not having an Anerican hotel face.

The sane thing struck himnow, and again he became
aware of a dimstir of forner associations. The
young nman stood | ooki ng about himwi th the dazed air

of the foreigner flung upon the harsh nercies of American

travel; then he advanced toward Archer, lifted his

hat, and said in English: "Surely, Mnsieur, we nmet in
London?"

"Ah, to be sure: in London!" Archer grasped his

hand with curiosity and synpathy. "So you DI D get
here, after all?" he exclaimed, casting a wondering eye
on the astute and haggard little countenance of young

Carfry's French tutor

"Ch, | got here--yes," M Riviere smled with drawn

lips. "But not for long; | return the day after tonorrow "
He stood grasping his light valise in one neatly

gl oved hand, and gazi ng anxiously, perplexedly, alnost

appealingly, into Archer's face.

"I wonder, Mbnsieur, since |I've had the good luck to

run across you, if I mght--"

"I was just going to suggest it: cone to |uncheon,



won't you? Down town, | nean: if you'll look me up in
my office 1'll take you to a very decent restaurant in

that quarter.”

M Riviere was visibly touched and surprised. "You're
too kind. But | was only going to ask if you would tel
me how to reach sone sort of conveyance. There are

no porters, and no one here seens to listen--"

"I know. our Anerican stations nust surprise you
When you ask for a porter they give you chew ng-gum
But if you'll come along I'Il extricate you; and you

must really lunch with nme, you know. "

The young man, after a just perceptible hesitation
replied, with profuse thanks, and in a tone that did not
carry conpl ete conviction, that he was al ready engaged;
but when they had reached the conparative

reassurance of the street he asked if he mght call that

af t er noon.

Archer, at ease in the mdsumer |eisure of the

office, fixed an hour and scribbled his address, which the
Frenchman pocketed with reiterated thanks and a w de
flourish of his hat. A horse-car received him and Archer

wal ked away.

Punctually at the hour M Riviere appeared, shaved,
snoot hed-out, but still unmi stakably drawn and seri ous.
Archer was alone in his office, and the young man,
bef ore accepting the seat he proffered, began abruptly:

"I believe | saw you, sir, yesterday in Boston."

The statenment was insignificant enough, and Archer



was about to frame an assent when his words were
checked by sonething nysterious yet illumnating in

his visitor's insistent gaze.

"It is extraordinary, very extraordinary," M Riviere
continued, "that we should have net in the circunstances

in which I find nmyself."

"VWhat circunstances?" Archer asked, wondering a

little crudely if he needed nobney.

M Riviere continued to study himw th tentative
eyes. "l have cone, not to look for enploynent, as
spoke of doing when we | ast net, but on a specia

m ssion--"

"Ah--1" Archer exclained. In a flash the two

nmeeti ngs had connected thenselves in his mnd. He paused
to take in the situation thus suddenly lighted up for

him and M Riviere also remained silent, as if aware

that what he had said was enough

"A special mssion," Archer at |ength repeated.

The young Frenchman, opening his pal ns, raised
themslightly, and the two nen continued to | ook at
each other across the office-desk till Archer roused
hinmself to say: "Do sit down"; whereupon M Riviere

bowed, took a distant chair, and again waited.

"It was about this mssion that you wanted to

consult nme?" Archer finally asked.



M Riviere bent his head. "Not in nmy own behal f:
on that score I--1 have fully dealt with nyself. | should
like--if | may--to speak to you about the Countess

d enska. "

Archer had known for the last few m nutes that the
wor ds were com ng; but when they came they sent the
bl ood rushing to his tenples as if he had been caught

by a bent-back branch in a thicket.

"And on whose behal f," he said, "do you wish to do

t hi s?"
M Riviere nmet the question sturdily. "Well--1 might
say HERS, if it did not sound like a liberty. Shall | say

i nstead: on behal f of abstract justice?"

Archer considered himironically. "In other words:

you are Count O enski's nmessenger?"

He saw his blush nore darkly reflected in M Riviere's
sal |l ow countenance. "Not to YOU, Mnsieur. |f | cone

to you, it is on quite other grounds."

"What right have you, in the circunstances, to BE on
any other ground?" Archer retorted. "If you're an

em ssary you're an enissary."

The young man considered. "My mission is over: as

far as the Countess O enska goes, it has failed."

"I can't help that," Archer rejoined on the sane note

of irony.



"No: but you can help--" M Riviere paused, turned

his hat about in his still carefully gloved hands, | ooked
intoits lining and then back at Archer's face. "You can
hel p, Monsieur, | amconvinced, to make it equally a

failure with her famly."

Archer pushed back his chair and stood up. "Well--
and by God | will!" he exclainmed. He stood with his
hands in his pockets, staring dowmn wathfully at the
little Frenchman, whose face, though he too had risen

was still an inch or two below the Iine of Archer's eyes.

M Riviere paled to his nornmal hue: paler than that

hi s conpl exion could hardly turn

"Way the devil," Archer explosively continued,
"shoul d you have thought--since | suppose you're
appealing to nme on the ground of ny relationship to
Madane O enska--that | should take a view contrary

to the rest of her famly?"

The change of expression in M Riviere's face was

for atine his only answer. Hi s |ook passed fromtimdity
to absolute distress: for a young man of his usually
resourceful men it would have been difficult to appear

nore di sarned and defencel ess. "Ch, Monsieur--"

"I can't imagine," Archer continued, "why you should
have cone to nme when there are others so nuch nearer
to the Countess; still |less why you thought | should be
nore accessible to the argunents | suppose you were

sent over with."



M Riviere took this onslaught with a disconcerting
humility. "The argunents | want to present to you
Monsi eur, are my own and not those |I was sent over

with. "

"Then | see still less reason for listening to them"

M Riviere again |looked into his hat, as if considering
whet her these | ast words were not a sufficiently

broad hint to put it on and be gone. Then he spoke

wi th sudden decision. "Mnsieur--will you tell ne one
thing? Is it ny right to be here that you question? O
do you perhaps believe the whole matter to be al ready

cl osed?"

Hi s qui et insistence nade Archer feel the clunsiness

of his own bluster. M Riviere had succeeded in inposing
hinsel f: Archer, reddening slightly, dropped into

his chair again, and signed to the young nan to be

seat ed.

"I beg your pardon: but why isn't the matter closed?"

M Riviere gazed back at himw th anguish. "You
do, then, agree with the rest of the famly that, in face
of the new proposals | have brought, it is hardly possible

for Madane A enska not to return to her husband?"

"CGood God!" Archer exclainmed; and his visitor gave

out a low nmurnmur of confirnmation.

"Before seeing her, | saw-at Count O enski's
request--M. Lovell Mngott, with whom | had severa

tal ks before going to Boston. | understand that he



represents his nother's view, and that Ms. Manson

M ngott's influence is great throughout her famly."

Archer sat silent, with the sense of clinging to the
edge of a sliding precipice. The discovery that he had
been excluded froma share in these negotiations, and
even fromthe know edge that they were on foot, caused
hima surprise hardly dulled by the acuter wonder of
what he was learning. He sawin a flash that if the
famly had ceased to consult himit was because sone
deep tribal instinct warned themthat he was no | onger
on their side; and he recalled, with a start of conprehension
a remark of May's during their drive home

fromMs. Manson M ngott's on the day of the Archery
Meeting: "“Perhaps, after all, Ellen would be happier

wi th her husband."

Even in the tunult of new discoveries Archer renmenbered
hi s indi gnant exclanation, and the fact that since

then his wife had never naned Madane d enska to

him Her careless allusion had no doubt been the straw
held up to see which way the wind blew, the result had
been reported to the fanmly, and thereafter Archer had
been tacitly omtted fromtheir counsels. He admred
the tribal discipline which nade May bow to this decision
She woul d not have done so, he knew, had her

consci ence protested; but she probably shared the famly
vi ew that Madame O enska woul d be better off as

an unhappy wife than as a separated one, and that

there was no use in discussing the case with New and,
who had an awkward way of suddenly not seeming to

take the nost fundanmental things for granted.



Archer | ooked up and net his visitor's anxi ous gaze.
"Don't you know, Mnsieur--is it possible you don't
know-that the famly begin to doubt if they have the
right to advise the Countess to refuse her husband's

| ast proposal s?"

"The proposal s you brought ?"

"The proposals | brought."

It was on Archer's lips to exclaimthat whatever he
knew or did not know was no concern of M Riviere's;

but sonmething in the hunbl e and yet courageous tenacity
of M Riviere's gaze made himreject this concl usion
and he net the young nman's question wth another

"What is your object in speaking to nme of this?"

He had not to wait a nonent for the answer. "To
beg you, Monsieur--to beg you with all the force I'm
capable of--not to |l et her go back.--Ch, don't let

her!"™ M Riviere exclai ned.

Archer | ooked at himwi th increasi ng astoni shnent.
There was no mistaking the sincerity of his distress or
the strength of his deternination: he had evidently
resolved to l et everything go by the board but the
supreme need of thus putting hinmself on record. Archer

consi der ed.

"May | ask," he said at length, "if this is the |line you

took with the Countess d enska?"

M Riviere reddened, but his eyes did not falter



"No, Monsieur: | accepted nmy mission in good faith.
really believed--for reasons | need not trouble you
with--that it would be better for Madanme O enska to
recover her situation, her fortune, the social consideration

that her husband's standing gives her."

"So | supposed: you could hardly have accepted such

a m ssion otherw se."

"I should not have accepted it."

"Well, then--?" Archer paused again, and their eyes

met in another protracted scrutiny.

"Ah, Monsieur, after | had seen her, after | had

listened to her, | knew she was better off here."

"You knew -?"

"Monsi eur, | discharged nmy mission faithfully: | put

the Count's argunents, | stated his offers, wthout adding
any coment of my own. The Countess was good

enough to listen patiently; she carried her goodness so
far as to see nme twi ce; she considered inpartially all

had conme to say. And it was in the course of these two
talks that | changed ny nmind, that | cane to see things

differently."

"May | ask what led to this change?"

"Sinply seeing the change in HER" M Riviere replied.

"The change in her? Then you knew her before?"



The young man's col our again rose. "l used to see
her in her husband's house. | have known Count O ensk
for many years. You can inmagine that he woul d not

have sent a stranger on such a nission."

Archer's gaze, wandering away to the blank walls of

the office, rested on a hangi ng cal endar surnounted by
the rugged features of the President of the United States.
That such a conversation should be going on anywhere
within the millions of square nmiles subject to his rule
seenmed as strange as anything that the inagination

could invent.

"The change--what sort of a change?"

"Ah, Monsieur, if | could tell you!" M Riviere paused
"Tenez--the discovery, | suppose, of what |'d never

t hought of before: that she's an Anerican. And that if
you're an Anerican of HER ki nd--of your kind--things
that are accepted in certain other societies, or at |east
put up with as part of a general convenient give-and-

t ake- - becone unt hi nkabl e, sinply unthinkable. If
Madane O enska's rel ations understood what these things
were, their opposition to her returning would no doubt
be as unconditional as her own; but they seemto

regard her husband's w sh to have her back as proof of
an irresistible longing for donestic life." M Riviere
paused, and then added: "Wereas it's far from being

as sinple as that."

Archer | ooked back to the President of the United
States, and then down at his desk and at the papers
scattered on it. For a second or two he could not trust

himself to speak. During this interval he heard M



Riviere's chair pushed back, and was aware that the
young man had risen. When he glanced up again he

saw that his visitor was as noved as hi nsel f.

"Thank you," Archer said sinply.

"There's nothing to thank me for, Mnsieur: it is I,
rather--" M Riviere broke off, as if speech for him
too were difficult. "I should like, though," he continued
ina firmer voice, "to add one thing. You asked ne

if I was in Count Oenski's enploy. | amat this nonent:
I returned to him a few nonths ago, for reasons

of private necessity such as may happen to any one

who has persons, ill and ol der persons, dependent on

him But fromthe noment that | have taken the step of
com ng here to say these things to you |I consider nyself
di scharged, and | shall tell himso on ny return

and give himthe reasons. That's all, Monsieur."

M Riviere bowed and drew back a step.

"Thank you," Archer said again, as their hands net.

XXVI .

Every year on the fifteenth of Cctober Fifth Avenue
opened its shutters, unrolled its carpets and hung

up its triple layer of w ndow curtains.

By the first of Novenmber this household ritual was
over, and society had begun to | ook about and take

stock of itself. By the fifteenth the season was in ful



bl ast, Opera and theatres were putting forth their new
attractions, dinner-engagenents were accumnul ati ng, and
dates for dances being fixed. And punctually at about
this time Ms. Archer always said that New York was

very nuch changed

Qbserving it fromthe |ofty stand-point of a non-
participant, she was able, with the help of M. Sillerton
Jackson and M ss Sophy, to trace each new crack inits
surface, and all the strange weeds pushing up between
the ordered rows of social vegetables. It had been one
of the armusenents of Archer's youth to wait for this
annual pronouncerent of his mother's, and to hear her
enunerate the mnute signs of disintegration that his
carel ess gaze had overl ooked. For New York, to Ms.
Archer's mind, never changed wi thout changing for the
worse; and in this view M ss Sophy Jackson heartily

concur r ed.

M. Sillerton Jackson, as became a man of the world,
suspended his judgnment and |istened with an anused
inpartiality to the | amentations of the |ladies. But even
he never denied that New York had changed; and

Newl and Archer, in the winter of the second year of his
marriage, was hinself obliged to admt that if it had

not actually changed it was certainly changing.

These points had been raised, as usual, at Ms.
Archer's Thanksgi ving dinner. At the date when she was
officially enjoined to give thanks for the bl essings of
the year it was her habit to take a mournful though not
enbittered stock of her world, and wonder what there

was to be thankful for. At any rate, not the state of



society; society, if it could be said to exist, was rather
spectacle on which to call down Biblical inprecations--
and in fact, every one knew what the Reverend Dr.

Ashnore nmeant when he chose a text from Jerem ah

(chap. ii., verse 25) for his Thanksgi ving sernon.

Dr. Ashnore, the new Rector of St. Matthew s, had

been chosen because he was very "advanced": his

sernmons were considered bold in thought and novel in

| anguage. Wien he ful m nated agai nst fashi onabl e society
he al ways spoke of its "trend"; and to Ms. Archer

it was terrifying and yet fascinating to feel herself part

of a community that was trending.

"There's no doubt that Dr. Ashnore is right: there IS
a marked trend," she said, as if it were sonething

vi si bl e and neasurable, |like a crack in a house.

"It was odd, though, to preach about it on Thanksgiving,"
M ss Jackson opi ned; and her hostess drily
rejoined: "Ch, he neans us to give thanks for what's

left."

Archer had been wont to snmile at these annua
vaticinations of his nother's; but this year even he was
obliged to acknow edge, as he listened to an enuneration

of the changes, that the "trend" was visible.

"The extravagance in dress--" Mss Jackson began
"Sillerton took me to the first night of the Opera, and
can only tell you that Jane Merry's dress was the only
one | recognised fromlast year; and even that had had
the front panel changed. Yet | know she got it out from

Wrth only two years ago, because ny seanstress al ways

goes in to make over her Paris dresses before she



wears them™"

"Ah, Jane Merry is one of US," said Ms. Archer

sighing, as if it were not such an enviable thing to be in
an age when | adi es were beginning to flaunt abroad

their Paris dresses as soon as they were out of the
Cust om House, instead of letting them nell ow under

| ock and key, in the manner of Ms. Archer's contenporaries.

"Yes; she's one of the few In ny youth,” Mss

Jackson rejoined, "it was considered vulgar to dress in
the newest fashions; and Any Sillerton has always told
me that in Boston the rule was to put away one's Paris
dresses for two years. Od Ms. Baxter Pennilow, who
did everything handsonely, used to inport twelve a
year, two velvet, two satin, two silk, and the other six
of poplin and the finest cashnere. It was a standing
order, and as she was ill for two years before she died
they found forty-eight Wrth dresses that had never
been taken out of tissue paper; and when the girls |eft
of f their nourning they were able to wear the first |ot
at the Synphony concerts wi thout |ooking in advance

of the fashion."

"Ah, well, Boston is nore conservative than New
York; but |I always think it's a safe rule for a lady to
| ay aside her French dresses for one season," Ms.

Archer conceded.

"I't was Beaufort who started the new fashi on by
making his wife clap her new clothes on her back as
soon as they arrived: | nust say at tinmes it takes al

Regina's distinction not to look like . . . like. . ." Mss



Jackson gl anced around the table, caught Janey's bul gi ng

gaze, and took refuge in an unintelligible nmurnur.

"Like her rivals," said M. Sillerton Jackson, with

the air of producing an epi gram

"Ch,--" the | adies murnured; and Ms. Archer added,

partly to distract her daughter's attention from forbidden
topics: "Poor Regina! Her Thanksgiving hasn't

been a very cheerful one, I'mafraid. Have you heard

the runours about Beaufort's specul ations, Sillerton?"

M. Jackson nodded carel essly. Every one had heard
the runours in question, and he scorned to confirma

tale that was already common property.

A gloony silence fell upon the party. No one really

i ked Beaufort, and it was not wholly unpl easant to

think the worst of his private life; but the idea of his
havi ng brought financial dishonour on his wife's famly
was too shocking to be enjoyed even by his enenies.
Archer's New York tolerated hypocrisy in private rel ations;
but in business nmatters it exacted a linpid and

i npeccabl e honesty. It was a long tinme since any well -
known banker had fail ed discreditably; but every one
remenbered the social extinction visited on the heads

of the firmwhen the |ast event of the kind had

happened. It would be the same with the Beauforts, in spite
of his power and her popularity; not all the |Ieagued
strength of the Dallas connection would save poor

Regina if there were any truth in the reports of her

husband' s unl awful specul ati ons.



The tal k took refuge in | ess onminous topics; but
everything they touched on seened to confirm Ms.

Archer's sense of an accel erated trend.

"OfF course, Newl and, | know you |l et dear May go

to Ms. Struthers's Sunday evenings--" she began; and
May interposed gaily: "Oh, you know, everybody goes
to Ms. Struthers's now, and she was invited to Ganny's

| ast reception.”

It was thus, Archer reflected, that New York

managed its transitions: conspiring to ignore themtill they
were well over, and then, in all good faith, imagining

that they had taken place in a preceding age. There was
always a traitor in the citadel; and after he (or generally
she) had surrendered the keys, what was the use of
pretending that it was inpregnable? Once people had

tasted of Ms. Struthers's easy Sunday hospitality they

were not likely to sit at honme renenbering that her

chanpagne was transnuted Shoe-Polish

"I know, dear, | know," Ms. Archer sighed. "Such

things have to be, | suppose, as |ong as AMJSEMENT i s
what people go out for; but |I've never quite forgiven
your cousin Madane O enska for being the first person

to countenance Ms. Struthers."

A sudden blush rose to young Ms. Archer's face; it
surprised her husband as nuch as the other guests
about the table. "OCh, ELLEN--" she nurnured, nuch in
the sane accusing and yet deprecating tone in which

her parents m ght have said: "Oh, THE BLENKERS--."

It was the note which the famly had taken to soundi ng



on the nmention of the Countess O enska's nane,

since she had surprised and i nconveni enced t hem by
remai ni ng obdurate to her husband's advances; but on
May's lips it gave food for thought, and Archer | ooked
at her with the sense of strangeness that sonmetines
cane over hi mwhen she was nost in the tone of her

envi ronnent .

His nother, with I ess than her usual sensitiveness to
atmosphere, still insisted: "l1've always thought that
peopl e |i ke the Countess O enska, who have lived in
aristocratic societies, ought to help us to keep up our

soci al distinctions, instead of ignoring them"™

May's bl ush remmi ned permanently vivid: it seened
to have a significance beyond that inplied by the

recogni ti on of Madanme O enska's social bad faith

"I''"ve no doubt we all seemalike to foreigners," said

M ss Jackson tartly.

"I don't think Ellen cares for society; but nobody
knows exactly what she does care for," May conti nued,

as if she had been groping for sonething noncommttal

"Ah, well--" Ms. Archer sighed again.

Everybody knew that the Countess O enska was no

I onger in the good graces of her famly. Even her
devot ed chanpion, old Ms. Manson M ngott, had been
unabl e to defend her refusal to return to her husband.
The M ngotts had not proclainmed their disapprova

al oud: their sense of solidarity was too strong. They



had sinply, as Ms. Wlland said, "let poor Ellen find

her own level"--and that, nortifyingly and

i nconprehensi bly, was in the di mdepths where the Bl enkers
prevai l ed, and "people who wote" celebrated their

untidy rites. It was incredible, but it was a fact, that
Ellen, in spite of all her opportunities and her privil eges,
had becone sinply "Bohenian." The fact enforced

the contention that she had made a fatal m stake

in not returning to Count Oenski. After all, a young
worman' s pl ace was under her husband's roof, especially
when she had left it in circunstances that

well . . . if one had cared to ook into them.

