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The Age
of

Innocence
by
Edith Wharton
Book I

ON A JANUARY EVENING Of theearly seventies, ChrigtineNilsson

wassingingin Faust at the Academy of Musicin New York.
Though therewas already talk of the erection, in remote

metropolitan distances” abovethe Forties,” of anew Opera
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Housewhich should competein costlinessand splendour with
those of thegreat European capitals, theworld of fashionwas
still content to reassemble every winter in the shabby red and
gold boxes of the sociable old Academy. Conservativescher-
ishedit for being small and inconvenient, and thuskeeping out
the " new people” whom New York was beginning to dread
and yet be drawn to; and the sentimental clungtoit for its
historic associations, and themusical for itsexcellent acous-
tics, dwaysso problematicaquality inhalsbuilt for the hear-
ingof music.

It was Madame Nilsson'sfirst appearancethat winter, and
what thedaily press had already learned to describeas* an
exceptiondly brilliant audience’” had gathered to hear her, trans-
ported through the dippery, snowy streetsin private broughams,
inthespaciousfamily landau, or inthe humbler but more con-
venient “Brown coupe” To cometo the Operain aBrown
coupewasamost ashonourableaway of arrivingasinone's
own carriage; and departure by the same meanshad theim-
mense advantage of enabling one (with aplayful allusionto
democratic principles) to scrambleinto thefirst Brown con-
veyanceintheline, instead of waiting till thecold-and-gin con-
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gested nose of one’'sown coachman gleamed under the por-
tico of the Academy. It wasoneof thegrest livery-stableman’s
most masterly intuitionsto have discovered that Americans
want to get away from amusement even more quickly than
they wanttoget toit.

When Newland 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 should not have
comeearlier, for hehad dined at seven, a onewith hismother
and sgter, and had lingered afterward over acigar inthe Gothic
library with glazed black-wal nut bookcasesand finial-topped
chairswhichwastheonly roominthehousewhereMrs. Ar-
cher alowed smoking. But, inthefirst place, New York wasa
metropolis, and perfectly awarethat in metropolisesit was
“not thething” to arrive early at the opera; and what was or
was not “thething” played apart asimportant in Newland
Archer’sNew York astheinscrutable totem terrorsthat had
ruled the destinies of hisforefathersthousandsof yearsago.

The second reason for hisdelay wasapersonal one. Hehad
dawdled over hiscigar because hewasat heart adilettante,
and thinking over apleasureto come often gave him asubtler
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satisfaction thanitsrealisation. Thiswas especialy the case
when the pleasure was adeli cate one, ashispleasuresmostly
were; and on thisoccas on the moment helooked forward to
wasso rareand exquisitein quaity that—well, if hehad timed
hisarrival inaccord with the primadonna s stage-manager he
could not have entered the Academy at a more significant
moment than just asshewassinging: “Helovesme—heloves
me not—helovesmel—" and sprinkling thefalling daisy pet-
aswith notesasclear asdew.

Shesang, of course, “M’amal” and not “ helovesme,” since
an unalterableand unquestioned law of themusical worldre-
quired that the German text of French operas sung by Swed-
ishartistsshould betrand ated into Italian for the clearer un-
derstanding of English-speaking audiences. Thisseemed as
natural to Newland Archer asall the other conventionson
which hislifewas moulded: such astheduty of usingtwo sil-
ver-backed brusheswith hismonogramin blueename to part
hishair, and of never appearing in society without aflower
(preferably agardenia) in hisbuttonhole.

“M’ama... nonm'ama... “ the primadonna sang, and
“M’amal”, withafind burst of lovetriumphant, asshe pressed



EdithWharton

thedishevelled daisy to her lipsand lifted her largeeyestothe
sophisticated countenance of thelittle brown Faust-Capoul,
whowasvainly trying, in atight purplevelvet doublet and
plumed cap, tolook as pureand trueashisartlessvictim.
Newland Archer, leaning against thewall at the back of the
club box, turned hiseyesfrom the stage and scanned the op-
positesideof thehouse. Directly facing himwasthe box of old
Mrs. Manson Mingott, whosemonstrousobesity had long since
madeit impossiblefor her to attend the Opera, but who was
always represented on fashionable nights by some of the
younger membersof thefamily. Onthisoccasion, thefront of
thebox wasfilled by her daughter-in-law, Mrs. Lovell Mingott,
and her daughter, Mrs. Welland; and dlightly withdrawn be-
hind these brocaded matrons sat ayoung girl inwhitewith
eyesecdaticaly fixed onthestagel overs. AsMadameNilsson's
“M’amal” thrilled out abovetheslent house (theboxesaways
stopped talking during the Dai sy Song) awarm pink mounted
to the girl’s cheek, mantled her brow to the roots of her fair
braids, and suffused the young slope of her breast to theline
whereit met amodest tulletucker fastened withasinglegarde-
nia. Shedropped her eyesto theimmense bouquet of lilies-of -

the-valley on her knee, and Newland Archer saw her white-
glovedfinger-tipstouch theflowerssoftly. Hedrew abresth of
satisfied vanity and hiseyesreturned to the stage.

No expense had been spared on the setting, which was ac-
knowledged to be very beautiful even by peoplewho shared
hisacquai ntance with the Operahouses of Parisand Vienna.
Theforeground, to thefootlights, was covered with emerald
green cloth. Inthe middl e distance symmetrical mounds of
woolly green moss bounded by croquet hoops formed the
base of shrubsshaped like orange-treesbut studded with large
pink and red roses. Gigantic pansies, considerably larger than
theroses, and closely resembling thefloral pen-wipersmade
by femd e parishionersfor fashionableclergymen, sprang from
the moss beneath the rose-trees; and here and there adaisy
grafted on arose-branch flowered with aluxuriance prophetic
of Mr. Luther Burbank’sfar-off prodigies.

Inthe centre of thisenchanted garden MadameNilsson, in
white cashmere dashed with pale blue satin, areticule dan-
glingfromabluegirdle, andlargeyelow braidscarefully dis-
posed on each side of her muslin chemisette, listened with
downcast eyesto M. Capoul’ simpassioned wooing, and af-
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fected aguilelessincomprehension of hisdesignswhenever,
by word or glance, he persuasively indicated the ground floor
window of the neat brick villaprojecting obliquely fromthe
rightwing.

“Thedarling!” thought Newland Archer, hisglanceflitting
back totheyoung girl withthelilies-of-the-valey. “ Shedoesn't
evenguesswhat it'sall about.” And he contemplated her ab-
sorbed young facewith athrill of possessorshipinwhich pride
inhisown masculineinitiation was mingled with atender rev-
erencefor her abysmal purity. “We' Il read Faust together ...
by theltdianlakes...” hethought, somewhat hazily confusing
the sceneof hisprojected honey-moon with the masterpieces
of literaturewhich it would be hismanly privilegetoreved to
hisbride. It wasonly that afternoon that May Welland had let
him guessthat she“ cared” (New York’sconsecrated phrase
of maiden avowal), and dready hisimagination, legping ahead
of theengagement ring, the betrothal kissand themarchfrom
Lohengrin, pictured her at hissidein somescene of old Euro-
pean witchery.

Hedid not intheleast wish thefutureMrs. Newland Archer
to beasimpleton. He meant her (thanksto hisenlightening

companionship) to develop asocial tact and readiness of wit
enabling her to hold her own with the most popular married
women of the* younger set,” inwhichit wasthe recognised
custom to attract masculinehomagewhileplayfully discourag-
ingit. If he had probed to the bottom of hisvanity (ashesome-
timesnearly did) hewould havefound therethewish that his
wife should be asworldly-wise and as eager to please asthe
married |ady whose charmshad held hisfancy through two
mildly agitated years; without, of course, any hint of thefrailty
which had so nearly marred that unhappy being'slife, and had
disarranged hisown plansfor awholewinter.