"Madanme O enska is a great favourite with the
gentlenen," said Mss Sophy, with her air of wishing to
put forth sonething conciliatory when she knew t hat

she was planting a dart.

"Ah, that's the danger that a young wonman |ike

Madane O enska is al ways exposed to," Ms. Archer
mournful Iy agreed; and the ladies, on this conclusion,
gathered up their trains to seek the carcel globes of the
drawi ng-room while Archer and M. Sillerton Jackson

withdrew to the Gothic library.

Once established before the grate, and consoling
hi nsel f for the inadequacy of the dinner by the perfection
of his cigar, M. Jackson becane portentous and

conmmuni cabl e.

"If the Beaufort smash cones," he announced, "there

are going to be disclosures.™

Archer raised his head quickly: he could never hear



the nane without the sharp vision of Beaufort's heavy
figure, opulently furred and shod, advancing through

the snow at Skuytercliff.

"There's bound to be," M. Jackson continued, "the
nastiest kind of a cleaning up. He hasn't spent all his

nmoney on Regina.”

"Ch, well--that's discounted, isn't it? M belief is

he'll pull out yet," said the young nan, wanting to

change t he subject.

"Per haps--perhaps. | know he was to see sone of

the influential people today. O course,” M. Jackson
reluctantly conceded, "it's to be hoped they can tide
himover--this time anyhow. | shouldn't like to think
of poor Regina's spending the rest of her life in some

shabby foreign watering-place for bankrupts."”

Archer said nothing. It seened to himso natural--
however tragic--that nmoney ill-gotten should be cruelly
expi ated, that his mnd, hardly lingering over Ms.
Beaufort's doom wandered back to cl oser questions.

What was the neaning of May's blush when the Countess

d enska had been nenti oned?

Four nont hs had passed since the m dsumer day

that he and Madane O enska had spent together; and
since then he had not seen her. He knew that she had
returned to Washington, to the little house which she

and Medora Manson had taken there: he had witten

to her once--a few words, asking when they were to

nmeet agai n--and she had even nore briefly replied:



"Not yet."

Since then there had been no farther conmunication
between them and he had built up within hinself a

ki nd of sanctuary in which she throned anong his

secret thoughts and longings. Little by little it becane
the scene of his real life, of his only rational activities;
thither he brought the books he read, the ideas and
feelings which nourished him his judgments and his
visions. Qutside it, in the scene of his actual life, he
moved with a growi ng sense of unreality and insufficiency,
bl undering against famliar prejudices and traditional

poi nts of view as an absent-m nded man goes

on bunping into the furniture of his own room
Absent - -that was what he was: so absent from everything
nmost densely real and near to those about him

that it sonmetinmes startled himto find they stil

i magi ned he was there.

He becanme aware that M. Jackson was clearing his

throat preparatory to farther revel ations.

"I don't know, of course, how far your wife's famly
are aware of what people say about--well, about Madane
A enska's refusal to accept her husband' s | atest

offer."

Archer was silent, and M. Jackson obliquely continued:
"It's a pity--it's certainly a pity--that she refused

it."

"Apity? In CGod s nane, why?"



M. Jackson | ooked down his leg to the unwi nkl ed

sock that joined it to a glossy punp.

"Well--to put it on the | owest ground--what's she

going to live on now?"

" Now - 2"

"I f Beaufort--"

Archer sprang up, his fist banging down on the bl ack
wal nut -edge of the writing-table. The wells of the brass

doubl e-i nkstand danced in their sockets.

"What the devil do you nean, sir?"

M. Jackson, shifting hinself slightly in his chair,
turned a tranquil gaze on the young man's burning

f ace.

"Well--1 have it on pretty good authority--in fact,

on old Catherine's herself--that the fanmly reduced
Count ess d enska's al |l owance consi derably when she
definitely refused to go back to her husband; and as, by
this refusal, she also forfeits the noney settled on her
when she married--which 4 enski was ready to nake

over to her if she returned--why, what the devil do YQU
mean, mny dear boy, by asking nme what | nean?" M.

Jackson good- hunouredly retorted.

Archer noved toward the nantel pi ece and bent over

to knock his ashes into the grate.

"I don't know anything of Madane O enska's private



affairs; but | don't need to, to be certain that what

you i nsinuate--"

"Ch, | don't: it's Lefferts, for one," M. Jackson

i nt er posed.

"Lefferts--who nmade | ove to her and got snubbed

for it!" Archer broke out contenptuously.

"Ah--DI D he?" snapped the other, as if this were
exactly the fact he had been laying a trap for. He stil
sat sideways fromthe fire, so that his hard old gaze

hel d Archer's face as if in a spring of steel

"Wll, well: it's a pity she didn't go back before
Beaufort's cropper,” he repeated. "If she goes NOW and
if he fails, it will only confirmthe general inpression
which isn't by any nmeans peculiar to Lefferts, by the

way.

"Ch, she won't go back now |ess than ever!" Archer
had no sooner said it than he had once nore the feeling

that it was exactly what M. Jackson had been waiting

for.
The ol d gentl eman considered himattentively. "That's
your opinion, eh? WelIl, no doubt you know. But everybody

will tell you that the few pennies Medora Manson

has left are all in Beaufort's hands; and how the
two wonen are to keep their heads above water unless
he does, | can't imagine. O course, Madanme d enska
may still soften old Catherine, who's been the nobst

i nexorably opposed to her staying; and old Catherine



coul d nmake her any allowance she chooses. But we all
know t hat she hates parting with good noney; and the
rest of the famly have no particular interest in keeping

Madanme O enska here.”

Archer was burning with unavailing wath: he was
exactly in the state when a man is sure to do sonething

stupid, knowing all the while that he is doing it.

He saw that M. Jackson had been instantly struck

by the fact that Madame O enska's differences with her
grandnot her and her other relations were not known

to him and that the old gentl eman had drawn his own
conclusions as to the reasons for Archer's exclusion
fromthe fanmily councils. This fact warned Archer to
go warily; but the insinuations about Beaufort nade
hi mreckless. He was mindful, however, if not of his
own danger, at |east of the fact that M. Jackson was
under his nmother's roof, and consequently his guest.
A d New York scrupul ously observed the etiquette of
hospitality, and no discussion with a guest was ever

all owed to degenerate into a disagreenent.

"Shall we go up and join ny nother?" he suggested
curtly, as M. Jackson's |l ast cone of ashes dropped into

the brass ashtray at his el bow

On the drive homeward May remmined oddly silent;

t hrough the darkness, he still felt her envel oped in her
menaci ng blush. What its nenace neant he coul d not
guess: but he was sufficiently warned by the fact that

Madame O enska's nane had evoked it.

They went upstairs, and he turned into the library.



She usually followed hinm but he heard her passing

down the passage to her bedroom

"May!" he called out inpatiently; and she came

back, with a slight glance of surprise at his tone.

"This lanp is snoking again; | should think the
servants might see that it's kept properly trinmed," he

grunbl ed nervously.

"I"'mso sorry: it shan't happen again," she answered,
inthe firmbright tone she had | earned from her nother;
and it exasperated Archer to feel that she was already
begi nning to hunour himlike a younger M. Well and.

She bent over to lower the wick, and as the |ight struck
up on her white shoul ders and the clear curves of her
face he thought: "How young she is! For what endless

years this life will have to go on!"

He felt, with a kind of horror, his own strong youth
and the bounding blood in his veins. "Look here," he
sai d suddenly, "I may have to go to Washington for a

few days--soon; next week perhaps."”

Her hand renmmined on the key of the |anp as she
turned to himslowy. The heat fromits flanme had
brought back a glow to her face, but it paled as she

| ooked up.

"On busi ness?" she asked, in a tone which inplied
that there could be no other conceivabl e reason, and
that she had put the question automatically, as if merely

to finish his own sentence



"On business, naturally. There's a patent case com ng

up before the Suprene Court--" He gave the nane
of the inventor, and went on furnishing details with al
Law ence Lefferts's practised glibness, while she |istened

attentively, saying at intervals: "Yes, | see."

"The change will do you good," she said sinply,

when he had finished; "and you nust be sure to go and
see Ellen," she added, |ooking himstraight in the eyes
with her cloudless snile, and speaking in the tone she
ni ght have enployed in urging himnot to neglect sone

irksome famly duty.

It was the only word that passed between them on

the subject; but in the code in which they had both

been trained it nmeant: "OF course you understand that

I know all that people have been saying about Ellen

and heartily synpathise with ny famly in their effort

to get her to return to her husband. | also know that,
for sone reason you have not chosen to tell me, you

have advi sed her against this course, which all the ol der
men of the famly, as well as our grandnother, agree in
approving; and that it is owing to your encouragenent
that Ellen defies us all, and exposes herself to the kind
of criticismof which M. Sillerton Jackson probably

gave you, this evening, the hint that has nmade you so
irritable. . . . Hints have indeed not been wanting; but
since you appear unwilling to take them from ot hers,

of fer you this one nyself, in the only formin which
wel | -bred peopl e of our kind can communicate

unpl easant things to each other: by letting you understand

that I know you nean to see Ellen when you are in



Washi ngton, and are perhaps going there expressly for
that purpose; and that, since you are sure to see her,
wi sh you to do so with ny full and explicit approval --
and to take the opportunity of letting her know what
the course of conduct you have encouraged her inis

likely to lead to."

Her hand was still on the key of the | anp when the
| ast word of this nmute nessage reached him She turned
the wick down, lifted off the globe, and breathed on

the sul ky fl ane.

"They snmell less if one blows themout,"” she expl ai ned,
with her bright housekeeping air. On the threshold

she turned and paused for his kiss.

XXVI I .

Wall Street, the next day, had nore reassuring

reports of Beaufort's situation. They were not

definite, but they were hopeful. It was generally understood
that he could call on powerful influences in case

of energency, and that he had done so with success;

and that evening, when Ms. Beaufort appeared at the

Opera wearing her old snile and a new eneral d neckl ace,

society drew a breath of relief.

New York was inexorable in its condemation of

business irregularities. So far there had been no exception
toits tacit rule that those who broke the | aw of

probity must pay; and every one was aware that even

Beaufort and Beaufort's wife would be offered up



unflinchingly to this principle. But to be obliged to offer
them up would be not only painful but inconvenient.

The di sappearance of the Beauforts would | eave a
considerable void in their conpact little circle; and those
who were too ignorant or too careless to shudder at the
nmoral cat astrophe bewailed in advance the | oss of the

best ball-roomin New YorKk.

Archer had definitely nmade up his mnd to go to
Washington. He was waiting only for the opening of

the lawsuit of which he had spoken to May, so that its
date might coincide with that of his visit; but on the
foll owi ng Tuesday he learned from M. Letterblair that
the case might be postponed for several weeks. Nevertheless,
he went hone that afternoon determned in any

event to | eave the next evening. The chances were that
May, who knew not hing of his professional life, and

had never shown any interest in it, would not |earn of

t he postponenment, should it take place, nor renenber

the nanes of the litigants if they were nentioned before
her; and at any rate he could no | onger put off seeing
Madane O enska. There were too nmany things that he

must say to her.

On the Wednesday norning, when he reached his

office, M. Letterblair met himwith a troubl ed face.
Beaufort, after all, had not nmanaged to "tide over";

but by setting afloat the runour that he had done so he
had reassured his depositors, and heavy paynents had
poured into the bank till the previous evening, when

di sturbing reports again began to predominate. In
consequence, a run on the bank had begun, and its doors

were likely to close before the day was over. The ugliest



things were being said of Beaufort's dastardly
manoeuvre, and his failure prom sed to be one of the

nmost discreditable in the history of Wall Street.

The extent of the calamty left M. Letterblair white
and incapacitated. "Il've seen bad things in ny tineg;
but nothing as bad as this. Everybody we know will be
hit, one way or another. And what will be done about
Ms. Beaufort? Wat CAN be done about her? | pity
M's. Manson M ngott as nuch as anybody: conming at

her age, there's no knowi ng what effect this affair may
have on her. She always believed in Beaufort--she nade
a friend of him And there's the whole Dallas connection:
poor M's. Beaufort is related to every one of you

Her only chance woul d be to | eave her husband--yet

how can any one tell her so? Her duty is at his side;
and luckily she seens always to have been blind to his

private weaknesses."

There was a knock, and M. Letterblair turned his

head sharply. "Wat is it? | can't be disturbed."”

A clerk brought in a letter for Archer and w t hdrew.
Recogni sing his wife's hand, the young man opened

the envel ope and read: "Wn't you pl ease cone up

town as early as you can? G anny had a slight stroke
last night. |In some mysterious way she found out before
any one else this awful news about the bank.

Uncl e Lovell is away shooting, and the idea of the

di sgrace has nmade poor Papa so nervous that he has a
tenperature and can't | eave his room Mamma needs

you dreadfully, and | do hope you can get away at once

and go straight to Ganny's."



Archer handed the note to his senior partner, and a
few m nutes later was crawing northward in a crowded
horse-car, which he exchanged at Fourteenth Street for
one of the high staggering omi buses of the Fifth Avenue
line. It was after twelve o' clock when this |aborious
vehicl e dropped himat old Catherine's. The
sitting-roomw ndow on the ground floor, where she
usual Iy throned, was tenanted by the inadequate figure
of her daughter, Ms. Wlland, who signed a haggard
wel come as she caught sight of Archer; and at the door
he was net by May. The hall wore the unnatura
appearance peculiar to well-kept houses suddenly

i nvaded by illness: waps and furs lay in heaps on the
chairs, a doctor's bag and overcoat were on the table,
and beside themletters and cards had already piled up

unheeded.

May | ooked pal e but smiling: Dr. Benconb, who

had just cone for the second tinme, took a nore hopefu
view, and Ms. Mngott's dauntless determination to

live and get well was al ready having an effect on her
famly. May led Archer into the old lady's sitting-room
where the sliding doors opening into the bedroom had
been drawn shut, and the heavy yel |l ow damask portieres
dropped over them and here Ms. Wl land comruni cated

to himin horrified undertones the details of

the catastrophe. It appeared that the evening before
somet hi ng dreadful and mysterious had happened. At

about eight o' clock, just after Ms. Mngott had finished
the gane of solitaire that she al ways played after

di nner, the door-bell had rung, and a | ady so thickly

veil ed that the servants did not immedi ately recognise



her had asked to be received.

The butler, hearing a fam liar voice, had thrown

open the sitting-roomdoor, announcing: "Ms. Julius
Beaufort"--and had then closed it again on the two

| adi es. They nust have been together, he thought, about
an hour. VWen Ms. Mngott's bell rang Ms. Beaufort
had al ready slipped away unseen, and the ol d | ady,

white and vast and terrible, sat alone in her great chair,
and signed to the butler to help her into her room She
seened, at that time, though obviously distressed, in
conpl ete control of her body and brain. The nulatto
mai d put her to bed, brought her a cup of tea as usual

| aid everything straight in the room and went away;

but at three in the norning the bell rang again, and the
two servants, hastening in at this unwonted summons

(for old Catherine usually slept |like a baby), had found
their nmistress sitting up against her pillows with a
crooked smile on her face and one little hand hangi ng

linp fromits huge arm

The stroke had clearly been a slight one, for she was
able to articulate and to make her w shes known; and

soon after the doctor's first visit she had begun to
regain control of her facial muscles. But the alarm had
been great; and proportionately great was the indignation
when it was gathered fromMs. Mngott's fragnentary
phrases that Regi na Beaufort had cone to ask
her--incredible effrontery!--to back up her husband,

see them through--not to "desert" them as she called
it--in fact to induce the whole famly to cover and

condone their nonstrous di shonour



"I said to her: "Honour's always been honour, and
honesty honesty, in Manson M ngott's house, and will

be till I"mcarried out of it feet first, the ol d woman
had stamered into her daughter's ear, in the thick

voice of the partly paral ysed. "And when she said: " But
ny name, Auntie--nmy name's Regina Dallas,' | said: "It
was Beaufort when he covered you with jewels, and it's
got to stay Beaufort now that he's covered you with

shane.

So much, with tears and gasps of horror, Ms. Wlland

i mparted, blanched and denvolished by the unwonted
obligation of having at last to fix her eyes on

the unpl easant and the discreditable. "If only I could
keep it fromyour father-in-law he always says:

“Augusta, for pity's sake, don't destroy ny last illusions'
--and how am|l to prevent his know ng these horrors?"

the poor |ady wail ed.

"After all, Manma, he won't have SEEN them " her

daught er suggested; and Ms. Wlland sighed: "Ah,
no; thank heaven he's safe in bed. And Dr. Benconb
has prom sed to keep himthere till poor Mama is

better, and Regi na has been got away somewhere.”

Archer had seated hinself near the w ndow and was

gazing out blankly at the deserted thoroughfare. It was
evident that he had been sunmoned rather for the

nmoral support of the stricken | adies than because of

any specific aid that he could render. M. Lovell M ngott
had been tel egraphed for, and nessages were being

despat ched by hand to the nmenbers of the famly living

in New York; and neanwhile there was nothing to do



but to discuss in hushed tones the consequences of
Beaufort's di shonour and of his wife's unjustifiable

action.

Ms. Lovell M ngott, who had been in another room

witing notes, presently reappeared, and added her voice
to the discussion. |In THEIR day, the el der |adies agreed,
the wife of a man who had done anything di sgracefu

in business had only one idea: to efface herself, to

di sappear with him "There was the case of poor G andmanma
Spi cer; your great-grandnother, My. O

course," Ms. Wlland hastened to add, "your great-
grandfather's noney difficulties were private--1osses

at cards, or signing a note for sonebody--1 never quite
knew, because Mamma woul d never speak of it. But

she was brought up in the country because her nother

had to | eave New York after the disgrace, whatever it

was: they lived up the Hudson al one, winter and sum

met, till Manmma was sixteen. It would never have

occurred to Grandnama Spicer to ask the fanily to
“countenance' her, as | understand Regina calls it; though
a private disgrace is nothing conpared to the scanda

of ruining hundreds of innocent people."”

"Yes, it would be nore becoming in Regina to hide

her own countenance than to tal k about other people's,"
M's. Lovell Mngott agreed. "I understand that

the eneral d neckl ace she wore at the Opera | ast Friday
had been sent on approval fromBall and Black's in the

afternoon. | wonder if they'll ever get it back?"

Archer |istened unnoved to the rel entl ess chorus.

The i dea of absolute financial probity as the first |aw of



a gentleman's code was too deeply ingrained in himfor
sentinmental considerations to weaken it. An adventurer
like Lenuel Struthers might build up the millions of his
Shoe Pol i sh on any number of shady dealings; but

unbl em shed honesty was the nobl esse oblige of old
financial New York. Nor did Ms. Beaufort's fate greatly
nmove Archer. He felt, no doubt, nore sorry for her

than her indignant relatives; but it seemed to himthat
the tie between husband and wife, even if breakable in
prosperity, should be indissoluble in misfortune. As

M. Letterblair had said, a wife's place was at her
husband' s si de when he was in trouble; but society's

pl ace was not at his side, and Ms. Beaufort's cool
assunption that it was seened al nost to nake her his
acconplice. The nere idea of a wonan's appealing to

her family to screen her husband' s busi ness di shonour
was i nadm ssible, since it was the one thing that the

Famly, as an institution, could not do.

The mulatto nmaid called Ms. Lovell Mngott into
the hall, and the l|atter cane back in a nonent with a

frowni ng brow

"She wants nme to tel egraph for Ellen denska. | had
witten to Ellen, of course, and to Medora; but now it
seens that's not enough. |I'mto telegraph to her

i medi ately, and to tell her that she's to cone al one.™

The announcement was received in silence. Ms.
Wel | and si ghed resignedly, and May rose from her seat and
went to gather up some newspapers that had been

scattered on the fl oor.



"l suppose it nust be done," Ms. Lovell M ngott
continued, as if hoping to be contradicted; and My

turned back toward the m ddle of the room

"Of course it nust be done,"” she said. "G anny

knows what she wants, and we nust carry out all her

wi shes. Shall | wite the telegramfor you, Auntie? If it
goes at once Ellen can probably catch tonorrow norning's
train." She pronounced the syllables of the nane

with a peculiar clearness, as if she had tapped on two

silver bells.

"Well, it can't go at once. Jasper and the pantry-boy

are both out with notes and tel egrans."

May turned to her husband with a snile. "But here's
Newl and, ready to do anything. WII you take the

tel egram New and? There'll be just tine before |uncheon.™

Archer rose with a murnmur of readi ness, and she
seated herself at old Catherine's rosewood "Bonheur

du Jour," and wote out the nmessage in her large
i mature hand. Wen it was witten she blotted it

neatly and handed it to Archer.

"What a pity," she said, "that you and Ellen will
cross each other on the way!--New and," she added,
turning to her nother and aunt, "is obliged to go to
Washi ngt on about a patent lawsuit that is coning up
before the Supreme Court. | suppose Uncle Lovell will
be back by tomorrow night, and with G anny inproving
so much it doesn't seemright to ask New and to

give up an inportant engagenent for the firm-does

it?"