How thismiracle of fireand icewasto be created, and to
sustainitsalf inaharsh world, he had never takenthetimeto
think out; but hewas content to hold hisview without analysing
it, anceheknew it wasthat of al the carefully-brushed, white-
wal stcoated, button-hole-flowered gentlemen who succeeded
each other inthe club box, exchanged friendly greetingswith
him, and turned their opera-glassescritically onthecircle of
ladieswho werethe product of the system. In mattersintellec-
tua and artistic Newland Archer felt himself ditinctly the su-
perior of these chosen specimensof old New York gentility;
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he had probably read more, thought more, and even seena
good deal moreof theworld, than any other man of the num-
ber. Singly they betrayed their inferiority; but grouped together
they represented “ New York,” and the habit of masculine soli-
darity made him accept their doctrineon al theissuescalled
mord. Heindinctively fdt that inthisrespect it woul d betrouble-
some—and also rather bad form—to strike out for himsalf.
“Well—uponmy soul!” exclaimed Lawrence L efferts, turn-
ing hisopera-glass abruptly away from the stage. Lawrence
L effertswas, on thewhol e, theforemaost authority on*form”
inNew York. He had probably devoted moretimethan any
onee setothe study of thisintricate and fascinating question;
but study alone could not account for hiscomplete and easy
competence. Onehad only tolook at him, fromthedant of his
bald forehead and the curve of hisbeautiful fair moustacheto
the long patent-leather feet at the other end of hislean and
€elegant person, to fed that theknowledge of “form” must be
congenita inany onewho knew how towear such good clothes
0 cardesdy and carry such height with somuchlounging grace.
Asayoung admirer had oncesaid of him: “If anybody cantell
afdlow just whentowear ablack tiewith evening clothesand

whennotto, it sLarry Lefferts” And onthequestion of pumps
versus patent-leather “ Oxfords’ hisauthority had never been
disputed.

“My God!” he said; and silently handed his glassto old
Sillerton Jackson.

Newland Archer, following L efferts sglance, saw with sur-
prisethat hisexclamation had been occasioned by theentry of
anew figureinto old Mrs. Mingott’sbox. It wasthat of adim
young woman, alittlelesstall than May Welland, with brown
hair growingin closecurlsabout her templesand held in place
by anarrow band of diamonds. The suggestion of thishead-
dress, which gave her what wasthen caled a“ Josephinel ook,”
wascarried out in the cut of thedark bluevelvet gown rather
theatrically caught up under her bosom by agirdlewithalarge
old-fashioned clasp. Thewearer of thisunusual dress, who
seemed quite unconscious of the attention it was attracting,
stood amoment in the centre of the box, discussingwith Mrs.
Welland the propriety of taking thelatter’splaceinthefront
right-hand corner; then sheyielded with adlight smile, and
seated herself inlinewith Mrs. Welland' ssister-in-law, Mrs.
Lovell Mingott, whowasingtalled in the oppositecorner.
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Mr. Sillerton Jackson had returned the opera-glass to
Lawrence L efferts. Thewholeof theclub turnedingtinctively,
waiting to hear what the old man had to say; for old Mr. Jack-
sonwasasgreet anauthority on“family” asLawrence L efferts
wason“form.” Heknew all theramificationsof New York’s
cousinships; and could not only elucidate such complicated
guestions as that of the connection between the Mingotts
(through the Thorleys) with the Dallases of South Carolina,
andthat of therelationship of theelder branch of Philadelphia
Thorleysto the Albany Chiverses (on no account to be con-
fused with the Manson Chiverses of University Place), but
could also enumeratetheleading characteristicsof each fam-
ily: as, foringtance, thefabul ous stinginess of theyounger lines
of Leffertses(the Long Island ones); or thefatal tendency of
the Rushworthsto make foolish matches; or theinsanity re-
curring in every second generation of the Albany Chiverses,
with whom their New York cousins had always refused to
intermarry—with the disastrous exception of poor Medora
Manson, who, as everybody knew ... but then her mother
wasaRushworth.

Inaddition to thisforest of family trees, Mr. Sillerton Jack-

son carried between hisnarrow hollow temples, and under his
soft thatch of silver hair, aregister of most of the scandalsand
mysteriesthat had smouldered under the unruffled surface of
New York society withinthelast fifty years. Sofar indeed did
hisinformation extend, and so acutely retentivewashismemory,
that hewas supposed to be the only man who could havetold
youwho Julius Beaufort, thebanker, redlly was, and what had
become of handsome Bob Spicer, old Mrs. Manson Mingott's
father, who had disappeared so mysterioudy (withalargesum
of trust money) lessthan ayear after hismarriage, onthevery
day that abeautiful Spanish dancer who had been delighting
thronged audiencesin the old Opera-house on the Battery
had taken ship for Cuba. But these mysteries, and many oth-
ers, wereclosely locked in Mr. Jackson’sbreast; for not only
did hiskeen senseof honour forbid hisrepesting anything pri-
vately imparted, but hewasfully awarethat hisreputation for
discretion increased hisopportunitiesof finding out what he
wanted to know.

Theclub box, therefore, waited in visible suspensewhile
Mr. Sillerton Jackson handed back Lawrence L efferts'sop-
era-glass. For amoment he silently scrutinised the attentive
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group out of hisfilmy blueeyesoverhung by old veinedlids;
then hegavehismoustacheathoughtful twist, and said smply:
“I didn’t think the Mingottswould havetriedit on.”

NEwLAND ARCHER, during thisbrief episode, had been thrown
into astrange state of embarrassment.

It was annoying that the box which wasthus attracting the
undivided attention of masculine New York should bethat in
which hisbetrothed was seated between her mother and aunt;
and for amoment he could not identify thelady inthe Empire
dress, nor imaginewhy her presence created such excitement
among theinitiated. Then light dawned on him, and withiit
cameamomentary rush of indignation. No, indeed; no one
would havethought the Mingottswould havetriedit on!

But they had; they undoubtedly had; for thelow-toned com-
mentsbehind himleft no doubt in Archer’smind that theyoung
womanwasMay Welland'scousin, thecousinawaysreferred
tointhefamily as“poor Ellen Olenska.” Archer knew that she
had suddenly arrived from Europeaday or two previoudy; he
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had even heard from MissWelland (not disapprovingly) that
she had been to see poor Ellen, who was staying with old
Mrs. Mingott. Archer entirely approved of family solidarity,
and one of the qualitieshe most admired in the Mingottswas
their resol ute championship of thefew black sheep that their
blamel ess stock had produced. There was nothing mean or
ungenerousintheyoung man’sheart, and hewasglad that his
futurewife should not be restrained by false prudery from be-
ing kind (in private) to her unhappy cousin; but to receive
CountessOlenskainthefamily circlewasadifferent thing from
producing her in public, at the Operaof all places, andinthe
very box with the young girl whose engagement to him,
Newland Archer, wasto be announced within afew weeks.
No, hefelt asold Sillerton Jackson felt; hedid not think the
Mingottswould havetriedit on!

Heknew, of course, that whatever man dared (within Fifth
Avenue'slimits) that old Mrs. Manson Mingott, theMatriarch
of theline, would dare. He had aways admired the high and
mighty old lady, who, in spite of having been only Catherine
Spicer of Staten Idand, with afather mysterioudy discredited,
and neither money nor position enough to make peopleforget
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it, had dlied herself with the head of thewedlthy Mingott line,
married two of her daughtersto“foreigners’ (an Italian mar-
quisand an English banker), and put the crowning touch to her
audacitiesby building alarge house of pale cream-coloured
stone (when brown sandstone seemed as much the only wear
asafrock-coat intheafternoon) in aninaccessiblewilderness
near the Central Park.

Old Mrs. Mingott’sforeign daughters had become aleg-
end. They never came back to seetheir mother, and thelatter
being, likemany personsof activemind and dominating will,
sedentary and corpulent in her habit, had philosophically re-
mained at home. But the cream-col oured house (supposed to
be modelled on the private hotel s of the Parisian aristocracy)
wasthere asavisible proof of her moral courage; and she
thronedinit, among pre-Revolutionary furnitureand souvenirs
of the Tuileries of LouisNapoleon (where she had shonein
her middleage), asplacidly asif therewerenothing peculiar in
living above Thirty-fourth Street, or in having Frenchwindows
that opened like doorsinstead of sashesthat pushed up.

Every one(including Mr. Sillerton Jackson) was agreed that
old Catherinehad never had beauty—agift which, intheeyes
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of New York, justified every success, and excused acertain
number of failings. Unkind peoplesaid that, likeher Imperia
namesake, she had won her way to success by strength of will
and hardness of heart, and akind of haughty effrontery that
wassomehow justified by the extreme decency and dignity of
her privatelife. Mr. Manson Mingott had died when shewas
only twenty-eight, and had “tied up” the money with an addi-
tional caution born of the general distrust of the Spicers; but
hisbold young widow went her way fearlesdy, mingled freely
inforeign society, married her daughtersin heaven knew what
corrupt and fashionabl e circles, hobnobbed with Dukes and
Ambassadors, associated familiarly with Papists, entertained
Operasingers, and wastheintimatefriend of Mme. Taglioni;
and all thewhile (as Sillerton Jackson wasthefirst to pro-
claim) there had never been abreath on her reputation; the
only respect, heawaysadded, inwhich shediffered fromthe
earlier Catherine.

Mrs. Manson Mingott had long since succeeded in untying
her husband’ sfortune, and had lived in affluencefor half a
century; but memoriesof her early straitshad made her exces-
sivey thrifty, and though, when she bought adressor apiece
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of furniture, shetook carethat it should be of thebest, shecould
not bring hersalf to spend much onthetrangent pleasuresof the
table. Therefore, for totally different reasons, her food wasas
poor asMrs. Archer’s, and her winesdid nothing to redeemiit.
Her relatives considered that the penury of her tablediscredited
theMingott name, which had awaysbeen associated with good
living; but people continued to cometo her in spiteof the* made
dishes’ andflat champagne, andinreply to theremonstrances
of her sonLovel (whotried toretrievethefamily credit by hav-
ingthebest chef inNew York) sheusedtosay laughingly: “Whet's
the use of two good cooksin onefamily, now thet I’ vemarried
thegirlsand can't eat sauces?’

Newland Archer, as he mused on these things, had once
moreturned hiseyestoward the Mingott box. He saw that
Mrs. Welland and her sister-in-law werefacing their semi-
circdeof criticswiththeMingottian aplombwhich old Catherine
hadinculcated indl her tribe, and that only May Welland be-
trayed, by aheightened colour (perhaps dueto theknowledge
that hewaswatching her) asense of thegravity of thesitua-
tion. Asfor the cause of the commotion, she sat gracefully in
her corner of thebox, her eyesfixed onthe stage, and reveal -
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ing, assheleaned forward, alittle more shoulder and bosom
than New York was accustomed to seeing, at least in ladies
who had reasonsfor wishing to pass unnoticed.

Few things seemed to Newland Archer more awful thanan
offenceagaing “ Taste,” that far-off divinity of whom“Form”
wasthe merevisiblerepresentative and vicegerent. Madame
Olenska'spaeand seriousface gppeded to hisfancy assuited
to the occasion and to her unhappy situation; but theway her
dress (which had no tucker) doped away from her thin shoul-
ders shocked and troubled him. He hated to think of May
Welland'sbeing exposed to theinfluence of ayoung woman
so careless of the dictates of Taste.

“After al,” heheard one of the younger men begin behind
him (everybody talked through the Mephistophel es-and-
Marthascenes), “ after al, just what happened?’

“Well—sheleft him; nobody attemptsto deny that.”

“He sanawful brute, isn't he?” continued theyoung enquirer,
acandid Thorley, who was evidently preparing to enter the
listsasthelady’schampion.

“Thevery worgt; | knew himat Nice” said LawrenceLefferts
withauthority. “ A haf-paraysed white sneering felow—rather
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handsomehead, but eyeswith alot of lashes. Well, I’ ll tell you
the sort: when hewasn’t with women hewas collecting china.
Paying any pricefor both, | understand.”

Therewasagenera laugh, and the young champion said:
“Well, then—7?'

“Well, then; shebolted with hissecretary.”

“Oh, | see.” Thechampion'sfacefel.

“Itdidn’tlast long, though: | heard of her afew monthslater
livingaoneinVenice. | bievelLovell Mingott went out to get
her. He said shewas desperately unhappy. That'sall right—
but thisparading her at the Opera sanother thing.”

“Perhaps,” young Thorley hazarded, “ she' stoo unhappy to
beleft at home.”

Thiswasgreeted with anirreverent laugh, and the youth
blushed deeply, and tried tolook asif he had meant to insinu-
atewhat knowing peoplecalled a“double entendre.”

“Well—it’squeer to have brought MissWelland, anyhow,”
someonesaidinalow tone, withaside-glanceat Archer.

“Oh, that'spart of thecampaign: Granny’sorders, no doubt,”
L effertslaughed. “When the old lady doesathing shedoesit
thoroughly.”
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The act was ending, and there was a general stir in the
box. Suddenly Newland Archer felt himself impelledto de-
cisive action. The desireto be thefirst man to enter Mrs.
Mingott’sbox, to proclaim to thewaiting world hisengage-
ment to May Welland, and to see her through whatever dif-
ficultiesher cousin’'sanomal ous situation might involve her
in; thisimpul se had abruptly overruled all scruplesand hesi-
tations, and sent him hurrying through thered corridorsto
thefarther side of the house.

Asheentered the box hiseyesmet MissWelland's, and he
saw that she had instantly understood hismotive, though the
family dignity which both considered so high avirtuewould
not permit her totell him so. Thepersonsof their world livedin
an atmosphere of faint implicationsand pale delicacies, and
thefact that he and she understood each other without aword
seemed to theyoung manto bring them nearer than any expla:
nationwould havedone. Her eyessaid: “ You seewhy Mamma
brought me,” and hisanswered: “1 would not for theworld
have had you stay away.”

“You know my niece Countess Olenska?’ Mrs. Welland
enquired as she shook handswith her future son-in-law. Ar-
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cher bowed without extending hishand, aswasthecustomon
being introduced to alady; and Ellen Olenskabent her head
dightly, kegping her own pa e-gloved handsclasped onher huge
fan of eaglefeathers. Having greeted Mrs. Lovell Mingott, a
large blondelady in creaking satin, he sat down besidehisbe-
trothed, and saidinalow tone: “1 hopeyou’ vetold Madame
Olenskathat we' re engaged? | want everybody to know—I

want youtolet meannounceit thisevening at theball.”

MissWelland' sfacegrew rosy asthe dawn, and shelooked
at himwith radiant eyes. “1f you can persuade Mamma,” she
said; “but why should we changewhat isa ready settled?” He
made no answer but that which his eyesreturned, and she
added, till moreconfidently smiling: “ Tell my cousinyourself:
| giveyouleave. Shesayssheused to play with youwhenyou
werechildren.”

She made way for him by pushing back her chair, and
promptly, and alittle ostentatiously, with the desirethat the
whol e house should see what he was doing, Archer seated
himself at the CountessOlenska'sside.

“WeDID useto play together, didn't we?’ sheasked, turn-
ing her graveeyesto his. * You wereahorrid boy, and kissed
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meoncebehind adoor; but it wasyour cousin Vandie Newland,
who never looked at me, that | wasinlovewith.” Her glance
swept the horse-shoe curve of boxes. “ Ah, how thisbringsit
all back to me—I seeeverybody hereinknickerbockersand
pantalettes,” shesaid, with her trailing dightly foreign accent,
her eyesreturning to hisface.

Agreeable as their expression was, the young man was
shocked that they should reflect so unseemly apicture of the
august tribunal beforewhich, at that very moment, her case
was being tried. Nothing could bein worsetaste than mis-
placed flippancy; and heanswered somewheat tiffly: “ Yes, you
have been away avery longtime.”

“Oh, centuriesand centuries; solong,” shesaid, “that I'm
surel’mdead and buried, and thisdear old placeisheaven;”
which, for reasons he could not define, struck Newland Ar-
cher asan even more disrespectful way of describing New
York society.
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IT INVARIABLY happened in the sameway.

Mrs. Julius Beaufort, on the night of her annual ball, never
failed to appear at the Opera; indeed, sheawaysgave her ball
on an Operanight in order to emphasi se her compl ete superi-
ority to household cares, and her possession of astaff of ser-
vantscompetent to organise every detail of the entertainment
in her absence.