She paused, as if for an answer, and Ms. Welland
hastily declared: "Ch, of course not, darling. Your

G anny would be the last person to wish it.” As Archer
left the roomwith the telegram he heard his nother-in-
| aw add, presumably to Ms. Lovell Mngott: "But

why on earth she should nake you tel egraph for Ellen

d enska--" and May's clear voice rejoin: "Perhaps it's
to urge on her again that after all her duty is with her

husband. "

The outer door closed on Archer and he wal ked

hastily away toward the tel egraph office

XXVI L.

A -ol--howjer spell it, anyhow?" asked the tart
young | ady to whom Archer had pushed his wife's
tel egram across the brass | edge of the Western Union

of fice.

"d enska--O 1l en-ska," he repeated, draw ng back
the message in order to print out the foreign syllables

above May's ranbling script.

"It's an unlikely name for a New York tel egraph

office; at least in this quarter," an unexpected voice
observed; and turning around Archer saw Law ence
Lefferts at his el bow, pulling an inperturbabl e nmoustache

and affecting not to glance at the nessage.

"Hal | o, Newl and: thought 1'd catch you here. 1've



just heard of old Ms. Mngott's stroke; and as | was
on ny way to the house | saw you turning down this
street and ni pped after you. | suppose you've cone

fromthere?"

Archer nodded, and pushed his tel egram under the

lattice.

"Very bad, eh?" Lefferts continued. "Wring to the
famly, | suppose. | gather it IS bad, if you're including

Count ess d enska."

Archer's lips stiffened; he felt a savage inpulse to

dash his fist into the | ong vain handsonme face at his side.

"VWhy?" he questi oned.

Lefferts, who was known to shrink from discussion,
raised his eye-brows with an ironic grinmace that warned
the ot her of the watching dansel behind the lattice.
Not hi ng coul d be worse "fornm the | ook rem nded

Archer, than any display of tenper in a public place.

Archer had never been nore indifferent to the

requi renents of form but his inpulse to do Law ence
Lefferts a physical injury was only nmonentary. The

i dea of bandying Ellen denska's name with him at

such a tine, and on what soever provocation, was

unt hi nkable. He paid for his telegram and the two young
men went out together into the street. There Archer
havi ng regained his self-control, went on: "Ms. Mngott
is much better: the doctor feels no anxiety whatever”;

and Lefferts, with profuse expressions of relief,



asked himif he had heard that there were beastly bad

runours agai n about Beaufort.

That afternoon the announcenment of the Beaufort failure
was in all the papers. It overshadowed the report of
Ms. Manson M ngott's stroke, and only the few who

had heard of the nysterious connection between the

two events thought of ascribing old Catherine's illness

to anyt hing but the accunul ation of flesh and years.

The whol e of New York was darkened by the tale of
Beaufort's dishonour. There had never, as M. Letterblair
said, been a worse case in his menory, nor, for that
matter, in the nenory of the far-off Letterblair who

had given his name to the firm The bank had conti nued
to take in noney for a whole day after its failure

was inevitable; and as many of its clients belonged to
one or another of the ruling clans, Beaufort's duplicity
seenmed doubly cynical. |[If Ms. Beaufort had not taken
the tone that such nmisfortunes (the word was her own)
were "the test of friendship," conpassion for her night
have tenpered the general indignation against her husband.
As it was--and especially after the object of her
nocturnal visit to Ms. Manson M ngott had becomne
known- - her cynicismwas held to exceed his; and she

had not the excuse--nor her detractors the satisfaction--
of pleading that she was "a foreigner." |t was sone
confort (to those whose securities were not in jeopardy)
to be able to renind thensel ves that Beaufort

WAS; but, after all, if a Dallas of South Carolina took
his view of the case, and glibly tal ked of his soon being

"on his feet again," the argunent lost its edge, and

there was nothing to do but to accept this awful evidence



of the indissolubility of marriage. Society nust
manage to get on w thout the Beauforts, and there was
an end of it--except indeed for such hapl ess victins of
the di saster as Medora Manson, the poor old Mss

Lanni ngs, and certain other m sguided | adies of good
famly who, if only they had listened to M. Henry van

der Luyden .

"The best thing the Beauforts can do," said Ms.

Archer, summing it up as if she were pronouncing a

di agnosi s and prescribing a course of treatnent, "is to

go and live at Regina's little place in North Carolina.
Beaufort has always kept a racing stable, and he had
better breed trotting horses. | should say he had all the
qualities of a successful horsedealer." Every one agreed
with her, but no one condescended to enquire what the

Beauforts really nmeant to do

The next day Ms. Manson M ngott was nuch better:

she recovered her voice sufficiently to give orders
that no one should nmention the Beauforts to her again,
and asked--when Dr. Benconb appeared--what in the
worl d her family meant by nmaking such a fuss about

her heal t h.

"I'f people of ny age WLL eat chicken-salad in the
eveni ng what are they to expect?" she enquired; and,

t he doctor having opportunely nodified her dietary,

the stroke was transfornmed into an attack of indigestion
But in spite of her firmtone old Catherine did not

whol |y recover her former attitude toward life. The
growi ng renoteness of old age, though it had not

di m ni shed her curiosity about her neighbours, had blunted



her never very lively conpassion for their troubles; and
she seenmed to have no difficulty in putting the Beaufort
di saster out of her mind. But for the first time she
becane absorbed in her own synptons, and began to

take a sentimental interest in certain nenbers of her
famly to whom she had hitherto been contenptuously

i ndi fferent.

M. Welland, in particular, had the privilege of
attracting her notice. O her sons-in-law he was the one
she had nost consistently ignored; and all his wife's
efforts to represent himas a nan of forceful character
and marked intellectual ability (if he had only "chosen")
had been nmet with a derisive chuckle. But his

em nence as a val etudi nari an now nade hi m an obj ect

of engrossing interest, and Ms. Mngott issued an

i mperial sumons to himto come and conpare diets

as soon as his tenperature permtted; for old Catherine
was now the first to recognise that one could not be

too careful about tenperatures.

Twenty-four hours after Madane O enska's summons

a tel egram announced that she would arrive from Washi ngton
on the evening of the following day. At the

Vel | ands', where the New and Archers chanced to be

| unchi ng, the question as to who shoul d neet her at
Jersey City was imediately raised; and the materi al
difficulties am d which the Welland househol d struggl ed
as if it had been a frontier outpost, |ent anination

to the debate. It was agreed that Ms. Wlland could
not possibly go to Jersey City because she was to
acconpany her husband to old Catherine's that afternoon

and t he brougham coul d not be spared, since, if



M. Welland were "upset" by seeing his nother-in-|aw

for the first tine after her attack, he m ght have to be
taken honme at a nmonent’'s notice. The Welland sons

woul d of course be "down town," M. Lovell M ngott

woul d be just hurrying back fromhis shooting, and the

M ngott carriage engaged in neeting him and one

could not ask May, at the close of a winter afternoon,

to go alone across the ferry to Jersey City, even in her
own carriage. Nevertheless, it mght appear inhospitable
--and contrary to old Catherine's express w shes--if
Madane O enska were allowed to arrive w thout any

of the famly being at the station to receive her. It was
just like Ellen, Ms. Wlland' s tired voice inplied, to
place the fanmily in such a dilenma. "It's always one

thing after another,” the poor |ady grieved, in one of
her rare revolts against fate; "the only thing that nakes
me think Manma nust be less well than Dr. Benconb

will admit is this norbid desire to have Ellen cone at

once, however inconvenient it is to neet her."

The words had been thoughtless, as the utterances of
i npatience often are; and M. Welland was upon them

with a pounce.

"Augusta," he said, turning pale and | aying down his
fork, "have you any other reason for thinking that
Benconb is less to be relied on than he was? Have you
noticed that he has been | ess conscientious than usua

in following up ny case or your nother's?"

It was Ms. Wlland's turn to grow pale as the
endl ess consequences of her blunder unrolled thensel ves

bef ore her; but she nmanaged to | augh, and take a



second hel pi ng of scall oped oysters, before she said,
struggling back into her old armour of cheerful ness:

"My dear, how could you inmagine such a thing? 1| only
neant that, after the decided stand Mamma t ook about

its being Ellen's duty to go back to her husband, it
seens strange that she should be seized with this sudden
whimto see her, when there are half a dozen other
grandchi l dren that she nmight have asked for. But we
must never forget that Mamma, in spite of her wonderfu

vitality, is a very old wonan."

M. Welland's brow renai ned cl ouded, and it was

evident that his perturbed imagination had fastened at
once on this last remark. "Yes: your nother's a very

old woman; and for all we know Benconb nmay not be

as successful with very old people. As you say, ny

dear, it's always one thing after another; and in

another ten or fifteen years | suppose | shall have the

pl easing duty of |ooking about for a new doctor. It's

al ways better to nake such a change before it's absolutely
necessary." And having arrived at this Spartan

decision M. Wlland firmy took up his fork

"But all the while," Ms. WIlland began again, as

she rose fromthe luncheon-table, and |led the way into
the wilderness of purple satin and nal achite known as

the back drawi ng-room "I don't see how Ellen's to be

got here tonorrow evening; and | do like to have

things settled for at |east twenty-four hours ahead."

Archer turned fromthe fascinated contenplation of
a small painting representing two Cardinals carousing,

in an octagonal ebony frane set with medallions of onyx.



"Shall | fetch her?" he proposed. "I can easily get
away fromthe office in tinme to neet the brougham at
the ferry, if May will send it there.” H s heart was

beating excitedly as he spoke.

Ms. Welland heaved a sigh of gratitude, and May, who
had noved away to the wi ndow, turned to shed on him

a beam of approval. "So you see, Mamma, everything
WLL be settled twenty-four hours in advance," she said,

stoopi ng over to kiss her nother's troubl ed forehead.

May' s brougham awaited her at the door, and she was

to drive Archer to Union Square, where he could pick

up a Broadway car to carry himto the office. As she
settled herself in her corner she said: "I didn't want to
worry Mamma by raising fresh obstacl es; but how can

you meet Ellen tonmorrow, and bring her back to New

Yor k, when you're going to Washi ngton?"

"Ch, |I'mnot going," Archer answered.
"Not going? Wy, what's happened?" Her voice was

as clear as a bell, and full of wifely solicitude.

"The case is off--postponed."

"Post poned? How odd! | saw a note this norning
fromM. Letterblair to Mamma saying that he was
goi ng to Washington tonorrow for the big patent case
that he was to argue before the Suprene Court. You

said it was a patent case, didn't you?"

"Well--that's it: the whole office can't go. Letterblair



decided to go this norning."

"Then it's NOT postponed?" she continued, with an
i nsistence so unlike her that he felt the blood rising to
his face, as if he were blushing for her unwonted | apse

fromall the traditional delicacies

"No: but ny going is," he answered, cursing the
unnecessary expl anations that he had gi ven when he

had announced his intention of going to Washington

and wondering where he had read that clever liars give
details, but that the cleverest do not. It did not hurt

himhalf as nuch to tell May an untruth as to see her

trying to pretend that she had not detected him

"I"'mnot going till later on: luckily for the

conveni ence of your fam ly,"” he continued, taking base
refuge in sarcasm As he spoke he felt that she was | ooking
at him and he turned his eyes to hers in order not to
appear to be avoiding them Their glances net for a

second, and perhaps let theminto each other's neanings

nmore deeply than either cared to go.

"Yes; it IS amully convenient," May brightly agreed,
"that you should be able to neet Ellen after all; you
saw how much Mamma appreci ated your offering to

do it."

"Ch, I'mdelighted to do it." The carriage stopped,

and as he junped out she leaned to himand | aid her

hand on his. "Good-bye, dearest," she said, her eyes so
bl ue that he wondered afterward if they had shone on

hi m t hrough tears.



He turned away and hurried across Uni on Squar e,
repeating to hinself, in a sort of inward chant: "It's al
of two hours fromJersey City to old Catherine's. It's

all of two hours--and it may be nore.”

XX X.

Hs wife's dark blue brougham (with the weddi ng
varnish still on it) net Archer at the ferry, and
conveyed himluxuriously to the Pennsylvania term nus

in Jersey City.

It was a sonbre snowy afternoon, and the gas-I|anps
were lit in the big reverberating station. As he paced
the platform waiting for the Washi ngton express, he
renenbered that there were people who thought there
woul d one day be a tunnel under the Hudson through
which the trains of the Pennsylvania railway would run
straight into New York. They were of the brotherhood
of visionaries who |ikew se predicted the building of
ships that would cross the Atlantic in five days, the
invention of a flying machine, lighting by electricity,
t el ephoni ¢ comuni cation without wires, and other

Arabi an Ni ght marvels.

"I don't care which of their visions conmes true,"”

Archer nused, "as long as the tunnel isn't built yet." In
hi s sensel ess school - boy happi ness he pictured Madane

A enska's descent fromthe train, his discovery of her a

I ong way off, anobng the throngs of neani ngl ess faces,

her clinging to his armas he guided her to the carriage,



their slow approach to the wharf anong slipping horses,

| aden carts, vociferating teansters, and then the startling
qui et of the ferry-boat, where they would sit side

by side under the snow, in the notionless carriage,

while the earth seened to glide away under them

rolling to the other side of the sun. It was incredible,
the nunber of things he had to say to her, and in what

el oquent order they were form ng thenselves on his

l'ips .

The cl angi ng and groaning of the train cane nearer,

and it staggered slowy into the station like a prey-

| aden nonster into its lair. Archer pushed forward,

el bowi ng through the crowd, and staring blindly into

wi ndow after wi ndow of the high-hung carriages. And

t hen, suddenly, he saw Madane O enska's pal e and
surprised face close at hand, and had again the nortified

sensation of having forgotten what she | ooked I|ike.

They reached each other, their hands net, and he
drew her armthrough his. "This way--I have the

carriage," he said.

After that it all happened as he had dreaned. He

hel ped her into the broughamw th her bags, and had
afterward the vague recollection of having properly
reassured her about her grandnother and given her a
summary of the Beaufort situation (he was struck by
the softness of her: "Poor Reginal"). Meanwhile the
carriage had worked its way out of the coil about the
station, and they were crawling down the slippery
incline to the wharf, nenaced by swaying coal -carts,

bewi | dered horses, dishevelled express-wagons, and an



enpty hearse--ah, that hearse! She shut her eyes as it

passed, and clutched at Archer's hand.

"If only it doesn't nean--poor G anny!"

"Ch, no, no--she's nuch better--she's all right, really.
There--we've passed it!" he exclained, as if that

made all the difference. Her hand remained in his, and
as the carriage |lurched across the gang-plank onto the
ferry he bent over, unbuttoned her tight brown gl ove,
and kissed her palmas if he had kissed a relic. She

di sengaged herself with a faint snmle, and he said:

"You didn't expect ne today?"

ud], no. "
"I meant to go to Washington to see you. |'d nade

all ny arrangenents--1 very nearly crossed you in the
train."

"Ch--" she exclained, as if terrified by the narrowness

of their escape.

"Do you know -1 hardly renenbered you?"

"Hardly renenbered ne?"

"I mean: how shall | explain? 1--it's always so. EACH

TI ME YOU HAPPEN TO ME ALL OVER AGAIN. "

"Ch, yes: | know | know "

"Does it--do | too: to you?" he insisted.



She nodded, | ooking out of the w ndow.

"Ellen--Ellen--Ellen!"

She made no answer, and he sat in silence, watching

her profile grow indistinct against the snow streaked
dusk beyond the wi ndow. What had she been doing in

all those four |ong nonths, he wondered? How little

they knew of each other, after all! The precious nonents
were slipping away, but he had forgotten everything

that he had nmeant to say to her and could only

hel pl essly brood on the nystery of their renoteness

and their proximty, which seened to be synbolised by

the fact of their sitting so close to each other, and yet

bei ng unable to see each other's faces.

"What a pretty carriage! Is it Muy' s?" she asked,

suddenly turning her face fromthe w ndow

"Yes."

"I't was May who sent you to fetch nme, then? How

ki nd of her!"

He made no answer for a nonment; then he said
expl osively: "Your husband's secretary cane to see ne

the day after we net in Boston."

In his brief letter to her he had nade no allusion to

M Riviere's visit, and his intention had been to bury
the incident in his bosom But her rem nder that they
were in his wife's carriage provoked himto an i npul se

of retaliation. He would see if she |liked his reference to



Ri viere any better than he liked hers to May! As on
certain other occasions when he had expected to shake
her out of her usual conposure, she betrayed no sign of
surprise: and at once he concluded: "He wites to her

t hen."

"M Riviere went to see you?"

"Yes: didn't you know?"

"No," she answered sinply.

"And you're not surprised?"

She hesitated. "Wy should | be? He told ne in
Boston that he knew you; that he'd met you in Engl and

| think."

"Ellen--1 must ask you one thing.

"Yes."

"I wanted to ask it after | saw him but | couldn't
put it in aletter. It was Riviere who hel ped you to

get away--when you | eft your husband?”

H s heart was beating suffocatingly. Wuld she neet

this question with the sane conposure?

"Yes: | owe hima great debt," she answered, without

the least trenor in her quiet voice.

Her tone was so natural, so alnpst indifferent, that

Archer's turmoil subsided. Once nore she had managed,



by her sheer sinplicity, to nake himfeel stupidly
conventional just when he thought he was flinging

convention to the w nds.

"I think you' re the nost honest worman | ever net!"”

he excl ai ned.

"Ch, no--but probably one of the |east fussy," she

answered, a smle in her voice.

"Call it what you like: you look at things as they

are.
"Ah--1"ve had to. |[|'ve had to |ook at the Gorgon."
"Well--it hasn't blinded you! You' ve seen that she's

just an old bogey like all the others."

"She doesn't blind one; but she dries up one's tears."

The answer checked the pleading on Archer's lips: it
seermed to cone from depths of experience beyond his
reach. The sl ow advance of the ferry-boat had ceased,
and her bows bunped against the piles of the slip with
a violence that nade the brougham stagger, and flung
Archer and Madane O enska agai nst each other. The
young nan, trenbling, felt the pressure of her shoul der

and passed his arm about her

"I'f you're not blind, then, you nust see that this

can't last."

"What can't?"



"Qur being together--and not together."

"No. You ought not to have cone today," she said

in an altered voice; and suddenly she turned, flung her
arnms about him and pressed her lips to his. At the same
nmonent the carriage began to nove, and a gas-lanp at

the head of the slip flashed its light into the w ndow.
She drew away, and they sat silent and notionl ess

whi | e t he brougham struggl ed through the congestion

of carriages about the ferry-landing. As they gained the

street Archer began to speak hurriedly.

"Don't be afraid of nme: you needn't squeeze yourself

back into your corner like that. A stolen kiss isn't what
I want. Look: I'mnot even trying to touch the sl eeve of
your jacket. Don't suppose that | don't understand

your reasons for not wanting to let this feeling between
us dwindle into an ordi nary hol e-and-corner |ove-affair.
I couldn't have spoken like this yesterday, because when
we' ve been apart, and |I'm | ooking forward to seeing

you, every thought is burnt up in a great flane. But
then you cone; and you're so nuch nore than

renenbered, and what | want of you is so nuch nore

than an hour or two every now and then, with wastes

of thirsty waiting between, that | can sit perfectly stil
besi de you, like this, with that other vision in ny nind,

just quietly trusting to it to cone true."

For a monent she rmade no reply; then she asked,
hardl y above a whisper: "Wat do you nean by trusting

toit to cone true?"

"Way--you know it will, don't you?"



"Your vision of you and ne together?" She burst
into a sudden hard laugh. "You choose your place well

to put it to nme!"

"Do you nmean because we're in ny wfe's broughant
Shall we get out and wal k, then? | don't suppose you

mnd alittle snow?"

She | aughed again, nore gently. "No; | shan't get
out and wal k, because ny business is to get to Granny's
as quickly as I can. And you'll sit beside nme, and

we'll | ook, not at visions, but at realities."

"I don't know what you mean by realities. The only

reality tonme is this."

She net the words with a long silence, during which
the carriage rolled down an obscure side-street and
then turned into the searching illumnation of Fifth

Avenue.

"I's it your idea, then, that | should Iive with you as

your mstress--since | can't be your w fe?" she asked.

The crudeness of the question startled him the word

was one that wonen of his class fought shy of, even

when their talk flitted cl osest about the topic. He

noti ced that Madame O enska pronounced it as if it had a
recogni sed place in her vocabul ary, and he wondered if

it had been used fanmiliarly in her presence in the horrible
life she had fled from Her question pulled himup

with a jerk, and he fl oundered.



"I want--1 want sonehow to get away with you into

a world where words like that--categories like that--
won't exist. Were we shall be sinply two human

bei ngs who | ove each other, who are the whole of life

to each other; and nothing else on earth will matter."

She drew a deep sigh that ended in another |augh

"Ch, ny dear--where is that country? Have you ever

been there?" she asked; and as he renmi ned sullenly

dunmb she went on: "I know so nany who've tried to

find it; and, believe me, they all got out by m stake at
waysi de stations: at places |ike Boul ogne, or Pisa, or
Monte Carlo--and it wasn't at all different fromthe

old world they'd left, but only rather smaller and dingier

and nore proni scuous."”