TheBeauforts housewasoneof thefew in New York that
possessed a ball-room (it antedated even Mrs. Manson
Mingott’sand the Headly Chiverses'); and at atimewhenit
was beginning to bethought “ provincid” to put a“ crash” over
the drawing-room floor and movethefurniture upstairs, the
possession of aball-room that was used for no other purpose,
and left for three-hundred-and-sixty-four days of theyear to
shuttered darkness, withitsgilt chairsstacked inacorner and
itschandelier in abag; thisundoubted superiority wasfet to
compensatefor whatever wasregrettablein the Beaufort past.

Mrs. Archer, whowasfond of coining her socid philosophy
into axioms, had once said: “We all have our pet common
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people—" and though the phrasewas adaring one, itstruth
was secretly admitted in many an exclusive bosom. But the
Beaufortswere not exactly common; some people said they
were evenworse. Mrs. Beaufort belonged indeed to one of
America smost honoured families; she had beenthelovely
ReginaDallas (of the South Carolina branch), apenniless
beauty introduced to New York society by her cousin, the
imprudent MedoraManson, who wasawaysdoing thewrong
thing from the right motive. When one was related to the
M ansons and the Rushworths one had a“ droit de cite” (as
Mr. Sillerton Jackson, who had frequented the Tuileries, called
it) inNew York society; but did onenot forfeit itin marrying
JuliusBeaufort?

The question was: who was Beaufort? He passed for an
Englishman, was agreeable, handsome, ill-tempered, hospi-
table and witty. He had cometo Americawith lettersof rec-
ommendation from old Mrs. Manson Mingott’ sEnglish son-
in-law, the banker, and had speedily made himself animpor-
tant positionintheworld of affairs; but hishabitswere dissi-
pated, histongue was hitter, hisantecedentswere mysterious,
and when Medora M anson announced her cousin’sengage-
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ment to him it was felt to be one more act of folly in poor
Medora slong record of imprudences.

But folly isasoften justified of her children aswisdom, and
two yearsafter young Mrs. Beaufort’smarriageit wasadmit-
ted that she had the most distinguished housein New York.
No oneknew exactly how themiraclewasaccomplished. She
wasindolent, passive, the caustic even called her dull; but
dressed likeanidol, hungwith pearls, growing younger and
blonder and more beautiful each year, she throned in Mr.
Beaufort’sheavy brown-stone palace, and drew al theworld
therewithout lifting her jewdledlittlefinger. Theknowing people
said it was Beaufort himself who trained the servants, taught
the chef new dishes, told the gardenerswhat hot-houseflow-
ersto grow for the dinner-table and the drawing-rooms, se-
lected the guests, brewed the after-dinner punch and dictated
thelittle noteshiswifewroteto her friends. If hedid, these
domedtic activitieswereprivately performed, and he presented
to theworld the appearance of acarel essand hospitable mil-
lionairestrolling into hisown drawing-room with the detach-
ment of aninvited guest, and saying: “My wife' sgloxiniasarea
marvel, aren’t they?1 believe she getsthem out from Kew.”
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Mr. Beaufort’s secret, peoplewere agreed, wastheway he
carried things off. It wasall very well to whisper that he had
been“helped” to leave England by theinternational banking-
house in which he had been employed; he carried off that
rumour as easily asthe rest—though New York’sbusiness
consciencewasno lesssensitivethan itsmoral standard—he
carried everythingbeforehim, and adl New York into hisdraw-
ing-rooms, and for over twenty years now people had said
they were “going to the Beauforts'” with the same tone of
security asif they had said they were going to Mrs. Manson
Mingott’s, and with the added satisfaction of knowing they
would get hot canvas-back ducks and vintage wines, instead
of tepid Veuve Clicquot without ayear and warmed-up cro-
quettesfrom Philadel phia.

Mrs. Beaufort, then, had asusual appeared in her box just
beforethe Jewel Song; and when, again asusual, sheroseat
theend of thethird act, drew her operacloak about her lovely
shoulders, and disappeared, New York knew that meant that
half an hour later the ball would begin.

TheBeaufort housewasonethat New Yorkerswere proud
to show toforeigners, especialy onthenight of theannua ball.
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The Beauforts had been among thefirst peoplein New York
toowntheir own red velvet carpet and haveit rolled downthe
steps by their own footmen, under their own awning, instead
of hiringit with the supper and theball-room chairs. They had
adsoinaugurated thecustom of letting theladiestaketheir cloaks
off inthehall, instead of shuffling up to the hostess sbedroom
andrecurlingtheir hair with theaid of thegas-burner; Beaufort
was understood to have said that he supposed al hiswife's
friendshad maidswho saw toit that they were properly coiffees
whenthey left home.

Then the house had been boldly planned with aball-room,
sothat, instead of squeezing through anarrow passageto get
toit (asat the Chiverses') onemarched solemnly downavista
of enfiladed drawing-rooms (the sea-green, the crimson and
the bouton d’ or), seeing from afar the many-candled lustres
reflected in the polished parquetry, and beyond that the depths
of aconservatory where camelliasand tree-fernsarched their
costly foliage over seatsof black and gold bamboo.

Newland Archer, asbecame ayoung man of hisposition,
strolled in somewhat late. He had | eft hisovercoat with the
slk-stockinged footmen (the stockingswere one of Beaufort's
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few fatuities), had dawdled awhileinthelibrary hung with
Spanishleather and furnished with Buhl and malachite, where
afew menwere chatting and putting on their dancing-gloves,
and had finally joined theline of guestswhom Mrs. Beaufort
wasreceiving on thethreshold of the crimson drawing-room.

Archer wasdistinctly nervous. He had not goneback to his
club after the Opera(asthe young bloodsusudly did), but, the
night being fine, had walked for some distance up Fifth Av-
enue before turning back in the direction of the Beauforts
house. Hewas definitely afraid that the Mingottsmight be go-
ing toofar; that, in fact, they might have Granny Mingott’s
ordersto bring the Countess Olenskato the ball.

From thetone of the club box he had perceived how grave
amistakethat would be; and, though hewas morethan ever
determinedto* seethethingthrough,” hefeltlesschivaroudy
eager to champion hisbetrothed'scousinthan beforethelr brief
talk at the Opera.

Wandering on to the bouton d’ or drawing-room (where
Beaufort had had theaudacity to hang “ Love Victorious,” the
much-discussed nude of Bouguereau) Archer found Mrs.
Welland and her daughter standing near the ball-room door.
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Coupleswerealready gliding over thefloor beyond: thelight
of thewax candlesfel onrevolvingtulleskirts, on girlish heads
wreathed with modest blossoms, on the dashing aigrettesand
ornaments of theyoung married women’s coiffures, and on
theglitter of highly glazed shirt-frontsand fresh glacegloves.

MissWelland, evidently about to jointhe dancers, hung on
thethreshold, her lilies-of -the-valley in her hand (shecarried
no other bouquet), her facealittle pale, her eyesburning with
acandid excitement. A group of young men and girlswere
gathered about her, and therewasmuch hand-clasping, laughing
and pleasantry onwhich Mrs. Welland, stlanding dightly apart,
shed thebeam of aqualified approval. It wasevident that Miss
WEelland wasin the act of announcing her engagement, while
her mother affected theair of parental reluctance considered
suitableto theoccasion.

Archer paused amoment. It wasat hisexpresswish that the
announcement had been made, and yet it was not thusthat he
would havewished to have hishappinessknown. To proclaim
itinthe heat and noise of acrowded ball-roomwastorobit of
thefine bloom of privacy which should belong to things near-
est the heart. His joy was so deep that this blurring of the
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surfaceleft itsessence untouched; but hewould haveliked to
keep the surface puretoo. It was something of asatisfaction
tofind that May Welland shared thisfedling. Her eyesfled to
hisbeseechingly, and their look said: “ Remember, we' redo-
ingthisbecauseit’sright.”

No appeal could havefound amoreimmediateresponsein
Archer’sbreast; but he wished that the necessity of their ac-
tion had been represented by someidedl reason, and not Ssm-
ply by poor Ellen Olenska. The group about MissWelland
madeway for himwith significant smiles, and after taking his
shareof thefdicitationshedrew hisbetrothed into themiddle
of the ball-room floor and put hisarm about her waist.

“Now weshan't havetotalk,” hesaid, smiling into her can-
did eyes, asthey floated away on the soft waves of the Blue
Danube.

Shemadeno answer. Her lipstrembled into asmile, but the
eyesremained distant and serious, asif bent on someineffable
vison. “Dear,” Archer whispered, pressing her tohim: it was
borneinon himthat thefirst hoursof being engaged, eveniif
spent inaball-room, had inthem something grave and sacra-
mental. What anew lifeit wasgoing to be, with thiswhiteness,
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radiance, goodnessat one'sside!

The dance over, thetwo, asbecame an affianced couple,
wandered into the conservatory; and sitting behind atall screen
of tree-fernsand camelliasNewland pressed her gloved hand
tohislips.

“You seel did asyou asked meto,” shesaid.

“Yes: | couldn’'twait,” heanswered smiling. After amoment
headded: “Only | wishit hadn't had to beat aball.”

“Yes, | know.” She met hisglance comprehendingly. “But
after all—even herewe reaonetogether, aren’'t we?’

“Oh, dearest—always!” Archer cried.

Evidently shewasawaysgoing to understand; shewasal-
waysgoing to say theright thing. Thediscovery madethe cup
of hisblissoverflow, and hewent ongaily: “Theworst of itis
that | want to kissyou and | can’t.” As he spoke hetook a
swift glance about the conservatory, assured himself of their
momentary privacy, and catching her tohimlaid afugitive pres-
sureon her lips. To counteract theaudacity of thisproceeding
he led her to a bamboo sofain aless secluded part of the
conservatory, and sitting down beside her brokealily-of-the-
valley from her bouquet. Shesat silent, andtheworldlay like
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asunlitvalley a their feet.

“Didyoutdl my cousnEllen?” sheasked presently, asif she
spokethrough adream.

Heroused himself, and remembered that he had not done
s0. Someinvinciblerepugnanceto speak of suchthingstothe
strange foreign woman had checked thewordson hislips.

“No—I hadn’t thechanceafter dl,” hesaid, fibbing hagtily.

“Ah.” Shelooked disappointed, but gently resolved ongain-
ing her point. “ Youmust, then, for | didn’t either; and | shouldn’t
likeher tothink—"

“Of coursenot. But aren't you, after dl, thepersontodoit?’

Shepondered onthis. “If I'd doneit at theright time, yes:
but now that there’ sbeen adday | think you must explain that
I’d asked you to tell her at the Opera, before our speaking
about it to everybody here. Otherwise she might think | had
forgotten her. You see, she’soneof thefamily, and she'sbeen
away solong that she' srather—sensitive.”

Archer looked at her glowingly. “ Dear and great angel! Of
coursel’ll tell her.” He glanced atrifle apprehensively to-
ward the crowded ball-room. “But | haven’t seen her yet.
Has shecome?’
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“No; at thelast minute shedecided not to.”

“Atthelast minute?” heechoed, betraying hissurprisethat
sheshould ever have considered the dternative possible.

“Yes. She'sawfully fond of dancing,” theyoung girl answered
simply. “ But suddenly she made up her mind that her dress
wasn't smart enough for aball, though wethought it solovely;
and so my aunt had to take her home.”

“Oh, well—" said Archer with happy indifference. Nothing
about hisbetrothed pleased him morethan her resol ute deter-
minationto carry toitsutmost limit that ritual of ignoring the
“unpleasant” in which they had both been brought up.

“Sheknowsaswell asl do,” hereflected, “thereal reason
of her cousin’sstaying away; but | shall never let her see by
theleast signthat | am consciousof there being ashadow of a
shade on poor Ellen Olenska sreputation.”

V.

IN THE coursE of the next day thefirst of the usual betrothal
visitswereexchanged. TheNew York ritua waspreciseand
inflexiblein such matters; andin conformity with it Newland
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Archer first went with hismother and sister to call on Mrs.
Weland, after whichheand Mrs. Welland and May droveout
to old Mrs. Manson Mingott’s to receive that venerable
ancestress shlessing.

A visit to Mrs. Manson Mingott was always an amusing
episodeto theyoung man. Thehouseinitself wasalready an
historic document, though not, of course, asvenerableascer-
tain other old family housesin University Placeand lower Fifth
Avenue. Thosewereof the purest 1830, with agrim harmony
of cabbage-rose-garlanded carpets, rosewood consoles,
round-arched fire-placeswith black marble mantels, and im-
mense glazed book-cases of mahogany; whereas old Mrs.
Mingott, who had built her houselater, had bodily cast out the
massivefurnitureof her prime, and mingled with the Mingott
heirloomsthefrivolous upholstery of the Second Empire. It
was her habit to sit in awindow of her sitting-room on the
groundfloor, asif watching camly for lifeand fashionto flow
northward to her solitary doors. She seemed in no hurry to
havethem come, for her patiencewas equalled by her confi-
dence. Shewas surethat presently the hoardings, the quar-
ries, the one-story sal oons, thewooden green-housesin ragged
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gardens, and therocksfrom which goats surveyed the scene,
would vanish beforethe advance of residencesas stately as
her own—perhaps (for she was an impartial woman) even
statelier; and that the cobble-stonesover which theold clat-
tering omnibuses bumped woul d be replaced by smooth as-
phalt, such as people reported having seen in Paris. Mean-
while, as every one she cared to see cameto her (and she
couldfill her roomsaseasily asthe Beauforts, and without
adding asingleitem to the menu of her suppers), shedid not
suffer from her geographicisolation.

Theimmenseaccretion of flesh which had descended on her
inmiddlelifelikeaflood of lavaon adoomed city had changed
her from aplump activelittlewoman with aneatly-turned foot
and ankleinto something asvast and august asanatural phe-
nomenon. She had accepted this submergence as phil osophi-
cally asall her other trials, and now, in extreme old age, was
rewarded by presenting to her mirror an almost unwrinkled
expanseof firm pink and whiteflesh, inthe centreof whichthe
traces of asmall face survived asif awaiting excavation. A
flight of smooth double chinsled downtothedizzy depthsof a
still-snowy bosom veiled in snowy mudinsthat wereheldin
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placeby aminiature portrait of thelate Mr. Mingott; and around
and below, wave after wave of black silk surged away over
the edges of acapaciousarmchair, with two tiny white hands
poised likegullson the surface of the billows.

Theburden of Mrs. Manson Mingott’sflesh had long since
madeitimpossiblefor her to go up and down stairs, and with
characterigticindependence she had made her reception rooms
upstairsand established herself (inflagrant violation of al the
New York proprieties) on the ground floor of her house; so
that, asyou sat in her Stting-room window with her, you caught
(through a door that was always open, and alooped-back
yellow damask portiere) the unexpected vistaof abedroom
withahugelow bed upholstered likeasofa, and atoilet-table
withfrivolouslaceflouncesand agilt-framed mirror.

Her visitorswere startled and fascinated by theforeignness
of thisarrangement, which recalled scenesin French fiction,
and architectural incentivestoimmoraity suchasthesmple
American had never dreamed of . That was how womenwith
loverslivedinthewicked old societies, in gpartmentswith al
theroomson onefloor, and al theindecent propinquitiesthat
their novelsdescribed. It amused Newland Archer (who had
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secretly situated thelove-scenes of “Monsieur deCamors’ in
Mrs. Mingott’sbedroom) to picture her blamelesslifeledin
the stage-setting of adultery; but he said to himself, with con-
Sderableadmiration, that if alover had beenwhat shewanted,
theintrepid woman would have had himtoo.

Tothegeneral relief the Countess Olenskawas not present
inher grandmother’sdrawing-room during thevisit of thebe-
trothed couple. Mrs. Mingott said she had gone out; which,
onaday of such glaring sunlight, and at the* shopping hour,”
seemedinitsalf aninddicatething for acompromised woman
todo. But at any rateit spared them the embarrassment of her
presence, and the faint shadow that her unhappy past might
seemto shed on their radiant future. Thevisit went off suc-
cessfully, aswasto have been expected. Old Mrs. Mingott
was delighted with the engagement, which, being long fore-
seen by watchful relatives, had been carefully passed uponin
family council; and theengagement ring, alargethick sapphire
stininvisbleclaws, met with her unqudified admiration.