He had never heard her speak in such a tone, and he
renenbered the phrase she had used a little while

bef or e.

"Yes, the Gorgon HAS dried your tears," he said.

"Well, she opened nmy eyes too; it's a delusion to say

that she blinds people. Wat she does is just the
contrary--she fastens their eyelids open, so that they're
never again in the bl essed darkness. 1Isn't there a Chinese
torture like that? There ought to be. Ah, believe

me, it's a mserable little country!™

The carriage had crossed Forty-second Street: May's
sturdy brougham horse was carrying them nort hward
as if he had been a Kentucky trotter. Archer choked

with the sense of wasted m nutes and vai n words.



"Then what, exactly, is your plan for us?" he asked.

"For US? But there's no US in that sense!l W're near
each other only if we stay far fromeach other. Then we
can be ourselves. Oherwise we're only New and Archer

t he husband of Ellen denska's cousin, and Ellen

A enska, the cousin of Newl and Archer's wife, trying

to be happy behind the backs of the people who trust

them"

"Ah, |I'm beyond that," he groaned.

"No, you're not! You' ve never been beyond. And
have," she said, in a strange voice, "and | know what it

| ooks like there."

He sat silent, dazed with inarticulate pain. Then he
groped in the darkness of the carriage for the little bel
that signalled orders to the coachman. He renenbered
that May rang tw ce when she wished to stop. He

pressed the bell, and the carriage drew up beside the

cur bst one.

"Why are we stopping? This is not Ganny's," Madane

d enska excl ai ned.

"No: | shall get out here," he stammered, opening

the door and junping to the pavenent. By the light of

a street-lanp he saw her startled face, and the instinctive
notion she made to detain him He closed the

door, and | eaned for a nonent in the w ndow.

"You're right: | ought not to have cone today," he



said, lowering his voice so that the coachman shoul d

not hear. She bent forward, and seened about to speak

but he had already called out the order to drive on, and
the carriage rolled away while he stood on the corner

The snow was over, and a tingling wind had sprung

up, that lashed his face as he stood gazing. Suddenly he
felt sonmething stiff and cold on his | ashes, and perceived
that he had been crying, and that the w nd had

frozen his tears

He thrust his hands in his pockets, and wal ked at a

sharp pace down Fifth Avenue to his own house

That eveni ng when Archer cane down before dinner

he found the draw ng-room enpty.

He and May were dining alone, all the famly
engagenent s havi ng been postponed since Ms. Manson
M ngott's illness; and as May was the nore punctua

of the two he was surprised that she had not preceded
him He knew that she was at hone, for while he
dressed he had heard her noving about in her room

and he wondered what had del ayed her.

He had fallen into the way of dwelling on such

conjectures as a neans of tying his thoughts fast to
reality. Sometinmes he felt as if he had found the clue to
his father-in-law s absorption in trifles; perhaps even
M. Welland, |ong ago, had had escapes and vi sions,

and had conjured up all the hosts of donmesticity to



def end hi nsel f agai nst them

When May appeared he thought she | ooked tired.

She had put on the | ow necked and tightly-1aced dinner-
dress which the M ngott cerenpnial exacted on the

nost informal occasions, and had built her fair hair

into its usual accunulated coils; and her face, in
contrast, was wan and al nost faded. But she shone on him
wi th her usual tenderness, and her eyes had kept the

bl ue dazzl e of the day before.

"VWhat became of you, dear?" she asked. "I was
waiting at Granny's, and Ellen cane al one, and said
she had dropped you on the way because you had to

rush off on business. There's nothing wong?"

"Only sone letters I'd forgotten, and wanted to get

of f before dinner."

"Ah--" she said; and a nmonment afterward: "I'm
sorry you didn't come to Granny's--unless the letters

were urgent."

"They were," he rejoined, surprised at her insistence.
"Besides, | don't see why | should have gone to your
grandnmother's. | didn't know you were there.”

She turned and noved to the | ooking-glass above the
mant el - pi ece. As she stood there, lifting her long armto
fasten a puff that had slipped fromits place in her
intricate hair, Archer was struck by sonething | anguid

and inelastic in her attitude, and wondered if the deadly

nmonot ony of their lives had laid its weight on her also.



Then he renenbered that, as he had |left the house that
nor ni ng, she had called over the stairs that she would
meet himat her grandnother's so that they m ght drive
hone together. He had called back a cheery "Yes!"

and then, absorbed in other visions, had forgotten his
prom se. Now he was smitten with conpunction, yet
irritated that so trifling an oni ssion should be stored
up against himafter nearly two years of nmarriage. He
was weary of living in a perpetual tepid honeynoon,

wi thout the tenperature of passion yet with all its
exactions. |f May had spoken out her grievances (he
suspected her of many) he m ght have | aughed them
away; but she was trained to conceal inaginary wounds

under a Spartan smle.

To di sgui se his own annoyance he asked how her
grandnot her was, and she answered that Ms. M ngott
was still inproving, but had been rather disturbed by

the |l ast news about the Beauforts.

"What news?"

"It seenms they're going to stay in New York. | believe
he's going into an insurance business, or sonething.

They're | ooki ng about for a snall house."

The preposterousness of the case was beyond di scussion
and they went in to dinner. During dinner their

talk noved in its usual limted circle; but Archer
noticed that his wife nade no allusion to Madane O enska
nor to old Catherine's reception of her. He was thankfu

for the fact, yet felt it to be vaguely om nous.

They went up to the library for coffee, and Archer



lit a cigar and took down a volume of Mchelet. He

had taken to history in the evenings since May had

shown a tendency to ask himto read al oud whenever

she saw himwith a volume of poetry: not that he

di sliked the sound of his own voice, but because he
could al ways foresee her coments on what he read. In
the days of their engagenment she had sinply (as he now
percei ved) echoed what he told her; but since he had
ceased to provide her with opinions she had begun to
hazard her own, with results destructive to his enjoynent

of the works comment ed on

Seeing that he had chosen history she fetched her

wor kbasket, drew up an armchair to the green-shaded
student |anp, and uncovered a cushi on she was
enbroidering for his sofa. She was not a clever needl e-
woran; her | arge capabl e hands were nmade for riding,
rowi ng and open-air activities; but since other wves
enbr oi dered cushions for their husbands she did not

wish to onmit this last link in her devotion

She was so placed that Archer, by nerely raising his
eyes, could see her bent above her work-frane, her
ruffl ed el bow sl eeves slipping back fromher firmround
arnms, the betrothal sapphire shining on her left hand
above her broad gold wedding-ring, and the right hand
slowy and | aboriously stabbing the canvas. As she sat
thus, the lanplight full on her clear brow, he said to
hinself with a secret dismay that he woul d al ways
know t he thoughts behind it, that never, in all the years
to come, woul d she surprise himby an unexpected

nmood, by a new idea, a weakness, a cruelty or an

enotion. She had spent her poetry and romance on



their short courting: the function was exhausted
because the need was past. Now she was sinply ripening
into a copy of her nother, and nysteriously, by the
very process, trying to turn himinto a M. Wl and.

He | aid down his book and stood up inpatiently; and

at once she rai sed her head.

"What's the matter?"

"The roomis stifling: | want a little air."

He had insisted that the library curtains should draw
backward and forward on a rod, so that they night be
closed in the evening, instead of remaining nailed to a
gilt cornice, and i movably | ooped up over |ayers of

| ace, as in the drawi ng-roonm and he pulled them back
and pushed up the sash, leaning out into the icy night.
The nmere fact of not |ooking at May, seated beside his
tabl e, under his lanp, the fact of seeing other houses,
roofs, chimeys, of getting the sense of other lives
outside his own, other cities beyond New York, and a
whol e worl d beyond his world, cleared his brain and

made it easier to breathe

After he had | eaned out into the darkness for a few
m nutes he heard her say: "Newl and! Do shut the

wi ndow. You'll catch your death."

He pull ed the sash down and turned back. "Catch
my death!" he echoed; and he felt |ike adding: "But
I've caught it already. | AMdead--1've been dead for

mont hs and nont hs. "



And suddenly the play of the word flashed up a wild
suggestion. Wsat if it were SHE who was dead! |If she
were going to die--to die soon--and | eave himfree!l
The sensation of standing there, in that warmfaniliar
room and | ooking at her, and w shing her dead, was
so strange, so fascinating and overnmastering, that its
enornmity did not imediately strike him He sinply
felt that chance had given hima new possibility to
whi ch his sick soul mght cling. Yes, May nmight die--
peopl e di d: young people, healthy people |ike herself:

she nmight die, and set himsuddenly free.

She gl anced up, and he saw by her wi deni ng eyes

that there nust be sonething strange in his own.

"Newl and! Are you ill?"

He shook his head and turned toward his armchair.
She bent over her work-frame, and as he passed he laid

his hand on her hair. "Poor May!" he said.

"Poor? Wy poor?" she echoed with a strained | augh

"Because | shall never be able to open a w ndow

wi t hout worrying you," he rejoined, |aughing also.

For a monent she was silent; then she said very | ow,
her head bowed over her work: "I shall never worry if

you' re happy."

"Ah, ny dear; and | shall never be happy unless

can open the w ndows!"

"In TH' S weat her?" she renonstrated; and with a sigh



he buried his head in his book

Si x or seven days passed. Archer heard nothing from
Madane O enska, and becane aware that her nane

woul d not be nentioned in his presence by any nenber

of the family. He did not try to see her; to do so
whil e she was at old Catherine' s guarded bedsi de woul d
have been al nbst inpossible. In the uncertainty of the
situation he let hinmself drift, conscious, somewhere
bel ow the surface of his thoughts, of a resolve which
had cone to hi mwhen he had | eaned out fromhis

library window into the icy night. The strength of that

resolve made it easy to wait and nmake no sign

Then one day May told himthat Ms. Manson

M ngott had asked to see him There was nothing
surprising in the request, for the old lady was steadily
recovering, and she had al ways openly decl ared t hat

she preferred Archer to any of her other grandsons-in-
law. May gave the nessage with evident pleasure: she
was proud of old Catherine' s appreciation of her

husband.

There was a nonent's pause, and then Archer felt it
i ncunbent on himto say: "Al right. Shall we go

toget her this afternoon?”

Hs wife's face brightened, but she instantly answered:
"Ch, you'd nuch better go alone. |t bores Granny to

see the same people too often.”

Archer's heart was beating violently when he rang

old Ms. Mngott's bell. He had wanted above al



things to go alone, for he felt sure the visit would give
hi mt he chance of saying a word in private to the
Countess O enska. He had determined to wait till the
chance presented itself naturally; and here it was, and
here he was on the doorstep. Behind the door, behind

the curtains of the yell ow danask room next to the

hall, she was surely awaiting him in another nonent

he shoul d see her, and be able to speak to her before

she led himto the sick-room

He wanted only to put one question: after that his
course woul d be clear. What he wi shed to ask was
sinply the date of her return to Washington; and that

question she could hardly refuse to answer.

But in the yellow sitting-roomit was the nulatto
mai d who waited. Her white teeth shining like a
keyboard, she pushed back the sliding doors and ushered

himinto old Catherine's presence.

The old worman sat in a vast throne-like armchair

near her bed. Beside her was a nmahogany stand bearing
a cast bronze lanmp with an engraved gl obe, over which

a green paper shade had been bal anced. There was not

a book or a newspaper in reach, nor any evidence of

fenm nine enpl oynent: conversation had al ways been

Ms. Mngott's sole pursuit, and she woul d have scorned

to feign an interest in fancywork.

Archer saw no trace of the slight distortion |eft by

her stroke. She nerely | ooked paler, with darker shadows
in the folds and recesses of her obesity; and, in the
fluted nob-cap tied by a starched bow between her

first two chins, and the nuslin kerchief crossed over



her billow ng purple dressing-gown, she seened |ike
some shrewd and kindly ancestress of her own who
m ght have yielded too freely to the pleasures of the

t abl e.

She held out one of the little hands that nestled in a
hol | ow of her huge lap |like pet aninmals, and called to
the maid: "Don't let in any one else. |If my daughters

call, say |I'masleep."

The mai d di sappeared, and the old lady turned to

her grandson.

"My dear, am| perfectly hideous?" she asked gaily,

| aunchi ng out one hand in search of the folds of nuslin
on her inaccessible bosom "M daughters tell ne it
doesn't matter at ny age--as if hideousness didn't matter

all the nore the harder it gets to conceal!"

"My dear, you're handsomer than ever!" Archer
rejoined in the same tone; and she threw back her head

and | aughed.

"Ah, but not as handsone as Ellen!" she jerked out,
twinkling at himmaliciously; and before he could answer
she added: "Was she so awfully handsone the

day you drove her up fromthe ferry?"

He | aughed, and she continued: "Was it because you
told her so that she had to put you out on the way? In
my youth young nen didn't desert pretty wonen unl ess
they were made to!" She gave another chuckle, and

interrupted it to say al nost querulously: "It's a pity she



didn't marry you; | always told her so. It would have
spared nme all this worry. But who ever thought of

sparing their grandnother worry?"

Archer wondered if her illness had blurred her faculties;
but suddenly she broke out: "Well, it's settled,

anyhow. she's going to stay with nme, whatever the rest

of the famly say! She hadn't been here five mnutes
before I'd have gone down on ny knees to keep her--if
only, for the last twenty years, |1'd been able to see

where the fl oor was!"

Archer listened in silence, and she went on: "They'd

tal ked ne over, as no doubt you know. persuaded ne,
Lovell, and Letterblair, and Augusta Wl land, and all

the rest of them that | nust hold out and cut off her

al | owance, till she was nmade to see that it was her duty
to go back to Aenski. They thought they'd convinced

me when the secretary, or whatever he was, came out

with the | ast proposals: handsone proposals | confess
they were. After all, marriage is marriage, and noney's
nmoney--both useful things in their way . . . and | didn't

know what to answer--" She broke off and drew a

Il ong breath, as if speaking had becone an effort. "But
the mnute | laid eyes on her, | said: ~You sweet bird,
you! Shut you up in that cage again? Never!' And now

it's settled that she's to stay here and nurse her G anny
as long as there's a Granny to nurse. It's not a gay
prospect, but she doesn't mind; and of course |'ve told

Letterblair that she's to be given her proper allowance."

The young man heard her with veins aglow, but in

hi s confusion of mnd he hardly knew whet her her



news brought joy or pain. He had so definitely decided
on the course he neant to pursue that for the nonent

he could not readjust his thoughts. But gradually there
stole over himthe delicious sense of difficulties
deferred and opportunities miracul ously provided. |If

Ell en had consented to cone and live with her grandnother
it nmust surely be because she had recogni sed the

i mpossibility of giving himup. This was her answer to his
final appeal of the other day: if she would not take the
extrene step he had urged, she had at last yielded to

hal f - measures. He sank back into the thought with the
involuntary relief of a man who has been ready to risk
everyt hing, and suddenly tastes the dangerous sweetness

of security.

"She couldn't have gone back--it was inpossible!"

he excl ai ned.

"Ah, ny dear, | always knew you were on her side;

and that's why | sent for you today, and why | said to
your pretty w fe, when she proposed to conme with you
"No, nmy dear, I'mpining to see New and, and | don't
want anybody to share our transports.' For you see, ny

dear--" she drew her head back as far as its tethering
chins permitted, and | ooked himfull in the eyes--"you
see, we shall have a fight yet. The fanily don't want
her here, and they'll say it's because |'ve been ill,

because 1'm a weak old wonman, that she's persuaded ne.
I"mnot well enough yet to fight them one by one, and

you've got to do it for ne.

"1 ?" he stamrered.

"You. Wy not?" she jerked back at him her round



eyes suddenly as sharp as pen-knives. Her hand fluttered
fromits chair-armand lit on his with a clutch of
little pale nails like bird-claws. "Wy not?" she

searchingly repeated

Archer, under the exposure of her gaze, had recovered

his sel f-possession

"Ch, | don't count--1'"mtoo insignificant."

"Well, you're Letterblair's partner, ain't you? You've
got to get at themthrough Letterblair. Unless you' ve

got a reason," she insisted.

"Ch, ny dear, | back you to hold your own agai nst
themall without my help; but you shall have it if you

need it," he reassured her

"Then we're safe!" she sighed; and smiling on him
with all her ancient cunning she added, as she settled
her head anong the cushions: "I always knew you'd
back us up, because they never quote you when they

talk about its being her duty to go home."

He winced a little at her terrifying perspicacity, and
I onged to ask: "And May--do they quote her?" But he

judged it safer to turn the question

"And Madane O enska? Wwen am| to see her?" he

sai d.

The ol d | ady chuckl ed, crunpled her lids, and went

t hrough the pantom nme of archness. "Not today. One



at a time, please. Madane O enska's gone out."

He flushed with di sappoi ntnent, and she went on
"She's gone out, ny child: gone in ny carriage to see

Regi na Beaufort."

She paused for this announcenent to produce its
effect. "That's what she's reduced ne to already. The
day after she got here she put on her best bonnet, and

told me, as cool as a cucunber, that she was going to

call on Regina Beaufort. I don't know her; who is

she?' says |. ~She's your grand-niece, and a nost

unhappy woman,' she says. ~She's the wife of a scoundrel,
| answered. “Well,' she says, "and so am |, and yet

all nmy family want me to go back to him' Well, that
floored ne, and I let her go; and finally one day she
said it was raining too hard to go out on foot, and she
wanted me to lend her ny carriage. “~Wiat for?' | asked

her; and she said: “To go and see cousin Regi na--COUSI N

Now, ny dear, | |ooked out of the wi ndow, and saw it
wasn't raining a drop; but | understood her, and | et
her have the carriage. . . . After all, Regina s a brave

worman, and so is she; and |'ve always |iked courage

above everything."

Archer bent down and pressed his lips on the little

hand that still lay on his.

"Eh--eh--eh! Whose hand did you think you were

ki ssing, young nan--your wife's, | hope?" the old |ady
snapped out w th her nocking cackle; and as he rose to
go she called out after him "G ve her her Granny's

| ove; but you'd better not say anything about our talk."



XXXI .

Archer had been stunned by ol d Catherine's news.

It was only natural that Madanme A enska shoul d

have hastened from Washi ngton in response to her
grandnot her's sunmons; but that she shoul d have deci ded
to remai n under her roof--especially now that

Ms. Mngott had al nost regai ned her health--was | ess

easy to expl ain.

Archer was sure that Madame d enska's deci sion

had not been influenced by the change in her financia
situation. He knew the exact figure of the snmall incone
whi ch her husband had all owed her at their separation
Wthout the addition of her grandmother's allowance it
was hardly enough to live on, in any sense known to

the M ngott vocabul ary; and now that Medora Manson

who shared her life, had been ruined, such a

pittance would barely keep the two wonen cl ot hed and
fed. Yet Archer was convinced that Madanme O enska

had not accepted her grandnother's offer frominterested

noti ves.

She had the heedl ess generosity and the spasnodic
extravagance of persons used to large fortunes, and
indifferent to noney; but she could go w thout many

thi ngs which her relations considered indi spensabl e,

and Ms. Lovell Mngott and Ms. Wlland had often

been heard to deplore that any one who had enjoyed

the cosnopolitan |uxuries of Count O enski's establishnments
shoul d care so little about "how things were

done." Moreover, as Archer knew, several nonths had



passed since her allowance had been cut off; yet in the
interval she had made no effort to regain her grand-
nmot her's favour. Therefore if she had changed her course

it nust be for a different reason.

He did not have far to seek for that reason. On the

way fromthe ferry she had told himthat he and she

must renmain apart; but she had said it with her head

on his breast. He knew that there was no cal cul ated
coquetry in her words; she was fighting her fate as he
had fought his, and clinging desperately to her resol ve
that they should not break faith with the people who
trusted them But during the ten days which had el apsed
since her return to New York she had perhaps guessed
fromhis silence, and fromthe fact of his making no
attenpt to see her, that he was neditating a decisive
step, a step fromwhich there was no turning back. At
the thought, a sudden fear of her own weakness i ght
have sei zed her, and she m ght have felt that, after all,
it was better to accept the conpronise usual in such

cases, and follow the line of |east resistance.

An hour earlier, when he had rung Ms. Mngott's

bell, Archer had fancied that his path was clear before
him He had nmeant to have a word al one with Madane

A enska, and failing that, to learn from her
grandnot her on what day, and by which train, she was
returning to Washington. 1In that train he intended to
join her, and travel with her to Washington, or as

much farther as she was willing to go. H's own fancy
inclined to Japan. At any rate she woul d understand at
once that, wherever she went, he was going. He neant

to | eave a note for May that should cut off any other



alternative.