“It' sthenew setting: of courseit showsthestonebeautifully, but
itlooksalittle bareto old-fashioned eyes,” Mrs. Welland had
explained, withacondliatory sde-glancea her futureson-in-law.
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“Old-fashioned eyes?| hopeyou don’'t mean mine, my dear?
| likeall thenovelties,” said theancestress, lifting the stoneto
her small bright orbs, which no glasseshad ever disfigured.
“Very handsome,” she added, returning thejewd; “very lib-
eral. Inmy timeacameo set in pearlswasthought sufficient.
But it’sthe hand that sets off thering, isn’'t it, my dear Mr.
Archer?’ and shewaved one of her tiny hands, with small
pointed nailsand rollsof aged fat encirclingthewrist likeivory
brace ets. “Minewasmoddledin Romeby thegreet Ferrigiani.
You should have May’sdone: no doubt he' |l haveit done, my
child. Her hand islarge—it’ sthese modern sportsthat spread
thejoints—but the skiniswhite—And when’sthewedding
tobe?’ shebrokeoff, fixing her eyeson Archer’sface.

“Oh—" Mrs. Weland murmured, whiletheyoung man, amil-
ing at hisbetrothed, replied: “ Assoon asever it can, if only
you' |l back meup, Mrs. Mingott.”

“We must givethem timeto get to know each other alittle
better, mamma,” Mrs. Welland interposed, with the proper
affectation of reluctance; to which the ancestressrejoined:
“Know each other? Fiddlesticks! Everybody in New York
has always known everybody. L et the young man have his
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way, my dear; don’t wait till the bubbl e soff thewine. Marry
them before Lent; | may catch pneumoniaany winter now,
and | want to givethewedding-breakfast.”

These successive statementswerereceived with the proper
expressions of amusement, incredulity and gratitude; and the
visit was breaking up inavein of mild pleasantry when the
door opened to admit the Countess Olenska, who entered in
bonnet and mantlefollowed by the unexpected figureof Julius
Beaufort.

Therewasacousinly murmur of pleasure betweenthela
dies, and Mrs. Mingott held out Ferrigiani’s model to the
banker. “Hal Beaufort, thisisararefavour!” (Shehad an odd
foreign way of addressing men by their surnames.)

“Thanks. | wishit might happen oftener,” said thevisitor in
hiseasy arrogant way. “1’m generally sotied down; but | met
the Countess Ellen in Madison Square, and she was good
enoughtolet mewak homewith her.”

“ Ah—I hopethehousewill begayer, now that Ellen’shere!”
cried Mrs. Mingott with agloriouseffrontery. “ Sit down—sit
down, Beaufort: push up theyellow armchair; now I’ ve got
you | want agood gossip. | hear your ball was magnificent;
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and | understand youinvited Mrs. Lemud Struthers? \Well—
I’veacuriosity to seethewoman myself.”

Shehad forgotten her relatives, who weredrifting out into
the hall under Ellen Olenska sguidance. Old Mrs. Mingott
had always professed agreat admiration for Julius Beaufort,
andtherewasakind of kinshipintheir cool domineeringway
and their short-cutsthrough the conventions. Now shewas
eagerly curiousto know what had decided the Beaufortsto
invite (for thefirst time) Mrs. Lemuel Struthers, thewidow of
Struthers's Shoe-polish, who had returned the previousyear
fromalonginitiatory sojournin Europetolay segetothetight
littlecitadel of New York. “ Of courseif you and Reginainvite
her the thing is settled. Well, we need new blood and new
money—and | hear she’sstill very good-looking,” the car-
nivorousoldlady declared.

Inthehall, whileMrs. Welland and May drew ontheir furs,
Archer saw that the Countess Olenskawas looking at him
withafaintly questioning smile.

“Of course you know aready—about May and me,” he
said, answering her look with ashy laugh. “ She scolded me
for not giving you the newslast night at the Opera: | had her
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orderstotell you that we were engaged—nbut | couldn’t, in
that crowd.”

The smile passed from Countess Olenska seyesto her lips:
shelooked younger, morelikethe bold brown Ellen Mingott
of hisboyhood. “ Of coursel know; yes. AndI’mso glad. But
onedoesn’t tell suchthingsfirstinacrowd.” Theladieswere
on thethreshold and she held out her hand.

“Good-bye; comeand seemesomeday,” shesad, till look-
ing at Archer.

Inthe carriage, on theway down Fifth Avenue, they talked
pointedly of Mrs. Mingatt, of her age, her spirit, andal her won-
derful attributes. No onedluded to Ellen Olenska; but Archer
knew that Mrs. Welland wasthinking: “It' samistakefor Ellento
beseen, thevery day after her arrivd, parading up Fifth Avenuea
the crowded hour with JuliusBeaufort—" and theyoung man
himsdf mentally added: “ And sheought toknow that amanwho's
just engaged doesn'’t oend histimecalling on married women.
But | daresay inthe set she'slived in they do—they never do
anythingelse” And, inspiteof thecosmopolitanviewsonwhich
heprided himsdf, hethanked heaventhat hewasaNew Yorker,
and about todly himsdf with oneof hisownkind.
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V.

The next evening old Mr. Sillerton Jackson cameto dine
withthe Archers.

Mrs. Archer wasashy woman and shrank from society; but
sheliked to bewell-informed asto itsdoings. Her old friend
Mr. Sillerton Jackson gpplied totheinvestigation of hisfriends
affairsthe patience of acollector and the science of anatural-
ist; and hissister, Miss Sophy Jackson, who lived with him,
and was entertained by all the peoplewho could not secure
her much-sought-after brother, brought home bits of minor
gossipthat filled out usefully the gapsin hispicture.

Therefore, whenever anything happened that Mrs. Archer
wanted to know about, she asked Mr. Jackson to dine; and
as she honoured few people with her invitations, and asshe
and her daughter Janey were an excellent audience, Mr. Jack-
son usually came himself instead of sending hissister. If he
could havedictated al the conditions, hewould have chosen
the eveningswhen Newland was out; not because the young
man wasuncongenial to him (thetwo got on capitally at their
club) but because the old anecdotist sometimes felt, on
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Newland's part, atendency to weigh his evidence that the
ladiesof thefamily never showed.

Mr. Jackson, if perfection had been attainableon earth, would
also have asked that Mrs. Archer’sfood should be alittle
better. But then New York, asfar back asthe mind of man
couldtravel, had been divided into thetwo great fundamental
groupsof the Mingottsand Mansonsand all their clan, who
cared about eating and clothes and money, and the Archer-
Newland-van-der-L uyden tribe, who were devoted to travel,
horticultureand thebest fiction, and looked down onthe grosser
formsof pleasure.

You couldn’t haveeverything, after dl. If you dined withthe
Lovel Mingottsyou got canvas-back and terrgpin and vintage
wines, at Adeline Archer’syou could talk about Al pine scen-
ery and“ TheMarble Faun”; and luckily the Archer Madeira
had gone round the Cape. Therefore when afriendly sum-
mons camefrom Mrs. Archer, Mr. Jackson, who wasatrue
eclectic, would usudly say tohissger: “I’ vebeenalittiegouty
sincemy last dinner at the Lovell Mingotts —it will dome
goodtodiet at Addline's.”

Mrs. Archer, who had long been awidow, lived with her
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son and daughter in West Twenty-eighth Street. Anupper floor
was dedicated to Newland, and the two women squeezed
themselvesinto narrower quarters below. In an unclouded
harmony of tastesandintereststhey cultivated fernsin Wardian
cases, made macrame lace and wool embroidery on linen,
collected American revolutionary glazed ware, subscribed to
“Good Words,” and read Ouida’ snovelsfor the sake of the
Italian atmosphere. (They preferred those about peasant life,
because of the descriptionsof scenery and the pleasanter sen-
timents, thoughin general they liked novelsabout peoplein
society, whose motivesand habitswere more comprehensible,
spoke severely of Dickens, who *“had never drawn agentle-
man,” and considered Thackeray lessat homeinthe great
world than Bulwer—who, however, was beginning to be
thought ol d-fashioned.) Mrs. and Miss Archer were both great
loversof scenery. It waswhat they principally sought and ad-
mired ontheir occasional travel sabroad; considering archi-
tectureand painting as subjectsfor men, and chiefly for learned
persons who read Ruskin. Mrs. Archer had been born a
Newland, and mother and daughter, who wereaslikeassis-
ters, were both, aspeople said, “true Newlands’; tall, pale,
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and dightly round-shoul dered, with long noses, sweet smiles
and akind of drooping distinction likethat in certain faded
Reynoldsportraits. Their physical resemblancewould have
been completeif an el derly embonpoint had not Stretched Mrs.
Archer’sblack brocade, whileMissArcher’sbrownand purple
poplinshung, asthe yearswent on, moreand more dackly on
her virginframe.