He had fancied hinmself not only nerved for this

pl unge but eager to take it; yet his first feeling on
hearing that the course of events was changed had been
one of relief. Now, however, as he wal ked horme from
Ms. Mngott's, he was conscious of a grow ng distaste
for what |ay before him There was nothi ng unknown

or unfanmiliar in the path he was presunably to tread,

but when he had trodden it before it was as a free nan,
who was accountable to no one for his actions, and

could lend hinmself with an anused detachnment to the

game of precautions and prevarications, conceal nents

and conpliances, that the part required. This procedure
was called "protecting a wonan's honour"; and

the best fiction, conbined with the after-dinner talk of
his elders, had long since initiated himinto every detai

of its code

Now he saw the matter in a new light, and his part

init seenmed singularly dimnished. It was, in fact, that
which, with a secret fatuity, he had watched Ms

Thorl ey Rushworth play toward a fond and unpercei vi ng
husband: a smling, bantering, hunouring, watchfu

and incessant lie. Alie by day, alie by night, alie in
every touch and every look; a lie in every caress and

every quarrel; alie in every word and in every silence.

It was easier, and | ess dastardly on the whole, for a
wife to play such a part toward her husband. A wonan's
standard of truthful ness was tacitly held to be

| ower: she was the subject creature, and versed in the

arts of the enslaved. Then she could always plead nopods



and nerves, and the right not to be held too strictly to
account; and even in the nost strait-|aced societies the

| augh was al ways agai nst the husband.

But in Archer's little world no one |aughed at a wife
deceived, and a certain neasure of contenpt was

attached to nen who continued their philandering after
marriage. |In the rotation of crops there was a recogni sed
season for wild oats; but they were not to be sown

nore than once

Archer had always shared this view in his heart he

t hought Lefferts despicable. But to |ove Ellen A enska
was not to becone a man like Lefferts: for the first
time Archer found hinself face to face with the dread
argunent of the individual case. Ellen denska was |like
no ot her wonman, he was |ike no other man: their
situation, therefore, resenbled no one el se's, and they
were answerable to no tribunal but that of their own

j udgnent .

Yes, but in ten minutes nore he would be nounting
his own doorstep; and there were May, and habit, and
honour, and all the ol d decencies that he and his people

had al ways believed in .

At his corner he hesitated, and then wal ked on down

Fifth Avenue.

Ahead of him in the winter night, loomed a big unlit
house. As he drew near he thought how often he had
seen it blazing with lights, its steps awni nged and car pet ed,

and carriages waiting in double line to draw up



at the curbstone. It was in the conservatory that stretched
its dead-black bul k down the side street that he had

taken his first kiss fromMy; it was under the nyriad
candl es of the ball-roomthat he had seen her appear

tall and silver-shining as a young Di ana.

Now t he house was as dark as the grave, except for a
faint flare of gas in the basenment, and a light in one
upstairs roomwhere the blind had not been | owered.

As Archer reached the corner he saw that the carriage
standing at the door was Ms. Manson Mngott's. What

an opportunity for Sillerton Jackson, if he should chance
to pass! Archer had been greatly noved by old Catherine's
account of Madame O enska's attitude toward

Ms. Beaufort; it nade the righteous reprobation of

New York seemlike a passing by on the other side. But
he knew wel | enough what construction the clubs and

drawi ng-roons would put on Ellen Oenska's visits to

her cousi n.

He paused and | ooked up at the |lighted wi ndow. No

doubt the two wonmen were sitting together in that

room Beaufort had probably sought consol ati on el sewhere
There were even runmours that he had left New

York with Fanny Ring; but Ms. Beaufort's attitude

made the report seem i nprobable.

Archer had the nocturnal perspective of Fifth Avenue
alnost to hinmself. At that hour nost people were

i ndoors, dressing for dinner; and he was secretly gl ad
that Ellen's exit was likely to be unobserved. As the
t hought passed through his mind the door opened, and

she cane out. Behind her was a faint light, such as



m ght have been carried down the stairs to show her
the way. She turned to say a word to sone one; then

the door closed, and she cane down the steps.

"Ellen," he said in a | ow voice, as she reached the

pavenent .

She stopped with a slight start, and just then he saw
two young nmen of fashionable cut approaching. There
was a fam liar air about their overcoats and the way
their smart silk mufflers were folded over their white
ties; and he wondered how youths of their quality
happened to be dining out so early. Then he remenbered
that the Reggi e Chiverses, whose house was a

few doors above, were taking a large party that evening
to see Adel aide Neilson in Roneo and Juliet, and guessed
that the two were of the nunber. They passed under a

| anp, and he recogni sed Lawence Lefferts and a young

Chi vers

A nean desire not to have Madane O enska seen at
the Beauforts' door vanished as he felt the penetrating

war mt h of her hand.

"I shall see you now-we shall be together," he

broke out, hardly know ng what he said.

"Ah," she answered, "Granny has told you?"

Whi | e he watched her he was aware that Lefferts and
Chivers, on reaching the farther side of the street corner
had discreetly struck away across Fifth Avenue. It
was the kind of masculine solidarity that he hinself

often practised; now he sickened at their connivance.



Did she really imagine that he and she could live Iike

this? And if not, what else did she imagi ne?

"Tormorrow | nust see you--somewhere where we
can be alone,"” he said, in a voice that sounded al nost

angry to his own ears.

She wavered, and noved toward the carri age.

"But | shall be at Granny's--for the present that is,
she added, as if conscious that her change of plans

required sone expl anation

"Sonmewher e where we can be al one," he insisted.

She gave a faint |laugh that grated on him

"I'n New York? But there are no churches . . . no

monunent s. "

"There's the Art Museum-in the Park," he explai ned,
as she | ooked puzzled. "At half-past two. | shall be at

the door . . ."

She turned away w t hout answering and got quickly

into the carriage. As it drove off she | eaned forward,

and he thought she waved her hand in the obscurity.

He stared after her in a turnoil of contradictory feelings.
It seemed to himthat he had been speaking not to

the woman he | oved but to another, a woman he was

i ndebted to for pleasures already wearied of: it was
hateful to find hinself the prisoner of this hackneyed

vocabul ary.



"She'll come!" he said to hinself, al nost contenptuously.

Avoi di ng the popular "Wl fe collection,” whose anecdotic
canvases filled one of the main galleries of the queer

wi | derness of cast-iron and encaustic tiles known as the
Metropol itan Miseum they had wandered down a

passage to the room where the "Cesnola antiquities"

moul dered in unvisited | oneliness.

They had this nelancholy retreat to thensel ves, and

seated on the divan enclosing the central steamradiator
they were staring silently at the gl ass cabi nets nount ed
i n eboni sed wood whi ch contained the recovered fragnments

of Ilium

"I't's odd," Madane O enska said, "I never cane

here before."

"Ah, well--. Sone day, | suppose, it will be a great
Museum "
"Yes," she assented absently.

She stood up and wandered across the room Archer
remai ni ng seated, watched the |ight novenents of her
figure, so girlish even under its heavy furs, the cleverly
pl anted heron wing in her fur cap, and the way a dark

curl lay like a flattened vine spiral on each cheek above
the ear. His nmnd, as always when they first net, was
whol |y absorbed in the delicious details that made her
herself and no other. Presently he rose and approached
the case before which she stood. |Its glass shelves were

crowded with snmall broken objects--hardly recogni sabl e



domestic utensils, ornaments and personal trifles--nade
of glass, of clay, of discoloured bronze and other tine-

bl urred substances.

"It seens cruel," she said, "that after a while nothing
matters . . . any nore than these little things, that used
to be necessary and inportant to forgotten people, and
now have to be guessed at under a nmagni fying gl ass

and | abel l ed: ~Use unknown.

"Yes; but neanwhile--"

"Ah, nmeanwhile--"

As she stood there, in her long seal skin coat, her

hands thrust in a small round nmuff, her veil drawn

down like a transparent mask to the tip of her nose,

and the bunch of violets he had brought her stirring
with her quickly-taken breath, it seened incredible that
this pure harnony of line and col our should ever suffer

the stupid | aw of change.

"Meanwhi | e everything natters--that concerns you,"

he sai d.

She | ooked at himthoughtfully, and turned back to
the divan. He sat down beside her and waited; but
suddenly he heard a step echoing far off down the

enpty roons, and felt the pressure of the mnutes.

"What is it you wanted to tell me?" she asked, as if

she had received the sane warni ng.



"What | wanted to tell you?" he rejoined. "Wy,
that | believe you cane to New York because you were

afraid. "

"Afrai d?"

"OfF ny com ng to Washi ngton."

She | ooked down at her muff, and he saw her hands

stir in it uneasily.

"Vl | - - 2"

"Wl | --yes," she said.

"You WERE afraid? You knew-?"

"Yes: | knew .

"Well, then?" he insisted.

"Well, then: this is better, isn't it?" she returned with

a | ong questioning sigh.

"Better--?"

"W shall hurt others less. Isn't it, after all, what you

al ways want ed?”

"To have you here, you nmean--in reach and yet out
of reach? To neet you in this way, on the sly? It's the
very reverse of what | want. | told you the other day

what | wanted."



She hesitated. "And you still think this--worse?"

"A thousand tines!" He paused. "It would be easy

tolie to you; but the truth is | think it detestable."

"Ch, so do I!" she cried with a deep breath of relief.

He sprang up inpatiently. "Well, then--it's my turn
to ask: what is it, in God' s nane, that you think

better?"

She hung her head and continued to clasp and uncl asp

her hands in her nuff. The step drew nearer, and

a guardian in a braided cap wal ked listlessly through

the roomlike a ghost stal king through a necropolis.

They fixed their eyes sinultaneously on the case opposite
them and when the official figure had vani shed

down a vista of nmunmmi es and sarcophagi Archer spoke

agai n.

"What do you think better?"

I nstead of answering she nmurnured: "I prom sed
Granny to stay with her because it seened to ne that

here | should be safer.”

"From me?"

She bent her head slightly, without |ooking at him

"Safer fromloving ne?"

Her profile did not stir, but he saw a tear overfl ow

on her lashes and hang in a nmesh of her veil.



"Safer fromdoing irreparable harm Don't |et us be

like all the others!" she protested.

"What others? | don't profess to be different from
ny kind. |'mconsuned by the same wants and the

same | ongi ngs."

She glanced at himwith a kind of terror, and he saw

a faint colour steal into her cheeks.

"Shall |--once cone to you; and then go hone?" she

suddenly hazarded in a | ow clear voice.

The bl ood rushed to the young man's forehead.
"Dearest!" he said, without nmoving. It seened as if he
held his heart in his hands, like a full cup that the | east

nmotion m ght overbrim

Then her |ast phrase struck his ear and his face
cl ouded. "Go hone? What do you nean by going

honme?"

"Horme to ny husband."

"And you expect nme to say yes to that?"

She raised her troubled eyes to his. "Wat else is
there? | can't stay here and lie to the people who've

been good to ne."

"But that's the very reason why | ask you to cone

awnay!"



"And destroy their lives, when they've helped ne to

remake m ne?"

Archer sprang to his feet and stood | ooki ng down on

her in inarticulate despair. It would have been easy to
say: "Yes, cone; cone once." He knew the power she
woul d put in his hands if she consented; there would

be no difficulty then in persuading her not to go back

to her husband.

But sonmet hing silenced the word on his lips. A sort

of passionate honesty in her made it inconceivable that

he should try to draw her into that famliar trap. "If I
were to let her cone," he said to hinself, "I should
have to Il et her go again." And that was not to be

i magi ned.

But he saw t he shadow of the | ashes on her wet

cheek, and waver ed.

"After all," he began again, "we have lives of our
own. . . . There's no use attenpting the inpossible
You' re so unprejudi ced about sonme things, so used, as
you say, to |ooking at the Gorgon, that | don't know
why you' re afraid to face our case, and see it as it
really is--unless you think the sacrifice is not worth

maki ng. "

She stood up also, her lips tightening under a rapid

f r own.

"Call it that, then--1 nust go," she said, draw ng her

little watch from her bosom



She turned away, and he foll owed and caught her by

the wist. "Well, then: conme to ne once,"” he said, his
head turni ng suddenly at the thought of |osing her; and
for a second or two they | ooked at each ot her al npbst

li ke enen es.

"When?" he insisted. "Tonorrow?"

She hesitated. "The day after.™

"Dearest--!" he said again.

She had di sengaged her wrist; but for a noment they
continued to hold each other's eyes, and he saw t hat

her face, which had grown very pale, was flooded wth

a deep inner radiance. Hi s heart beat with awe: he felt

that he had never before beheld | ove visible.

"Ch, | shall be |l ate--good-bye. No, don't cone any
farther than this," she cried, wal king hurriedly away
down the long room as if the reflected radiance in his
eyes had frightened her. Wen she reached the door she

turned for a nonent to wave a quick farewell

Archer wal ked home al one. Darkness was falling when
he let hinmself into his house, and he | ooked about at
the faniliar objects in the hall as if he viewed them

fromthe other side of the grave

The parlour-maid, hearing his step, ran up the stairs

to light the gas on the upper |anding.

"Is Ms. Archer in?"



"No, sir; Ms. Archer went out in the carriage after

| uncheon, and hasn't cone back."

Wth a sense of relief he entered the library and flung
hi nsel f down in his arnchair. The parlour-mid followed,
bringing the student |anp and shaki ng sone

coals onto the dying fire. Wen she left he continued to
sit notionless, his elbows on his knees, his chin on his

cl asped hands, his eyes fixed on the red grate.

He sat there w thout conscious thoughts, without

sense of the lapse of tinme, in a deep and grave amazenent
that seemed to suspend life rather than quicken it

"This was what had to be, then . . . this was what had

to be," he kept repeating to hinself, as if he hung in
the clutch of doom \What he had dreaned of had been

so different that there was a nortal chill in his rapture.

The door opened and May cane in.

"I"'mdreadfully late--you weren't worried, were you?"
she asked, l|aying her hand on his shoulder with one of

her rare caresses.

He | ooked up astonished. "Is it late?"

"After seven. | believe you've been asleep!" She
| aughed, and draw ng out her hat pins tossed her vel vet
hat on the sofa. She |ooked paler than usual, but sparkling

with an unwonted ani mati on.

"I went to see Granny, and just as | was goi ng away

Ellen cane in froma walk; so | stayed and had a | ong



talk with her. It was ages since we'd had a real talk.
She had dropped into her usual arnchair, facing his,
and was running her fingers through her runpled hair.

He fanci ed she expected himto speak

"Areally good talk," she went on, sniling with what

seenmed to Archer an unnatural vividness. "She was so
dear--just like the old Ellen. I'mafraid | haven't been
fair to her lately. 1've sonetines thought--"

Archer stood up and | eaned agai nst the mantel pi ece,

out of the radius of the Ianp.

"Yes, you've thought--?" he echoed as she paused.

"Wl |, perhaps | haven't judged her fairly. She's so
different--at | east on the surface. She takes up such
odd peopl e--she seens to |ike to nake hersel f conspicuous.
| suppose it's the life she's led in that fast European
soci ety; no doubt we seemdreadfully dull to her

But | don't want to judge her unfairly.”

She paused again, a little breathless with the
unwonted | ength of her speech, and sat with her lips

slightly parted and a deep bl ush on her cheeks.

Archer, as he |ooked at her, was remnminded of the

gl ow whi ch had suffused her face in the M ssion Garden
at St. Augustine. He becane aware of the same

obscure effort in her, the sane reachi ng out toward

somet hi ng beyond the usual range of her vision

"She hates Ellen," he thought, "and she's trying to



overcone the feeling, and to get me to help her to

overcone it."

The thought nmoved him and for a nonment he was
on the point of breaking the silence between them and

throwi ng hinself on her nercy.

"You understand, don't you," she went on, "why

the fanmly have sometimes been annoyed? W all did

what we could for her at first; but she never seened to
understand. And now this idea of going to see Ms.
Beaufort, of going there in Ganny's carriage! I|'mafraid

she's quite alienated the van der Luydens

"Ah," said Archer with an inpatient |augh. The

open door had cl osed between them agai n.

"It's time to dress; we're dining out, aren't we?" he

asked, nmoving fromthe fire.

She rose also, but lingered near the hearth. As he
wal ked past her she noved forward inpul sively, as
though to detain him their eyes net, and he saw t hat
hers were of the same swi nming blue as when he had

left her to drive to Jersey City.

She flung her arnms about his neck and pressed her

cheek to his.

"You haven't kissed ne today," she said in a whisper

and he felt her trenble in his arns.



XXX

At the court of the Tuileries," said M. Sillerton
Jackson with his reniniscent smle, "such things

were pretty openly tolerated.”

The scene was the van der Luydens' black wal nut

di ni ng-room i n Madi son Avenue, and the time the evening
after New and Archer's visit to the Museum of

Art. M. and Ms. van der Luyden had conme to town

for a few days from Skuytercliff, whither they had
precipitately fled at the announcenment of Beaufort's
failure. It had been represented to themthat the disarray
into which society had been thrown by this deplorable
affair made their presence in town nore necessary

than ever. It was one of the occasions when, as Ms.
Archer put it, they "owed it to society" to show thensel ves

at the Opera, and even to open their own doors.

“I't will never do, ny dear Louisa, to let people Iike
M's. Lenuel Struthers think they can step into Regina's
shoes. It is just at such tinmes that new peopl e push
in and get a footing. It was owing to the epidem c of
chi cken-pox in New York the winter Ms. Struthers

first appeared that the narried nen slipped away to

her house while their wives were in the nursery. You
and dear Henry, Louisa, nmust stand in the breach as

you al ways have."

M. and Ms. van der Luyden could not renmain deaf
to such a call, and reluctantly but heroically they had
come to town, unmuffled the house, and sent out

invitations for two dinners and an eveni ng reception



On this particular evening they had invited Sillerton
Jackson, M's. Archer and Newl and and his wife to go

with themto the Qpera, where Faust was being sung

for the first tine that winter. Nothing was done wi t hout
cerenony under the van der Luyden roof, and

t hough there were but four guests the repast had begun

at seven punctually, so that the proper sequence of
courses mght be served without haste before the gentlenen

settled down to their cigars.

Archer had not seen his wife since the evening

before. He had left early for the office, where he had
pl unged i nto an accunul ati on of uni nportant busi ness.
In the afternoon one of the senior partners had nade

an unexpected call on his tinme; and he had reached

hone so late that May had preceded himto the van der

Luydens', and sent back the carri age.

Now, across the Skuytercliff carnations and the nassive
pl ate, she struck himas pale and | angui d; but her

eyes shone, and she tal ked with exaggerated ani mation

The subject which had called forth M. Sillerton
Jackson's favourite allusion had been brought up (Archer
fanci ed not without intention) by their hostess. The
Beaufort failure, or rather the Beaufort attitude since
the failure, was still a fruitful thene for the draw ng-
roomnoralist; and after it had been thoroughly exam ned
and condemmed M's. van der Luyden had turned

her scrupul ous eyes on May Archer

"I's it possible, dear, that what | hear is true? | was

told your grandnother M ngott's carriage was seen



standing at Ms. Beaufort's door." It was noticeable
that she no longer called the offending | ady by her

Chri sti an nane.

May's col our rose, and Ms. Archer put in hastily:
"I'f it was, I'mconvinced it was there w thout Ms.

M ngott's know edge."

"Ah, you think--?" Ms. van der Luyden paused,

si ghed, and gl anced at her husband.

"I"'mafraid,” M. van der Luyden said, "that Mdame
A enska's kind heart nmay have | ed her into the

i nprudence of calling on Ms. Beaufort."

"Or her taste for peculiar people,"” put in Ms. Archer
in a dry tone, while her eyes dwelt innocently on her

son's.

"I"'msorry to think it of Madane O enska," said
Ms. van der Luyden; and Ms. Archer nurnured:
"Ah, ny dear--and after you'd had her tw ce at

Skuytercliff!"

It was at this point that M. Jackson seized the

chance to place his favourite allusion.

"At the Tuileries," he repeated, seeing the eyes of the
company expectantly turned on him "the standard
was excessively lax in sone respects; and if you'd asked
where Morny's noney came from-! O who paid the

debts of sonme of the Court beauties . . ."

"I hope, dear Sillerton," said Ms. Archer, "you are



not suggesting that we should adopt such standards?"

"I never suggest," returned M. Jackson inperturbably.
"But Madane O enska's foreign bringing-up may

make her |ess particular--"

"Ah," the two el der | adi es sighed.

"Still, to have kept her grandnother's carriage at a
defaulter's door!" M. van der Luyden protested; and
Archer guessed that he was renenbering, and resenting,
the hanpers of carnations he had sent to the little

house in Twenty-third Street.

"Of course |I've always said that she | ooks at things

quite differently,” Ms. Archer sumed up.

A flush rose to May's forehead. She | ooked across
the table at her husband, and said precipitately: "I'm

sure Ellen nmeant it kindly."

"I nprudent people are often kind," said Ms. Archer,
as if the fact were scarcely an extenuation; and Ms.
van der Luyden nmurrmured: "If only she had consulted

some one--"

"Ah, that she never did!" Ms. Archer rejoined.