Mentaly, thelikenessbetweenthem, asNewland wasaware,
waslesscompletethan their identical mannerismsoften made
it appear. Thelong habit of living together in mutual ly depen-
dent intimacy had given them the same vocabulary, and the
samehabit of beginning their phrases” Mother thinks” or * Janey
thinks,” according asone or the other wished to advance an
opinion of her own; but inreality, while Mrs. Archer’sserene
unimaginativenessrested easily inthe accepted and familiar,
Janey was subject to sartsand aberrations of fancy wellingup
from springs of suppressed romance.

Mother and daughter adored each other and revered their
son and brother; and Archer loved them with atenderness
made compunctiousand uncritical by the sense of their exag-
gerated admiration, and by hissecret satisfactioninit. After
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all, hethought it agood thing for aman to have hisauthority
respected in hisown house, evenif hissense of humour some-
timesmade him question theforce of hismandate.

Onthisoccasiontheyoung man wasvery surethat Mr. Jack-
sonwould rather have had him dine out; but he had hisown
reasonsfor not doing so.

Of courseold Jackson wanted to talk about Ellen Olenska,
and of course Mrs. Archer and Janey wanted to hear what he
hedtotel. All threewould bedightly embarrassed by Newland's
presence, now that hisprospectiverdationtotheMingott clan
had been made known; and the young man waited with an
amused curiogity to seehow they would turnthedifficulty.

They began, obliquely, by talking about Mrs. Lemuel
Struthers.

“It'sapity the Beaufortsasked her,” Mrs. Archer said gen-
tly. “But then Regina always does what he tells her; and
beaufort—"

“Certain nuances escape Beaufort,” said Mr. Jackson, cau-
tioudy inspecting the broiled shad, and wondering for thethou-
sandth timewhy Mrs. Archer’scook alwaysburnt theroetoa
cinder. (Newland, who had long shared hiswonder, could al-
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waysdetect it inthe older man’s expression of melancholy
disapproval.)

“Oh, necessarily; Beaufortisavulgar man,” said Mrs. Ar-
cher. “My grandfather Newland always used to say to my
mother: "Whatever you do, don’t let that fellow Beaufort be
introduced tothegirls.’” But at least he' shad the advantage of
associating with gentlemen; in England too, they say. It’sall
very mysterious—" She glanced at Janey and paused. She
and Janey knew every fold of the Beaufort mystery, butin
public Mrs. Archer continued to assumethat the subject was
not onefor theunmarried.

“ButthisMrs. Struthers,” Mrs. Archer continued; “what did
you say shewas, Sillerton?’

“Out of amine: or rather out of the saloon at the head of the
pit. Thenwith Living Wax-Works, touring New England. Af-
ter thepolicebroke THAT up, they say shelived—" Mr. Jack-
sonin histurn glanced at Janey, whose eyesbegan to bulge
from under her prominent lids. Thereweretill hiatusesfor her
inMrs. Struthers's past.

“Then,” Mr. Jackson continued (and Archer saw hewas
wondering why no one had told the butler never to dlice cu-

26

cumberswithasted knife), “then Lemud Strutherscameaong.
They say hisadvertiser used thegirl’ shead for the shoe-polish
posters; her hair’sintensely black, you know—the Egyptian
style. Anyhow, he—eventually—married her.” Therewere
volumesof innuendo intheway the* eventually” was spaced,
and each syllablegivenitsduestress.

“Oh, well—at the passwe ve cometo nowadays, it doesn't
matter,” said Mrs. Archer indifferently. Theladieswerenot
redly interested in Mrs. Struthersjust then; thesubject of Ellen
Olenskawas too fresh and too absorbing to them. Indeed,
Mrs. Struthers' s name had been introduced by Mrs. Archer
only that shemight presently beableto say: “ And Newland's
new cous n—Countess Olenska? Was SHE at theball too?’

Therewasafaint touch of sarcasminthereferenceto her
son, and Archer knew it and had expected it. Even Mrs. Ar-
cher, who was sl dom unduly pleased with human events, had
been dtogether glad of her son’sengagement. (“ Especidly after
that slly businesswith Mrs. Rushworth,” asshehad remarked
to Janey, alluding to what had once seemed to Newland a
tragedy of which hissoul would alwaysbear the scar.)

Therewasno better matchin New York than May Welland,
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look at the question from whatever point you chose. Of course
such amarriagewasonly what Newland was entitled to; but
young men are so foolish and incal culable—and somewomen
so ensnaring and unscrupul ous—that it was nothing short of a
miracleto seeone'sonly son safepast the Siren Ideandinthe
haven of ablamelessdomedticity.

All thisMrs. Archer felt, and her son knew shefelt; but he
knew also that she had been perturbed by the premature an-
nouncement of hisengagement, or rather by itscause; and it
wasfor that reason—because on thewhole hewasatender
andindul gent master—that hehad stayed at homethat evening.
“It'snot that | don’t approve of theMingotts esprit decorps;
but why Newland'sengagement should be mixed upwith that
Olenskawoman’scomingsand goings| don't see,” Mrs. Ar-
cher grumbled to Janey, the only witness of her dight lapses
from perfect sweetness.

Shehad behaved beautifully—and in beautiful behaviour she
was unsurpassed—during the call on Mrs. Welland; but
Newland knew (and his betrothed doubtless guessed) that all
through thevisit she and Janey were nervously on thewatch
for Madame Olenska spossibleintrusion; and whenthey | eft
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the housetogether she had permitted herself to say to her son:
“I’'mthankful that AugustaWelland received usalone.”

Theseindicationsof inward disturbance moved Archer the
morethat hetoo felt that the Mingottshad gonealittletoofar.
But, asitwasagains al therulesof their codethat the mother
and son should ever allude to what was uppermost in their
thoughts, hesmply replied: “ Oh, well, there sawaysaphase
of family partiesto be gone through when one gets engaged,
and thesooner it'sover thebetter.” At which hismother merely
pursed her lipsunder thelace veil that hung down from her
grey velvet bonnet trimmed with frosted grapes.

Her revenge, he felt—her lawful revenge—would be to
“draw” Mr. Jackson that evening on the Countess Olenska;
and, having publicly done hisduty asafuture member of the
Mingott clan, the young man had no objection to hearing the
lady discussed in private—except that the subject wasaready
beginningto borehim.

Mr. Jackson had hel ped himself to adlice of thetepid filet
whichthemournful butler had handed him with alook asscep-
tical ashisown, and had rgjected the mushroom sauce after a
scarcely perceptible sniff. Helooked baffled and hungry, and
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Archer reflected that he would probably finish hismeal on
EllenOlenska

Mr. Jackson leaned back in hischair, and glanced up at the
candlelit Archers, Newlandsand van der Luydenshangingin
dark framesonthedark walls.

“Ah, how your grandfather Archer loved agood dinner,
my dear Newland!” he said, his eyes on the portrait of a
plump full-chested young man in astock and ablue coat,
with aview of awhite-columned country-house behind him.
“Well—well—well ... | wonder what hewould havesaid to
all theseforeign marriages!”

Mrs. Archer ignored thead lusionto theancestra cuisineand
Mr. Jackson continued with deliberation: “No, shewasnot at
thebdl.”

“Ah—" Mrs. Archer murmured, inatonethat implied: “She
had that decency.”

“Perhapsthe Beaufortsdon’t know her,” Janey suggested,
with her artlessmalice.

Mr. Jackson gaveafaint sip, asif hehad beentastinginvis-
ibleMadeira. “ Mrs. Beaufort may not—but Beaufort certainly
does, for shewas seen walking up Fifth Avenuethisafternoon
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with him by thewhole of New York.”

“Mercy—" moaned Mrs. Archer, evidently perceiving the
uselessness of trying to ascribethe actionsof foreignerstoa
senseof delicacy.