At this point M. van der Luyden glanced at his wife,
who bent her head slightly in the direction of Ms.
Archer; and the glinmering trains of the three |adies
swept out of the door while the gentlenen settled down

to their cigars. M. van der Luyden supplied short ones



on Qpera nights; but they were so good that they nade

his guests deplore his inexorable punctuality.

Archer, after the first act, had detached hinself from
the party and made his way to the back of the club

box. Fromthere he watched, over various Chivers,

M ngott and Rushworth shoul ders, the same scene that

he had | ooked at, two years previously, on the night of
his first neeting with Ellen O enska. He had half-
expected her to appear again in old Ms. Mngott's

box, but it remai ned enpty; and he sat notionless, his
eyes fastened on it, till suddenly Madanme N | sson's

pure soprano broke out into "M ama, non manma

Archer turned to the stage, where, in the fanmiliar
setting of giant roses and pen-w per pansies, the same
| arge bl onde victimwas succunbing to the sanme snal |

br own seducer.

From the stage his eyes wandered to the point of the
hor seshoe where May sat between two ol der | adi es,

just as, on that forner evening, she had sat between
Ms. Lovell Mngott and her new y-arrived "foreign"
cousin. As on that evening, she was all in white; and
Archer, who had not noticed what she wore, recognised

the blue-white satin and old | ace of her wedding dress.

It was the custom in old New York, for brides to
appear in this costly garnent during the first year or
two of marriage: his nother, he knew, kept hers in

ti ssue paper in the hope that Janey m ght sonme day
wear it, though poor Janey was reaching the age when
pearl grey poplin and no bridesnaids woul d be thought

nmore "appropriate.”



It struck Archer that May, since their return from
Europe, had sel domworn her bridal satin, and the
surprise of seeing her in it rmade hi m conpare her
appearance with that of the young girl he had watched

with such blissful anticipations two years earlier.

Though May's outline was slightly heavier, as her
goddessli ke build had foretold, her athletic erectness of
carriage, and the girlish transparency of her expression
remai ned unchanged: but for the slight |anguor that
Archer had lately noticed in her she would have been

the exact inmage of the girl playing with the bouquet of
lilies-of-the-valley on her betrothal evening. The fact
seermed an additional appeal to his pity: such innocence
was as noving as the trustful clasp of a child. Then he
renenbered the passionate generosity |atent under that
incurious calm He recalled her glance of understanding
when he had urged that their engagenent should be
announced at the Beaufort ball; he heard the voice in
whi ch she had said, in the Mssion garden: "I couldn't
have ny happi ness made out of a wong--a wong to

some one el se;" and an uncontrollable | onging seized
himto tell her the truth, to throw hinmself on her

generosity, and ask for the freedom he had once refused.

Newl and Archer was a quiet and self-controlled young
man. Conformty to the discipline of a snall society
had becone al nost his second nature. It was deeply
di stasteful to himto do anything nel odramati c and
conspi cuous, anything M. van der Luyden woul d have
deprecated and the club box condemmed as bad form

But he had becone suddenly unconscious of the club



box, of M. van der Luyden, of all that had so | ong
enclosed himin the warmshelter of habit. He wal ked

al ong the seni-circul ar passage at the back of the house,
and opened the door of Ms. van der Luyden's box as

if it had been a gate into the unknown.

"Mama!" thrilled out the triunphant Mrguerite;

and t he occupants of the box |ooked up in surprise at
Archer's entrance. He had already broken one of the
rules of his world, which forbade the entering of a box

during a solo.

Sli ppi ng between M. van der Luyden and Sillerton

Jackson, he | eaned over his w fe.

"I'"ve got a beastly headache; don't tell any one, but

come home, won't you?" he whispered.

May gave him a gl ance of conprehension, and he

saw her whisper to his nother, who nodded synpathetically;
then she nurnured an excuse to Ms. van

der Luyden, and rose from her seat just as Marguerite

fell into Faust's arns. Archer, while he hel ped her on
with her Opera cloak, noticed the exchange of a significant

sm |l e between the ol der | adi es.

As they drove away May | aid her hand shyly on
his. "I'mso sorry you don't feel well. I'mafraid they've

been overworking you again at the office."

"No--it's not that: do you mind if |I open the
wi ndow?" he returned confusedly, letting down the pane

on his side. He sat staring out into the street, feeling his



wi fe beside himas a silent watchful interrogation, and
keepi ng his eyes steadily fixed on the passing houses.
At their door she caught her skirt in the step of the

carriage, and fell against him

"Did you hurt yoursel f?" he asked, steadying her

with his arm

"No; but ny poor dress--see howl've torn it!" she
excl ai med. She bent to gather up a nud-stained breadth,
and followed himup the steps into the hall. The servants
had not expected themso early, and there was

only a glimer of gas on the upper | anding.

Archer nounted the stairs, turned up the light, and

put a match to the brackets on each side of the library
mant el pi ece. The curtains were drawn, and the warm
friendly aspect of the roomsnote himlike that of a

fam liar face net during an unavowabl e errand.

He noticed that his wife was very pale, and asked if

he shoul d get her some brandy.

"Ch, no," she exclainmed with a monentary flush, as
she took off her cloak. "But hadn't you better go to
bed at once?" she added, as he opened a silver box on

the table and took out a cigarette.

Archer threw down the cigarette and wal ked to his

usual place by the fire.

"No; ny head is not as bad as that." He paused.
"And there's sonmething | want to say; sonething

important--that | mnust tell you at once."



She had dropped into an arnchair, and rai sed her
head as he spoke. "Yes, dear?" she rejoined, so gently
that he wondered at the | ack of wonder with which she

recei ved this preanble.

"May--" he began, standing a few feet from her

chair, and | ooking over at her as if the slight distance
bet ween them were an unbri dgeabl e abyss. The sound

of his voice echoed uncannily through the honelike

hush, and he repeated: "There is sonething |I've got to

tell you . . . about nyself

She sat silent, wthout a novenent or a trenor of
her | ashes. She was still extrenely pale, but her face
had a curious tranquillity of expression that seened

drawn from sone secret inner source

Archer checked the conventional phrases of self-accusa
that were crowding to his lips. He was deternined to

put the case baldly, wthout vain recrinination or excuse.

"Madane A enska--" he said; but at the nane his
wife raised her hand as if to silence him As she did so

the gaslight struck on the gold of her wedding-ring,

"Ch, why should we tal k about Ellen tonight?" she

asked, with a slight pout of inpatience.

"Because | ought to have spoken before."

Her face remained calm "Is it really worth while

dear? | know I've been unfair to her at tines--perhaps



we all have. You've understood her, no doubt, better
than we did: you've always been kind to her. But what

does it matter, nowit's all over?"

Archer | ooked at her blankly. Could it be possible
that the sense of unreality in which he felt hinself

i mpri soned had communi cated itself to his wfe?

"Al'l over--what do you mean?" he asked in an

i ndi stinct stanmer.

May still |ooked at himw th transparent eyes. "Wy--
since she's going back to Europe so soon; since G anny
approves and understands, and has arranged to nmake

her independent of her husband--"

She broke off, and Archer, grasping the corner of the
mant el pi ece in one convul sed hand, and steadyi ng hinsel f
against it, made a vain effort to extend the sane

control to his reeling thoughts.

"l supposed,” he heard his wife's even voice go on
"that you had been kept at the office this evening
about the business arrangenents. It was settled this
morning, | believe." She |owered her eyes under his
unseei ng stare, and another fugitive flush passed over

her face.

He understood that his own eyes nmust be unbearabl e,

and turning away, rested his el bows on the nmantel -

shel f and covered his face. Sonething drumed and

clanged furiously in his ears; he could not tell if it were
the blood in his veins, or the tick of the clock on the

mant el .



May sat without noving or speaking while the clock
slowy nmeasured out five minutes. A lunmp of coal fel
forward in the grate, and hearing her rise to push it

back, Archer at length turned and faced her

"I't's inpossible," he exclained.

"I npossi bl e--?"

"How do you know -what you've just told ne?"

"I saw Ell en yesterday--1 told you I'd seen her at

G anny's."

"It wasn't then that she told you?"

"No; | had a note fromher this afternoon.--Do you

want to see it?"

He could not find his voice, and she went out of the

room and cane back al nost inmediately.

"I thought you knew," she said sinply.

She laid a sheet of paper on the table, and Archer put
out his hand and took it up. The letter contained only a

few |lines.

"May dear, | have at |ast nmade Granny understand

that nmy visit to her could be no nore than a visit; and
she has been as kind and generous as ever. She sees
now that if |I return to Europe | nust live by nyself, or

rather with poor Aunt Medora, who is coming with



me. | am hurrying back to Washington to pack up, and
we sail next week. You nust be very good to G anny
when |' m gone--as good as you' ve al ways been to ne.

El | en.

"If any of ny friends wish to urge ne to change ny

m nd, please tell themit would be utterly useless.”

Archer read the letter over two or three tines; then

he flung it down and burst out | aughing.

The sound of his laugh startled him It recalled Janey's
nm dni ght fright when she had caught himrocking with
i nconprehensible mrth over May's tel egram announci ng

that the date of their marriage had been advanced.

"Whay did she wite this?" he asked, checking his

| augh with a suprenme effort.

May nmet the question with her unshaken candour. "I

suppose because we tal ked things over yesterday--"

"What things?”

"I told her I was afraid | hadn't been fair to her--

hadn't al ways understood how hard it nust have been

for her here, alone anong so nmany peopl e who were

rel ati ons and yet strangers; who felt the right to criticise,
and yet didn't always know the circunstances."”

She paused. "I knew you'd been the one friend she

could always count on; and | wanted her to know that

you and | were the sane--in all our feelings."



She hesitated, as if waiting for himto speak, and
then added slowy: "She understood ny wishing to tel

her this. | think she understands everything."

She went up to Archer, and taking one of his cold

hands pressed it quickly against her cheek.

"My head aches too; good-night, dear," she said,
and turned to the door, her torn and nuddy weddi ng-

dress draggi ng after her across the room

XXX

It was, as Ms. Archer snmlingly said to Ms. Wl and,
a great event for a young couple to give their first

bi g di nner.

The Newl and Archers, since they had set up their
househol d, had received a good deal of conpany in an
informal way. Archer was fond of having three or four
friends to dine, and May wel comed themwith the

beam ng readi ness of which her nother had set her the
exanple in conjugal affairs. Her husband questioned
whether, if left to herself, she would ever have asked
any one to the house; but he had long given up trying
to di sengage her real self fromthe shape into which
tradition and training had noul ded her. It was
expected that well-off young couples in New York should
do a good deal of informal entertaining, and a Wl |l and
married to an Archer was doubly pledged to the

tradition.



But a big dinner, with a hired chef and two

borrowed footnmen, with Roman punch, roses from

Henderson's, and nenus on gilt-edged cards, was a different
affair, and not to be lightly undertaken. As Ms. Archer
remarked, the Roman punch nmade all the difference;

not initself but by its manifold inplications--since it
signified either canvas-backs or terrapin, two soups, a

hot and a cold sweet, full decolletage with short sleeves,

and guests of a proportionate inportance.

It was always an interesting occasion when a young

pair launched their first invitations in the third person
and their sunmons was sel dom refused even by the

seasoned and sought-after. Still, it was admttedly a
triunmph that the van der Luydens, at May's request,
shoul d have stayed over in order to be present at her

farewel | dinner for the Countess Q enska.

The two nothers-in-law sat in May's draw ng-room

on the afternoon of the great day, Ms. Archer witing
out the nmenus on Tiffany's thickest gilt-edged bristol
while Ms. Welland superintended the placing of the

pal ns and standard | anps.

Archer, arriving late fromhis office, found them stil
there. Ms. Archer had turned her attention to the
name-cards for the table, and Ms. Wel|and was
considering the effect of bringing forward the large gilt
sofa, so that another "corner" might be created

bet ween the piano and the w ndow.

May, they told him was in the dining-roominspecting
t he mound of Jacquemni not roses and nai denhair in

the centre of the long table, and the placing of the



Mai | | ard bonbons in openwork silver baskets between

the candel abra. On the piano stood a | arge basket of
orchids which M. van der Luyden had had sent from
Skuytercliff. Everything was, in short, as it should be

on the approach of so considerable an event.

Ms. Archer ran thoughtfully over the list, checking

of f each name with her sharp gold pen.

"Henry van der Luyden--Louisa--the Lovell M ngotts
--the Reggi e Chiverses--Lawence Lefferts and
Gertrude--(yes, | suppose May was right to have
thenm)--the Sel fridge Merrys, Sillerton Jackson, Van
Newl and and his wife. (How tine passes! It seens only
yesterday that he was your best nman, New and)--and

Countess O enska--yes, | think that's all.

M's. Welland surveyed her son-in-law affectionately.
"No one can say, Newl and, that you and May are not

giving Ellen a handsone send-off."

"Ah, well," said Ms. Archer, "I understand May's
wanting her cousin to tell people abroad that we're not

qui te barbarians."

"I"'msure Ellen will appreciate it. She was to arrive
this norning, | believe. It will make a nost charning
| ast inpression. The evening before sailing is usually so

dreary," Ms. Wl land cheerfully continued.

Archer turned toward the door, and his nother-in-
law called to him "Do go in and have a peep at the

table. And don't let May tire herself too much."™ But he



affected not to hear, and sprang up the stairs to his
library. The room|ooked at himlike an alien countenance
conmposed into a polite grinmace; and he perceived

that it had been ruthlessly "tidied," and prepared,

by a judicious distribution of ash-trays and cedar-wood

boxes, for the gentlemen to snoke in.

"Ah, well,"” he thought, "it's not for long--" and he

went on to his dressing-room

Ten days had passed since Madanme O enska's departure

from New York. During those ten days Archer

had had no sign fromher but that conveyed by the

return of a key wapped in tissue paper, and sent to his
office in a seal ed envel ope addressed in her hand. This
retort to his |ast appeal night have been interpreted as
a classic nove in a fam liar ganme; but the young nman
chose to give it a different meaning. She was still fighting
agai nst her fate; but she was going to Europe, and

she was not returning to her husband. Nothing, therefore,
was to prevent his follow ng her; and once he had

taken the irrevocable step, and had proved to her that

it was irrevocable, he believed she would not send him

avay.

This confidence in the future had steadied himto

play his part in the present. 1t had kept himfrom
witing to her, or betraying, by any sign or act, his
m sery and nortification. It seened to himthat in the
deadly silent gane between themthe trunps were stil

in his hands; and he waited.

There had been, neverthel ess, nonents sufficiently

difficult to pass; as when M. Letterblair, the day after



Madane O enska's departure, had sent for himto go

over the details of the trust which Ms. Manson M ngott

wi shed to create for her granddaughter. For a couple of
hours Archer had exanmined the ternms of the deed with

his senior, all the while obscurely feeling that if he had
been consulted it was for some reason other than the

obvi ous one of his cousinship; and that the close of the

conference would reveal it

"Well, the lady can't deny that it's a handsone
arrangenent,” M. Letterblair had sumed up, after
munbl i ng over a sunmary of the settlenent. "In fact
I'"'mbound to say she's been treated pretty handsonely

all round."

"Al'l round?" Archer echoed with a touch of
derision. "Do you refer to her husband's proposal to give

her back her own noney?"

M. Letterblair's bushy eyebrows went up a fraction
of an inch. "M dear sir, the law s the law;, and your
wife's cousin was married under the French law. It's to

be presumed she knew what that neant."

"BEven if she did, what happened subsequently--."

But Archer paused. M. Letterblair had laid his pen-
handl e agai nst his big corrugated nose, and was | ooki ng
down it with the expression assuned by virtuous

el derly gentlenen when they wish their youngers to

understand that virtue is not synonynous w th ignorance.

"My dear sir, I've no wish to extenuate the Count's

transgressions; but--but on the other side . . . | wouldn't



put ny hand in the fire . . . well, that there hadn't been
tit for tat . . . with the young champion. . . ." M.
Letterblair unl ocked a drawer and pushed a fol ded

paper toward Archer. "This report, the result of discreet
enquiries . . ." And then, as Archer nade no

effort to glance at the paper or to repudiate the suggestion
the | awyer sonewhat flatly continued: "I don't

say it's conclusive, you observe; far fromit. But straws
show . . . and on the whole it's emnently satisfactory

for all parties that this dignified solution has been

reached. "

"Ch, eminently," Archer assented, pushing back the

paper .

A day or two later, on responding to a summons
fromMs. Manson M ngott, his soul had been nore

deeply tried.

He had found the old | ady depressed and querul ous.

"You know she's deserted ne?" she began at once;

and without waiting for his reply: "Ch, don't ask ne

why! She gave so many reasons that |'ve forgotten
themall. M private belief is that she couldn't face the
boredom At any rate that's what Augusta and ny
daughters-in-law think. And | don't know that

al together blane her. denski's a finished scoundrel; but
life with himnmust have been a good deal gayer than it
isin Fifth Avenue. Not that the fam|ly would adnit

that: they think Fifth Avenue is Heaven with the rue de
la Paix thrown in. And poor Ellen, of course, has no

i dea of going back to her husband. She held out as

firmy as ever against that. So she's to settle down in



Paris with that fool Medora. . . . Wll, Paris is Paris;
and you can keep a carriage there on next to nothing.
But she was as gay as a bird, and I shall mss her."
Two tears, the parched tears of the old, rolled down

her puffy cheeks and vani shed in the abysses of her

bosom

"All 1 ask is,"” she concluded, "that they shouldn't

bot her ne any nore. | nust really be allowed to digest
my gruel. . . ." And she twinkled a little wistfully at
Ar cher.

It was that evening, on his return hone, that My
announced her intention of giving a farewell dinner to
her cousin. Madanme O enska's nanme had not been
pronounced between them since the night of her flight
to Washi ngton; and Archer | ooked at his wife with

surprise.

"A di nner--why?" he interrogated.

Her col our rose. "But you like Ellen--1 thought you'd

be pl eased.”

"It's awmfully nice--your putting it in that way. But |

really don't see--"

"I mean to do it, Newl and," she said, quietly rising
and going to her desk. "Here are the invitations al
witten. Mther hel ped ne--she agrees that we ought

t o. She paused, enbarrassed and yet smiling, and
Archer suddenly saw before himthe enbodi ed i nage

of the Fanmily.



"Ch, all right,"” he said, staring with unseeing eyes at

the list of guests that she had put in his hand.

When he entered the draw ng-room before di nner My
was stooping over the fire and trying to coax the | ogs
to burn in their unaccustoned setting of inmacul ate

tiles.

The tall lanps were all |it, and M. van der Luyden's
orchi ds had been conspi cuously di sposed in various
receptacl es of nodern porcelain and knobby silver. Ms.
Newl and Archer's draw ng-room was general |y thought

a great success. A gilt banboo jardiniere, in which
the primulas and cinerarias were punctually renewed,

bl ocked the access to the bay wi ndow (where the ol d-
fashi oned woul d have preferred a bronze reduction of
the Venus of M1lo); the sofas and armchairs of pale
brocade were cleverly grouped about little plush tables
densely covered with silver toys, porcelain animls and
ef fl orescent photograph franes; and tall rosy-shaded

| anps shot up like tropical flowers anong the pal ns.

"I don't think Ellen has ever seen this roomlighted
up," said May, rising flushed fromher struggle, and
sendi ng about her a glance of pardonable pride. The
brass tongs which she had propped agai nst the side of
the chimmey fell with a crash that drowned her husband's
answer; and before he could restore them M.

and Ms. van der Luyden were announced.

The ot her guests quickly followed, for it was known
that the van der Luydens liked to dine punctually. The

roomwas nearly full, and Archer was engaged in show ng



to Ms. Selfridge Merry a small highly-varnished
Ver beckhoven "Study of Sheep,” which M. Welland
had gi ven May for Christnmas, when he found Madane

O enska at his side.

She was excessively pale, and her pallor nade her

dark hair seem denser and heavier than ever. Perhaps
that, or the fact that she had wound several rows of
amber beads about her neck, rem nded hi msuddenly of

the little Ellen Mngott he had danced with at children's
parties, when Medora Manson had first brought

her to New YorKk.

The anmber beads were trying to her conpl exion, or
her dress was perhaps unbecom ng: her face | ooked
| ustrel ess and al nost ugly, and he had never loved it as

he did at that minute. Their hands net, and he thought

he heard her say: "Yes, we're sailing tonorrow in the
Russia--"; then there was an unneani ng noi se of opening
doors, and after an interval May's voice: "New and

D nner's been announced. Wn't you please take Ellen

in?"

Madane O enska put her hand on his arm and he

noti ced that the hand was ungl oved, and remenbered

how he had kept his eyes fixed on it the evening that he
had sat with her in the little Twenty-third Street draw ng-
room Al the beauty that had forsaken her face seened

to have taken refuge in the long pale fingers and faintly
di mpl ed knuckl es on his sleeve, and he said to hinself:

"I'f it were only to see her hand again | should have to

follow her--."



It was only at an entertai nment ostensibly offered to

a "foreign visitor" that Ms. van der Luyden coul d

suffer the dimnution of being placed on her host's left.
The fact of Madane O enska's "foreignness" could

hardly have been nore adroitly enphasi sed than by

this farewell tribute; and Ms. van der Luyden accepted
her displacenent with an affability which |l eft no doubt
as to her approval. There were certain things that had
to be done, and if done at all, done handsomely and

t horoughly; and one of these, in the old New York

code, was the tribal rally around a ki nsworman about

to be elimnated fromthe tribe. There was nothing on
earth that the Wellands and M ngotts woul d not have

done to proclaimtheir unalterable affection for the
Count ess O enska now that her passage for Europe

was engaged; and Archer, at the head of his table, sat
marvelling at the silent untiring activity with which her
popul arity had been retrieved, grievances agai nst her

sil enced, her past countenanced, and her present irradiated
by the family approval. Ms. van der Luyden

shone on her with the di m benevol ence which was her

near est approach to cordiality, and M. van der Luyden
fromhis seat at May's right, cast down the table gl ances
plainly intended to justify all the carnations he had sent

from Skuytercliff.

Archer, who seened to be assisting at the scene in a
state of odd inponderability, as if he floated somewhere
bet ween chandelier and ceiling, wondered at

not hing so nmuch as his own share in the proceedi ngs.

As his glance travelled fromone placid well-fed face to
anot her he saw all the harm ess-| ooki ng peopl e engaged

upon May's canvas-backs as a band of dunmb conspirators,



and hinself and the pale wonan on his right as

the centre of their conspiracy. And then it cane over
him in a vast flash made up of many broken gl eans,
that to all of them he and Madame O enska were

| overs, lovers in the extrene sense peculiar to "foreign"
vocabul ari es. He guessed hinself to have been, for
nmont hs, the centre of countless silently observing eyes
and patiently listening ears, he understood that, by
means as yet unknown to him the separation between
hinsel f and the partner of his guilt had been achieved,
and that now the whole tribe had rallied about his wfe
on the tacit assunption that nobody knew anything, or
had ever inagi ned anything, and that the occasion of
the entertainnent was sinply May Archer's natural

desire to take an affectionate | eave of her friend and

cousi n.

It was the old New York way of taking life "w thout
ef fusion of blood": the way of people who dreaded
scandal nore than di sease, who placed decency above
courage, and who considered that nothing was nore

ill-bred than "scenes," except the behaviour of those

who gave rise to them

As these thoughts succeeded each other in his mnd
Archer felt like a prisoner in the centre of an arned
canp. He | ooked about the table, and guessed at the
i nexor abl eness of his captors fromthe tone in which
over the asparagus fromFlorida, they were dealing
with Beaufort and his wife. "It's to show ne," he

t hought, "what woul d happen to ME--" and a deathly
sense of the superiority of inplication and anal ogy over

direct action, and of silence over rash words, closed in



on himlike the doors of the fanmly vault.

He | aughed, and net Ms. van der Luyden's startled

eyes.

"You think it |aughable?" she said with a pinched

smle. "O course poor Regina's idea of remaining in
New York has its ridiculous side, | suppose;" and
Archer nuttered: "O course.”

At this point, he became conscious that Mdane

d enska's ot her nei ghbour had been engaged for some

time with the lady on his right. At the same nonent he
saw t hat May, serenely enthroned between M. van der
Luyden and M. Selfridge Merry, had cast a quick

gl ance down the table. It was evident that the host and
the lady on his right could not sit through the whole

meal in silence. He turned to Madane O enska, and

her pale snile net him "Oh, do let's see it through," it

seenmed to say.

"Did you find the journey tiring?" he asked in a
voi ce that surprised himby its natural ness; and she
answered that, on the contrary, she had sel domtravelled

with fewer disconforts.

"Except, you know, the dreadful heat in the train,"
she added; and he remarked that she woul d not suffer

fromthat particular hardship in the country she was

goi ng to.
"I never," he declared with intensity, "was nore
nearly frozen than once, in April, in the train between

Cal ais and Paris."



She said she did not wonder, but remarked that,

after all, one could always carry an extra rug, and that
every formof travel had its hardships; to which he
abruptly returned that he thought themall of no account
conpared with the bl essedness of getting away.

She changed col our, and he added, his voice suddenly

rising in pitch: "I nmean to do a lot of travelling nyself
before long." A tremor crossed her face, and | eaning
over to Reggie Chivers, he cried out: "I say, Reggie

what do you say to a trip round the world: now, next
month, | nmean? |'mganme if you are--" at which Ms.
Reggi e pi ped up that she could not think of letting
Reggie go till after the Martha Washi ngton Ball she
was getting up for the Blind Asylumin Easter week;
and her husband placidly observed that by that tinme he
woul d have to be practising for the International Polo

mat ch.

But M. Selfridge Merry had caught the phrase "round

the world,"” and having once circled the globe in his
steamyacht, he seized the opportunity to send down

the table several striking itenms concerning the shall owness
of the Mediterranean ports. Though, after all, he

added, it didn't natter; for when you' d seen Athens

and Snyrna and Constantinople, what el se was there?

And Ms. Merry said she could never be too grateful to

Dr. Benconb for having nade them prom se not to go

to Naples on account of the fever

"But you must have three weeks to do India properly,"”
her husband conceded, anxi ous to have it understood

that he was no frivol ous globe-trotter



And at this point the |adies went up to the draw ng-

room

In the library, in spite of weightier presences, Law ence

Lefferts predom nated

The tal k, as usual, had veered around to the Beauforts,
and even M. van der Luyden and M. Selfridge
Merry, installed in the honorary armchairs tacitly

reserved for them paused to listen to the younger man's

phi li ppi c.

Never had Lefferts so abounded in the sentinents

that adorn Christian nmanhood and exalt the sanctity of
the hone. Indignation |lent hima scathing el oquence,

and it was clear that if others had followed his exanple,
and acted as he tal ked, society would never have

been weak enough to receive a foreign upstart |ike
Beaufort--no, sir, not even if he'd married a van der
Luyden or a Lanning instead of a Dallas. And what

chance woul d there have been, Lefferts wathfully
questioned, of his marrying into such a famly as the Dall ases,
if he had not already worned his way into certain

houses, as people like Ms. Lenuel Struthers had nanaged
to wormtheirs in his wake? |If society chose to

open its doors to vul gar wonen the harm was not

great, though the gain was doubtful; but once it got in
the way of tolerating nen of obscure origin and tainted
weal th the end was total disintegration--and at no

di st ant dat e.

"If things go on at this pace,"” Lefferts thundered,



| ooking |i ke a young prophet dressed by Pool e, and
who had not yet been stoned, "we shall see our children
fighting for invitations to sw ndlers' houses, and

marryi ng Beaufort's bastards."”

"Ch, | say--draw it mld!'" Reggie Chivers and young
Newl and protested, while M. Selfridge Merry | ooked
genui nely al arned, and an expression of pain and di sgust

settled on M. van der Luyden's sensitive face.

"Has he got any?" cried M. Sillerton Jackson

pricking up his ears; and while Lefferts tried to turn the
question with a laugh, the old gentleman twittered into
Archer's ear: "Queer, those fellows who are al ways
wanting to set things right. The people who have the

wor st cooks are always telling you they' re poisoned

when they dine out. But | hear there are pressing reasons
for our friend Lawence's diatribe:--typewiter

this time, | understand. . . ."

The tal k swept past Archer |ike sone sensel ess river
runni ng and runni ng because it did not know enough

to stop. He saw, on the faces about him expressions of

i nterest, anusenent and even nmirth. He listened to the
younger nen's laughter, and to the praise of the Archer
Madeira, which M. van der Luyden and M. Merry

were thoughtfully celebrating. Through it all he was

dimy aware of a general attitude of friendliness toward
himself, as if the guard of the prisoner he felt hinself to
be were trying to soften his captivity; and the perception

i ncreased his passionate determination to be free.

In the drawi ng-room where they presently joined the

| adi es, he met May's triunphant eyes, and read in them



the conviction that everything had "gone of f" beautifully.
She rose from Madane O enska's side, and i medi ately

M's. van der Luyden beckoned the latter to a

seat on the gilt sofa where she throned. Ms. Selfridge
Merry bore across the roomto join them and it becane
clear to Archer that here al so a conspiracy of
rehabilitation and obliteration was going on. The silent
organi sation which held his little world together was
determined to put itself on record as never for a nonent
havi ng questioned the propriety of Madame O enska's
conduct, or the conpl eteness of Archer's donestic
felicity. Al these am able and i nexorabl e persons were
resolutely engaged in pretending to each other that they
had never heard of, suspected, or even conceived possible,
the least hint to the contrary; and fromthis tissue

of el aborate nutual dissinulation Archer once nore

di sengaged the fact that New York believed himto be
Madane O enska's lover. He caught the glitter of victory
in his wife's eyes, and for the first tinme understood

that she shared the belief. The discovery roused a | aughter
of inner devils that reverberated through all his

efforts to discuss the Martha Washington ball with

Ms. Reggie Chivers and little Ms. New and; and so

the evening swept on, running and running |like a sensel ess

river that did not know how to stop

At |l ength he saw that Madane O enska had risen

and was sayi ng good-bye. He understood that in a
monent she woul d be gone, and tried to renenber
what he had said to her at dinner; but he could not

recall a single word they had exchanged

She went up to May, the rest of the conpany naking



a circle about her as she advanced. The two young
wornen cl asped hands; then May bent forward and

ki ssed her cousi n.

"Certainly our hostess is nmuch the handsonmer of the

two," Archer heard Reggie Chivers say in an undertone
to young Ms. New and; and he renenbered Beaufort's

coarse sneer at May's ineffectual beauty.

A noment | ater he was in the hall, putting Madane

d enska's cl oak about her shoul ders.

Through all his confusion of mnd he had held fast

to the resolve to say nothing that mght startle or

di sturb her. Convinced that no power could now turn
him from his purpose he had found strength to |et
events shape thensel ves as they would. But as he

foll owned Madane O enska into the hall he thought with a
sudden hunger of being for a nmonment al one with her at

the door of her carriage.

"I's your carriage here?" he asked; and at that
monent Ms. van der Luyden, who was being nmajestically
inserted into her sables, said gently: "W are driving

dear Ellen home."

Archer's heart gave a jerk, and Madane d enska,
cl asping her cloak and fan with one hand, held out the

other to him "Good-bye," she said.

"Good- bye--but | shall see you soon in Paris," he
answered al oud--it seened to himthat he had shouted

it.



"Ch," she murnured, "if you and May coul d

cone--1!"

M. van der Luyden advanced to give her his arm

and Archer turned to Ms. van der Luyden. For a

monent, in the billow darkness inside the big | andau,

he caught the dimoval of a face, eyes shining steadily--

and she was gone.

As he went up the steps he crossed Law ence Lefferts
com ng down with his wife. Lefferts caught his host by

the sleeve, drawing back to let Gertrude pass.

"I say, old chap: do you nind just letting it be
understood that I'mdining with you at the club tonorrow

ni ght? Thanks so nmuch, you old brick! Good-night."

"It DD go off beautifully, didn't it?" My questioned

fromthe threshold of the library.

Archer roused hinmself with a start. As soon as the

| ast carriage had driven away, he had conme up to the
library and shut hinself in, with the hope that his wife,
who still lingered below, would go straight to her room
But there she stood, pale and drawn, yet radiating the

factitious energy of one who has passed beyond fati gue.

"May | cone and talk it over?" she asked.

"Of course, if you like. But you nust be awfully

sl eepy--"

"No, I'mnot sleepy. | should like to sit with you a



little. ™

"Very well," he said, pushing her chair near the fire.

She sat down and he resuned his seat; but neither
spoke for a long tine. At |length Archer began abruptly:
"Since you're not tired, and want to talk, there's sonething

I nmust tell you. | tried to the other night--."

She | ooked at him quickly. "Yes, dear. Something

about yoursel f?"

"About nyself. You say you're not tired: well, I am

Horribly tired . . ."

In an instant she was all tender anxiety. "Ch, |'ve
seen it com ng on, New and! You' ve been so w ckedly

overwor ked--"

"Perhaps it's that. Anyhow, | want to nmake a break--'

"A break? To give up the |aw?"

"To go away, at any rate--at once. On a long trip,

ever so far off--away fromeverything--"

He paused, conscious that he had failed in his attenpt
to speak with the indifference of a man who

Il ongs for a change, and is yet too weary to welcone it.
Do what he woul d, the chord of eagerness vibrated.

"Away from everything--" he repeated.

"Ever so far? Were, for instance?" she asked.



"Ch, | don't know. India--or Japan."

She stood up, and as he sat with bent head, his chin
propped on his hands, he felt her warmy and fragrantly

hoveri ng over him

"As far as that? But I'mafraid you can't, dear
she said in an unsteady voice. "Not unless you'll take
me with you." And then, as he was silent, she went on

in tones so clear and evenly-pitched that each separate

syllable tapped like a little hamrer on his brain: "That
is, if the doctors will let nme go. . . but I"'mafraid they
won't. For you see, New and, |'ve been sure since this

nor ni ng of sonething |'ve been so |onging and hopi ng

for--"

He | ooked up at her with a sick stare, and she sank
down, all dew and roses, and hid her face against his

knee.

"Ch, ny dear," he said, holding her to himwhile his

cold hand stroked her hair.

There was a | ong pause, which the inner devils filled
with strident [aughter; then May freed herself fromhis

arnms and stood up.

"You didn't guess--?"

"Yes--1; no. That is, of course | hoped--"

They | ooked at each other for an instant and again

fell silent; then, turning his eyes fromhers, he asked



abruptly: "Have you told any one el se?"

"Only Mamma and your nother." She paused, and

then added hurriedly, the blood flushing up to her
forehead: "That is--and Ellen. You know | told you
we'd had a long tal k one afternoon--and how dear she

was to ne."

"Ah--" said Archer, his heart stopping.

He felt that his wife was watching himintently. "Did

you MND ny telling her first, New and?"

"M nd? Wy should I?" He nmade a last effort to
collect hinself. "But that was a fortnight ago, wasn't

it? | thought you said you weren't sure till today."

Her col our burned deeper, but she held his gaze.
"No; | wasn't sure then--but | told her I was. And you
see | was right!" she exclainmed, her blue eyes wet with

victory.

XXX V.

Newl and Archer sat at the witing-table in his library

in East Thirty-ninth Street.

He had just got back froma big official reception for
the inauguration of the new galleries at the Metropolitan
Museum and the spectacle of those great spaces

crowded with the spoils of the ages, where the throng

of fashion circulated through a series of scientifically



cat al ogued treasures, had suddenly pressed on a rusted

spring of menory.

"Why, this used to be one of the old Cesnola roons,"

he heard sonme one say; and instantly everything about

hi m vani shed, and he was sitting al one on a hard

| eat her divan against a radiator, while a slight figure in
a |l ong seal skin cl oak noved away down the neagrel y-

fitted vista of the old Museum

The vision had roused a host of other associations,
and he sat |ooking with new eyes at the library which,

for over thirty years, had been the scene of his solitary

musi ngs and of all the fam |y confabul ati ons.

It was the roomin which nost of the real things of

his Iife had happened. There his wife, nearly twenty-six
years ago, had broken to him wth a bl ushing

circum ocution that woul d have caused t he young wonen of
the new generation to snile, the news that she was to
have a child; and there their el dest boy, Dallas, too
delicate to be taken to church in nmidwi nter, had been
christened by their old friend the Bi shop of New York,
the anpl e magnificent irreplaceabl e Bishop, so long the
pride and ornanment of his diocese. There Dallas had
first staggered across the floor shouting "Dad," while
May and the nurse | aughed behind the door; there their
second child, Mary (who was so |ike her nother), had
announced her engagenent to the dullest and nost
reliable of Reggie Chivers's many sons; and there Archer
had ki ssed her through her wedding veil before they

went down to the notor which was to carry themto

Grace Church--for in a world where all el se had reel ed



on its foundations the "G ace Church weddi ng"

remai ned an unchanged institution.

It was in the library that he and May had al ways
di scussed the future of the children: the studies of
Dal l as and his young brother Bill, Mary's incurable

i ndifference to "acconplishments,"” and passion for

sport and philanthropy, and the vague | eanings toward

art" which had finally | anded the restless and curious

Dallas in the office of a rising New York architect.

The young nmen nowadays were enmanci pating

thenselves fromthe | aw and busi ness and taking up all sorts
of newthings. |If they were not absorbed in state politics
or municipal reform the chances were that they

were going in for Central American archaeol ogy, for
architecture or |andscape-engi neering; taking a keen

and learned interest in the prerevol utionary buil di ngs

of their own country, studying and adapti ng Georgi an

types, and protesting at the neaningl ess use of the

word "Col onial." Nobody nowadays had " Col oni al "

houses except the millionaire grocers of the suburbs.

But above all--sonetines Archer put it above all--it

was in that library that the Governor of New York,

com ng down from Al bany one evening to dine and

spend the night, had turned to his host, and said,
bangi ng his clenched fist on the table and gnashing his
eye-glasses: "Hang the professional politician! You're
the kind of man the country wants, Archer. |If the
stable's ever to be cleaned out, nen |like you have got

to lend a hand in the cleaning."

"Men |ike you--" how Archer had gl owed at the



phrase! How eagerly he had risen up at the call! It was
an echo of Ned Wnsett's old appeal to roll his sleeves
up and get down into the nuck; but spoken by a man

who set the exanple of the gesture, and whose sunmons

to follow himwas irresistible.

Archer, as he | ooked back, was not sure that nen

Iike hinself WERE what his country needed, at |east in
the active service to which Theodore Roosevelt had
pointed; in fact, there was reason to think it did not,
for after a year in the State Assenbly he had not been
re-el ected, and had dropped back thankfully into

obscure if useful nunicipal work, and fromthat again to
the witing of occasional articles in one of the
reform ng weeklies that were trying to shake the country
out of its apathy. It was little enough to | ook back on
but when he renenbered to what the young nen of his
generation and his set had | ooked forward--the narrow
groove of noney-maki ng, sport and society to

whi ch their vision had been linmted--even his small
contribution to the new state of things seened to count,
as each brick counts in a well-built wall. He had done
little in public life; he would al ways be by nature a
contenplative and a dilettante; but he had had high
things to contenplate, great things to delight in; and

one great man's friendship to be his strength and pride.

He had been, in short, what people were begi nning

to call "a good citizen." 1In New York, for many years
past, every new nmovenent, philanthropic, nunicipal or
artistic, had taken account of his opinion and wanted
his nanme. People said: "Ask Archer" when there was a

guestion of starting the first school for crippled children



reorgani sing the Miseum of Art, founding the

G olier Cub, inaugurating the new Library, or getting
up a new soci ety of chanber nusic. His days were full
and they were filled decently. He supposed it was all a

man ought to ask.

Sonet hi ng he knew he had m ssed: the flower of life.

But he thought of it now as a thing so unattainable

and i nprobabl e that to have repi ned woul d have been

i ke despairing because one had not drawn the first prize
inalottery. There were a hundred nmillion tickets in H'S
lottery, and there was only one prize; the chances had
been too decidedly against him Wen he thought of Ellen
O enska it was abstractly, serenely, as one night think

of some imaginary beloved in a book or a picture: she

had become the conposite vision of all that he had

m ssed. That vision, faint and tenuous as it was, had kept
hi m from thinking of other wonmen. He had been what

was called a faithful husband; and when May had

suddenly died--carried off by the infectious pneunonia

t hr ough whi ch she had nursed their youngest child--he

had honestly nmourned her. Their |ong years together had
shown himthat it did not so nmuch nmatter if marriage was

a dull duty, as long as it kept the dignity of a duty: |apsing
fromthat, it becane a nere battle of ugly appetites.
Looki ng about him he honoured his own past, and

mourned for it. After all, there was good in the old ways

Hi s eyes, making the round of the room -done over

by Dallas with English nezzotints, Chippendal e cabinets,
bits of chosen bl ue-and-white and pl easantly shaded
electric | anps--cane back to the old Eastl ake witing-

tabl e that he had never been willing to banish, and to



his first photograph of May, which still kept its place

besi de hi s inkstand.

There she was, tall, round-bosonmed and willowy, in

her starched nuslin and fl appi ng Leghorn, as he had

seen her under the orange-trees in the M ssion garden

And as he had seen her that day, so she had remai ned;
never quite at the same height, yet never far belowit:
generous, faithful, unwearied; but so lacking in

i magi nati on, so incapable of growh, that the world of her
youth had fallen into pieces and rebuilt itself wthout
her ever being conscious of the change. This hard bright
bl i ndness had kept her imedi ate horizon apparently
unaltered. Her incapacity to recogni se change nade her
children conceal their views fromher as Archer conceal ed
his; there had been, fromthe first, a joint pretence

of saneness, a kind of innocent famly hypocrisy,

in which father and children had unconsciously

col l aborated. And she had died thinking the world a good
pl ace, full of |oving and harnoni ous househol ds |ike

her own, and resigned to |eave it because she was

convi nced that, whatever happened, New and woul d

continue to inculcate in Dallas the sane principles and
prejudi ces whi ch had shaped his parents' |ives, and that
Dallas in turn (when Newl and foll owed her) would

transmt the sacred trust to little Bill. And of Mary she
was sure as of her own self. So, having snatched little
Bill fromthe grave, and given her life in the effort, she
went contentedly to her place in the Archer vault in St
Mark's, where Ms. Archer already |lay safe fromthe
terrifying "trend" which her daughter-in-law had never

even becone aware of.



Opposite May's portrait stood one of her daughter

Mary Chivers was as tall and fair as her nother, but

| arge-wai sted, flat-chested and slightly slouching, as the
altered fashion required. Mary Chivers's mighty feats

of athleticismcould not have been performed with the
twenty-inch wai st that May Archer's azure sash so

easily spanned. And the difference seemed synboli c;

the nmother's life had been as closely girt as her figure.
Mary, who was no | ess conventional, and no nore
intelligent, yet led a larger life and held nore tol erant

views. There was good in the new order too.

The tel ephone clicked, and Archer, turning fromthe
phot ogr aphs, unhooked the transnitter at his el bow
How far they were fromthe days when the | egs of the
brass-buttoned nessenger boy had been New York's

only means of quick commruni cation

" Chi cago wants you."

Ah--it must be a | ong-distance from Dallas, who

had been sent to Chicago by his firmto talk over the
pl an of the Lakesi de palace they were to build for a
young nillionaire with ideas. The firm always sent

Dal | as on such errands.

"Hal l o, Dad--Yes: Dallas. | say--how do you fee

about sailing on Wednesday? Mauretani a: Yes, next
Wednesday as ever is. Qur client wants ne to | ook at
some ltalian gardens before we settle anything, and has
asked ne to nip over on the next boat. |[|'ve got to be
back on the first of June--" the voice broke into a

joyful conscious |augh--"so we nust ook alive. | say,



Dad, | want your help: do cone."

Dal | as seened to be speaking in the room the voice

was as near by and natural as if he had been | oungi ng

in his favourite armchair by the fire. The fact would
not ordinarily have surprised Archer, for |ong-distance

t el ephoni ng had become as nmuch a matter of course as
electric lighting and five-day Atlantic voyages. But the
laugh did startle hin it still seemed wonderful that
across all those mles and mles of country--forest,
river, nountain, prairie, roaring cities and busy indifferent
mllions--Dallas's |laugh should be able to say:

"OfF course, whatever happens, | nust get back on the
first, because Fanny Beaufort and | are to be married

on the fifth."

The voi ce began again: "Think it over? No, sir: not a
m nute. You ve got to say yes now Wiy not, I'd like to
know? |If you can allege a single reason--No; | knew it.

Then it's a go, eh? Because | count on you to ring up

the Cunard office first thing tonorrow, and you' d better

book a return on a boat from Marseilles. | say,
Dad; it'll be our last time together, in this kind of
way--. Ch, good! | knew you would."

Chicago rang off, and Archer rose and began to pace

up and down the room

It would be their last tinme together in this kind of

way: the boy was right. They would have |lots of other
"times" after Dallas's marriage, his father was sure; for
the two were born conrades, and Fanny Beaufort,

what ever one nmight think of her, did not seemlikely to



interfere with their intimacy. On the contrary, from
what he had seen of her, he thought she would be
naturally included init. Still, change was change, and
differences were differences, and nuch as he felt hinself
drawn toward his future daughter-in-law, it was

tenpting to seize this |last chance of being alone with

hi s boy.

There was no reason why he should not seize it,

except the profound one that he had | ost the habit of
travel. May had disliked to nove except for valid reasons
such as taking the children to the sea or in the
nmount ai ns: she could i magi ne no other notive for |eaving
the house in Thirty-ninth Street or their confortable
quarters at the Wellands' in Newport. After Dallas

had taken his degree she had thought it her duty to
travel for six nonths; and the whole fam |y had nmade

t he ol d-fashi oned tour through Engl and, Swtzerland

and Italy. Their time being linited (no one knew why)
they had omtted France. Archer renenbered Dallas's
wath at being asked to contenplate Mont Bl anc

i nstead of Rheins and Chartres. But Mary and Bill wanted
mount ai n-cl i nbi ng, and had al ready yawned their way

in Dallas's wake through the English cathedrals; and

May, always fair to her children, had insisted on hol ding
the bal ance evenly between their athletic and artistic
proclivities. She had indeed proposed that her husband
should go to Paris for a fortnight, and join themon the
Italian | akes after they had "done" Switzerland; but
Archer had declined. "W'Ill stick together," he said;
and May's face had brightened at his setting such a

good exanple to Dall as.



Since her death, nearly two years before, there had

been no reason for his continuing in the sane routine.
H's children had urged himto travel: Mary Chivers

had felt sure it would do himgood to go abroad and

"see the galleries.” The very nysteriousness of such a
cure nmade her the nore confident of its efficacy. But
Archer had found hinself held fast by habit, by nenories,

by a sudden startled shrinking from new things.

Now, as he reviewed his past, he saw into what a

deep rut he had sunk. The worst of doing one's duty

was that it apparently unfitted one for doing anything
else. At least that was the view that the men of his
generation had taken. The trenchant divisions between
right and wrong, honest and di shonest, respectable and
the reverse, had left so little scope for the unforeseen
There are noments when a man's inmagination, so easily
subdued to what it lives in, suddenly rises above its
daily level, and surveys the | ong w ndings of destiny.

Archer hung there and wonder ed.

VWhat was left of the little world he had grown up in,
and whose standards had bent and bound hin? He
renenbered a sneering prophecy of poor Lawr ence
Lefferts's, uttered years ago in that very room "If
things go on at this rate, our children will be marrying

Beaufort's bastards.”

It was just what Archer's eldest son, the pride of his
life, was doing; and nobody wondered or reproved.

Even the boy's Aunt Janey, who still |ooked so exactly
as she used to in her elderly youth, had taken her

nmot her' s eneral ds and seed-pearls out of their pink



cotton-wool, and carried themw th her own tw tching

hands to the future bride; and Fanny Beaufort, instead

of | ooking disappointed at not receiving a "set" froma
Paris jewell er, had exclained at their ol d-fashioned
beauty, and decl ared that when she wore them she

shoul d feel like an |Isabey mniature.

Fanny Beaufort, who had appeared in New York at

ei ghteen, after the death of her parents, had won its
heart much as Madanme O enska had won it thirty

years earlier; only instead of being distrustful and afraid
of her, society took her joyfully for granted. She was
pretty, amusing and acconplished: what nore did any

one want? Nobody was narrow m nded enough to rake

up against her the half-forgotten facts of her father's
past and her own origin. Only the ol der people remenbered
so obscure an incident in the business life of New

York as Beaufort's failure, or the fact that after his
wife's death he had been quietly married to the notorious
Fanny Ring, and had left the country with his new

wife, and a little girl who inherited her beauty. He was
subsequently heard of in Constantinople, then in Russia;
and a dozen years later Anerican travellers were
handsonely entertai ned by himin Buenos Ayres, where

he represented a | arge insurance agency. He and his

wife died there in the odour of prosperity; and one day

t heir orphaned daughter had appeared in New York in
charge of May Archer's sister-in-law, Ms. Jack Wl I and,
whose husband had been appointed the girl's

guardian. The fact threw her into al nost cousinly
relationship with Newl and Archer's children, and nobody

was surprised when Dall as's engagenent was announced.



Not hing could nore dearly give the neasure of the

di stance that the world had travelled. People nowadays
were too busy--busy with refornms and "novenents,"

with fads and fetishes and frivolities--to bother much
about their neighbours. And of what account was anybody's
past, in the huge kal ei doscope where all the

soci al atons spun around on the sanme plane?

Newl and Archer, |ooking out of his hotel w ndow at
the stately gaiety of the Paris streets, felt his heart

beating with the confusion and eagerness of youth.

It was long since it had thus plunged and reared

under his wi dening wai stcoat, |eaving him the next

m nute, with an enpty breast and hot tenples. He
wondered if it was thus that his son's conducted itself

in the presence of Mss Fanny Beaufort--and deci ded

that it was not. "It functions as actively, no doubt, but
the rhythmis different,” he reflected, recalling the coo
conposure with which the young nman had announced

hi s engagenent, and taken for granted that his fanily

woul d approve.

"The difference is that these young people take it for
granted that they're going to get whatever they want,
and that we al nost always took it for granted that we
shouldn't. Only, | wonder--the thing one's so certain
of in advance: can it ever nmake one's heart beat as

wi | dl y?"

It was the day after their arrival in Paris, and the
spring sunshine held Archer in his open w ndow, above
the wide silvery prospect of the Place Vendone. One

of the things he had stipul ated--al nost the only one--



when he had agreed to cone abroad with Dallas, was
that, in Paris, he shouldn't be nade to go to one of the

newf angl ed "pal aces. "

"Ch, all right--of course,” Dallas good-naturedly
agreed. "I'Il take you to sone jolly ol d-fashioned pl ace--

the Bristol say--" leaving his father speechless at hearing
that the century-1ong hone of kings and enperors
was now spoken of as an ol d-fashioned i nn, where one

went for its quaint inconveniences and lingering |oca

col our.

Archer had pictured often enough, in the first inpatient
years, the scene of his return to Paris; then the

personal vision had faded, and he had sinply tried to

see the city as the setting of Madane O enska's life.
Sitting alone at night in his library, after the household
had gone to bed, he had evoked the radi ant outbreak

of spring down the avenues of horse-chestnuts, the flowers
and statues in the public gardens, the whiff of lilacs
fromthe flower-carts, the majestic roll of the river
under the great bridges, and the life of art and study

and pleasure that filled each nmighty artery to bursting.
Now t he spectacle was before himin its glory, and as

he | ooked out on it he felt shy, ol d-fashioned, inadequate:
a nmere grey speck of a man conpared with the

ruthl ess magnificent fell ow he had dreaned of being.

Dal l as's hand cane down cheerily on his shoul der

"Hul l o, father: this is sonething like, isn't it?" They
stood for a while |l ooking out in silence, and then the
young nman continued: "By the way, |'ve got a nmessage

for you: the Countess O enska expects us both at half-



past five."

He said it lightly, carelessly, as he might have

i nparted any casual item of information, such as the hour
at which their train was to | eave for Florence the next
evening. Archer |ooked at him and thought he saw in
hi s gay young eyes a gl eam of his great-grandnot her

M ngott's nalice.

"Ch, didn't | tell you?" Dallas pursued. "Fanny nade
me swear to do three things while | was in Paris: get
her the score of the | ast Debussy songs, go to the
Grand- Gui gnol and see Madanme O enska. You know

she was awfully good to Fanny when M. Beaufort sent
her over from Buenos Ayres to the Assonption. Fanny
hadn't any friends in Paris, and Madane O enska used
to be kind to her and trot her about on holidays. |
beli eve she was a great friend of the first Ms. Beaufort's.
And she's our cousin, of course. So | rang her up
this norning, before | went out, and told her you and

were here for two days and wanted to see her."

Archer continued to stare at him "You told her |

was here?"

"Of course--why not?" Dallas's eye brows went up
whi nsically. Then, getting no answer, he slipped his

armthrough his father's with a confidential pressure.

"I say, father: what was she |ike?"

Archer felt his colour rise under his son's unabashed

gaze. "Cone, own up: you and she were great pals,



weren't you? Wasn't she nost awfully | ovel y?"

"Lovely? | don't know. She was different."

Ah--there you have it! That's what it always cones
to, doesn't it? \When she conmes, SHE S DI FFERENT- - and
one doesn't know why. It's exactly what | feel about

Fanny. "

Hi s father drew back a step, releasing his arm "About
Fanny? But, ny dear fellow -1 should hope so! Only |

don't see--"

"Dash it, Dad, don't be prehistoric! Wasn't she--

once--your Fanny?"

Dal | as bel onged body and soul to the new generation

He was the first-born of New and and May Archer

yet it had never been possible to inculcate in himeven
the rudinents of reserve. "Wat's the use of naking
mysteries? It only nakes people want to nose 'emout,"

he al ways obj ected when enjoined to discretion. But

Archer, neeting his eyes, saw the filial |ight under their
banter.

"My Fanny?"

"Well, the woman you' d have chucked everyt hi ng

for: only you didn't,"” continued his surprising son

"I didn"t," echoed Archer with a kind of solemity.

"No: you date, you see, dear old boy. But nother

sai d--"



"Your not her?"

"Yes: the day before she died. It was when she sent
for me al one--you renmenber? She said she knew we
were safe with you, and al ways woul d be, because
once, when she asked you to, you'd given up the thing

you nmost wanted.”

Archer received this strange comunication in silence.
H s eyes remained unseeingly fixed on the thronged
sunlit square below the window. At length he said in a

| ow voi ce: "She never asked ne."

"No. | forgot. You never did ask each other

anyt hing, did you? And you never told each other

anything. You just sat and watched each other, and guessed
at what was going on underneath. A deaf-and-dunb

asylum in fact! Well, | back your generation for know ng
nore about each other's private thoughts than we

ever have tine to find out about our own.--1 say,

Dad," Dallas broke off, "you're not angry with ne? |If

you are, let's nmake it up and go and |lunch at Henri's.

I'"ve got to rush out to Versailles afterward."

Archer did not acconpany his son to Versailles. He
preferred to spend the afternoon in solitary roam ngs
through Paris. He had to deal all at once with the
packed regrets and stifled menories of an inarticulate

lifetine.

After alittle while he did not regret Dallas's

indiscretion. It seened to take an iron band from his heart



to know that, after all, some one had guessed and

pitied. . . . And that it should have been his w fe noved
hi mindescribably. Dallas, for all his affectionate

i nsight, would not have understood that. To the boy, no
doubt, the episode was only a pathetic instance of vain
frustration, of wasted forces. But was it really no nore?
For a long tine Archer sat on a bench in the Chanps

El ysees and wondered, while the streamof life rolled

by.

A few streets away, a few hours away, Ellen O enska
wai ted. She had never gone back to her husband, and
when he had di ed, sone years before, she had nade no
change in her way of living. There was nothing nowto
keep her and Archer apart--and that afternoon he was

to see her.

He got up and wal ked across the Place de | a Concorde

and the Tuileries gardens to the Louvre. She had

once told himthat she often went there, and he had a
fancy to spend the intervening tinme in a place where he
could think of her as perhaps having lately been. For

an hour or nore he wandered fromgallery to gallery

t hrough the dazzl e of afternoon light, and one by one

the pictures burst on himin their half-forgotten spl endour
filling his soul with the |ong echoes of beauty.

After all, his |life had been too starved.

Suddenly, before an effulgent Titian, he found hinself

saying: "But I'monly fifty-seven--" and then he
turned away. For such summer dreans it was too |ate;
but surely not for a quiet harvest of friendship, of

conr adeship, in the blessed hush of her nearness.



He went back to the hotel, where he and Dallas were
to neet; and together they wal ked agai n across the
Pl ace de | a Concorde and over the bridge that |leads to

t he Chanber of Deputi es.

Dal I as, unconsci ous of what was going on in his
father's mnd, was tal king excitedly and abundantly of
Versailles. He had had but one previous glinpse of it,
during a holiday trip in which he had tried to pack al
the sights he had been deprived of when he had had to
go with the family to Switzerl and; and tunul tuous

ent husi asm and cock-sure criticismtripped each other

up on his Ilips.

As Archer listened, his sense of inadequacy and

i nexpressiveness increased. The boy was not insensitive,
he knew, but he had the facility and self-confidence
that cane of looking at fate not as a master but as an
equal. "That's it: they feel equal to things--they know

their way about,"” he nused, thinking of his son as the
spokesman of the new generation which had swept
away all the old |l andmarks, and with themthe sign-

posts and t he danger-signal

Suddenly Dal | as stopped short, grasping his father's

arm "Oh, by Jove," he excl ai ned.

They had cone out into the great tree-planted space

before the Invalides. The dome of Mansart floated
ethereal |y above the budding trees and the |ong grey

front of the building: drawing up into itself all the rays
of afternoon light, it hung there like the visible synbol

of the race's glory.



Archer knew that Madane O enska |lived in a square

near one of the avenues radiating fromthe Invalides;

and he had pictured the quarter as quiet and al nost
obscure, forgetting the central splendour that lit it up.
Now, by sone queer process of association, that gol den
Iight becane for himthe pervading illunmnation in

which she lived. For nearly thirty years, her |ife--of
whi ch he knew so strangely little--had been spent in

this rich atnosphere that he already felt to be too dense
and yet too stimulating for his lungs. He thought of the
theatres she nust have been to, the pictures she nust
have | ooked at, the sober and splendid old houses she
must have frequented, the people she nust have tal ked
with, the incessant stir of ideas, curiosities, imges and
associ ations thrown out by an intensely social race in a
setting of inmmenorial nmanners; and suddenly he

remenbered the young Frenchman who had once said to

him "Ah, good conversation--there is nothing like it,

is there?"

Archer had not seen M Riviere, or heard of him

for nearly thirty years; and that fact gave the neasure
of his ignorance of Madane O enska's existence. More
than half a lifetinme divided them and she had spent the
I ong interval anobng people he did not know, in a

society he but faintly guessed at, in conditions he would
never whol ly understand. During that tinme he had been
living with his youthful menory of her; but she had
doubt | ess had ot her and nore tangi bl e conpani onshi p.

Per haps she too had kept her nenory of him as sonething
apart; but if she had, it nust have been like a

relic in a small dimchapel, where there was not tine to



pray every day.

They had crossed the Place des Invalides, and were

wal ki ng down one of the thoroughfares flanking the

building. It was a quiet quarter, after all, in spite of its
spl endour and its history; and the fact gave one an idea

of the riches Paris had to draw on, since such scenes as

this were left to the few and the indifferent.

The day was fading into a soft sun-shot haze, pricked
here and there by a yellow electric light, and passers
were rare in the little square into which they had turned.

Dal | as stopped again, and | ooked up

"I't nust be here," he said, slipping his armthrough
his father's with a novenment from which Archer's shyness
did not shrink; and they stood together |ooking up

at the house.

It was a nodern building, without distinctive character
but many-w ndowed, and pl easantly bal coni ed up

its wide creamcoloured front. On one of the upper

bal coni es, whi ch hung well above the rounded tops of
the horse-chestnuts in the square, the awnings were stil

| owered, as though the sun had just left it.

"I wonder which floor--?" Dallas conjectured; and
nmovi ng toward the porte-cochere he put his head into
the porter's | odge, and cane back to say: "The fifth. It

must be the one with the awnings."”

Archer remained notionl ess, gazing at the upper w ndows

as if the end of their pilgrinmge had been attai ned.



"I say, you know, it's nearly six," his son at length

rem nded him

The father glanced away at an enpty bench under

the trees.

"l believe |I'Il sit there a nonent," he said.

"Why--aren't you well?" his son excl ai ned.

"Ch, perfectly. But | should like you, please, to go

up wthout ne."

Dal | as paused before him visibly bew | dered. "But, I

say, Dad: do you nean you won't cone up at all?"

"I don't know," said Archer slowy.

"I'f you don't she won't understand."

"Go, ny boy; perhaps | shall follow you."

Dal | as gave hima long | ook through the twilight.

"But what on earth shall | say?"

"My dear fellow, don't you always know what to

say?" his father rejoined with a snile.

"Very well. | shall say you're ol d-fashioned, and
prefer wal king up the five flights because you don't I|ike

lifts."



H's father smiled again. "Say |'mold-fashioned: that's

enough. "

Dal | as | ooked at him again, and then, with an
i ncredul ous gesture, passed out of sight under the vaulted

door way.

Archer sat down on the bench and continued to gaze

at the awni nged bal cony. He calculated the tine it

woul d take his son to be carried up inthe lift to the
fifth floor, toring the bell, and be adnitted to the hall
and then ushered into the drawi ng-room He pictured
Dallas entering that roomw th his quick assured step

and his delightful smle, and wondered if the people

were right who said that his boy "took after him™"

Then he tried to see the persons already in the

room-for probably at that sociable hour there would

be nore than one--and anong them a dark | ady, pale

and dark, who would I ook up quickly, half rise, and

hold out a long thin hand with three rings onit. . . . He
t hought she would be sitting in a sofa-corner near the

fire, with azal eas banked behi nd her on a table.

"It's nore real to ne here than if | went up," he
suddenly heard hinself say; and the fear lest that |ast
shadow of reality should | ose its edge kept himrooted

to his seat as the m nutes succeeded each other

He sat for a long tine on the bench in the thickening
dusk, his eyes never turning fromthe balcony. At length
a light shone through the wi ndows, and a nonent |ater

a man-servant canme out on the bal cony, drew up the

awni ngs, and cl osed the shutters.



At that, as if it had been the signal he waited for,
Newl and Archer got up slowy and wal ked back al one

to his hotel.

End