“I wonder if shewearsaround hat or abonnet in the after-
noon,” Janey speculated. “ At the Operal know she had on
dark bluevevet, perfectly plain and flat—likeanight-gown.”

“Janey!” said her mother; and MissArcher blushed and tried
tolook audacious.

“It was, at any rate, in better taste not to go to the ball,”
Mrs. Archer continued.

A spirit of perversity moved her sontorgoin: “1 don'tthink it
wasaquestion of tastewith her. May said shemeant togo, and
then decided that the dressin question wasn't smart enough.”

Mrs. Archer smiled at thisconfirmation of her inference.
“Poor Ellen,” shesmply remarked; adding compassionately:
“Wemust awaysbear inmind what an eccentric bringing-up
MedoraManson gave her. What can you expect of agirl who
wasallowed to wear black satin at her coming-out ball?’

“Ah—don’t | remember her init!” said Mr. Jackson; add-
ing: “Poor girl!” inthetone of onewho, whileenjoying the
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memory, had fully understood at thetimewhat the sight por-
tended.

“It'sodd,” Janey remarked, “that she should have kept such
anugly nameasEllen. | should havechangeditto Elaine.” She
glanced about thetableto seetheeffect of this.

Her brother laughed. “Why Elaine?’

“1 don’t know; it sounds more—more Polish,” said Janey,
blushing.

“1t sounds more conspi cuous; and that can hardly bewhat
shewishes,” said Mrs. Archer distantly.

“Why not?’ brokein her son, growing suddenly argumenta
tive. “Why shouldn’t she be conspicuousif she chooses?Why
should she dlink about asif it were she who had disgraced
herself? She's "poor Ellen’ certainly, because she had the bad
luck to make awretched marriage; but | don’t seethat that'sa
reason for hiding her head asif shewerethe culprit.”

“That, | suppose,” said Mr. Jackson, speculatively, “isthe
linethe Mingottsmeantotake.”

Theyoung manreddened. “| didn’t haveto wait for their
cue, if that’swhat you mean, sir. Madame Olenskahashad an
unhappy life: that doesn’t make her an outcast.”
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“Therearerumours,” began Mr. Jackson, glancing at Janey.

“Oh, I know: the secretary,” the young man took him up.
“Nonsense, mother; Janey’sgrown-up. They say, don’'tthey,”
hewent on, “that the secretary helped her to get away from
her brute of ahusband, who kept her practically aprisoner?
WEell, what if hedid?1 hopethereisn’t aman among uswho
wouldn’t havedonethe samein such acase.”

Mr. Jackson glanced over his shoulder to say to the sad
butler: “Perhgps... that sauce... just alittle, after al—"; then,
having helped himself, heremarked: “I’ mtold she’'slooking
for ahouse. Shemeanstolivehere.”

“I hear shemeansto get adivorce,” said Janey boldly.

“I hopeshewill!” Archer exclaimed.

Theword had falen likeabombshell inthe pureand tranquil
atmosphere of the Archer dining-room. Mrs. Archer raised
her delicate eye-browsin the particular curvethat signified:
“Thebutler—" and theyoung man, himsalf mindful of thebad
taste of discussing such intimate mattersin public, hastily
branched off into an account of hisvisit to old Mrs. Mingott.

After dinner, accordingtoimmemoria custom, Mrs. Archer
and Janey trailed their long silk draperiesup to thedrawing-
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room, where, whilethe gentlemen smoked below tairs, they
sat besideaCarcel lamp with an engraved globe, facing each
other across a rosewood work-table with agreen silk bag
under it, and stitched at the two ends of atapestry band of
field-flowersdestined to adorn an “occasiona” chair inthe
drawing-room of young Mrs. Newland Archer.

Whilethisritewasin progressinthedrawing-room, Archer
settled Mr. Jackson in anarmchair near thefireinthe Gothic
library and handed himacigar. Mr. Jackson sank into thearm-
chair with satisfaction, lit hiscigar with perfect confidence (it
was Newland who bought them), and stretching histhinold
anklestothecodls, said: “ You say the secretary merely helped
her to get away, my dear fellow?Well, hewastill hel ping her
ayear later, then; for somebody met ‘ em living at Lausanne
together.”

Newland reddened. “ Living together?Well, why not?Who
had theright to make her lifeover if shehadn't?1’msick of the
hypocrisy that would bury alive awoman of her ageif her
husband preferstolivewith harlots.”

He stopped and turned away angrily to light his cigar.
“Women ought to befree—asfreeasweare,” he declared,
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making adiscovery of which hewastooirritated to measure
theterrific consequences.

Mr. Sillerton Jackson stretched hisanklesnearer the coals
and emitted asardonicwhistle.

“Well,” he said after apause, “ apparently Count Olenski
takesyour view; for | never heard of hishaving lifted afinger
to get hiswifeback.”

VI.

THAT EVENING, after Mr. Jackson had taken himself away, and
the ladies had retired to their chintz-curtained bedroom,
Newland Archer mounted thoughtfully to hisown study. A
vigilant hand had, asusual, kept thefireaive and thelamp
trimmed; and theroom, with itsrows and rows of books, its
bronze and steel statuettesof “ The Fencers’ on the mantel-
piece and itsmany photographs of famous pictures, looked
sngularly home-likeand welcoming.

Ashedropped into hisarmchair near thefirehiseyesrested
on alarge photograph of May Welland, which theyoung girl
had givenhiminthefirst daysof their romance, and which had
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now displaced al the other portraitson thetable. Withanew
sense of awe helooked at the frank forehead, serious eyes
and gay innocent mouth of the young creature whose soul’s
custodian hewasto be. That terrifying product of the social
system he belonged to and believed in, the young girl who
knew nothing and expected everything, looked back at him
likeastranger through May Welland’sfamiliar features, and
once moreit wasbornein on him that marriage was not the
saf e anchorage he had been taught to think, but avoyage on
uncharted seas.

The case of the Countess Olenskahad stirred up old settled
convictionsand st them drifting dangeroudy through hismind.
Hisown exclamation: “Women should befree—asfreeaswe
are,” struck totheroot of aproblemthat it wasagreedin his
world to regard as non-existent. “Nice” women, however
wronged, would never claim thekind of freedom he meant,
and generous-minded menlikehimsdlf weretherefore—inthe
heat of argument—the more chivalroudy ready to concedeit
tothem. Suchverba generositieswereinfact only ahumbug-
ging disguise of theinexorable conventionsthat tied thingsto-
gether and bound peopledown to the old pattern. But here he
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was pledged to defend, on the part of hisbetrothed’scousin,
conduct that, on hisownwife spart, would justify himincal-
ing down on her dl thethundersof Churchand State. Of course
thedilemmawas purely hypothetica ; sincehewasn't ablack-
guard Polish nobleman, it was absurd to speculate what his
wife' srightswould beif he WERE. But Newland Archer was
tooimaginativenot to fee that, inhiscaseand May’s, thetie
might gall for reasonsfar lessgrossand pal pable. What could
heand shereally know of each other, sinceit washisduty, as
a“ decent” fellow, to concedl hispast from her, and hers, asa
marriageable girl, to have no past to conceal ? What if, for
some one of the subtler reasonsthat would tell with both of
them, they should tire of each other, misunderstand or irritate
each other?Hereviewed hisfriends marriages—the suppos-
edly happy ones—and saw nonethat answered, evenremotely,
to the passionate and tender comradeship which he pictured
as hispermanent relation with May Welland. He perceived
that such apicture presupposed, on her part, the experience,
theversatility, thefreedom of judgment, which she had been
carefully trained not to possess; and with ashiver of forebod-
ing he saw hismarriage becoming what most of the other mar-
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riagesabout himwere: adull association of material and socia
interests held together by ignorance on the one side and hy-
pocrisy on the other. Lawrence Lefferts occurred to him as
the husband who had most compl etely realised thisenviable
ideal. Asbecame the high-priest of form, he had formed a
wife so completely to hisown conveniencethat, in the most
conspicuous momentsof hisfrequent love-affairswith other
men’swives, shewent about in smiling unconsciousness, say-
ing that “ Lawrencewas so frightfully strict”; and had been
known to blush indignantly, and avert her gaze, when some
onealludedin her presencetothefact that JuliusBeaufort (as
becamea*“foreigner” of doubtful origin) had what wasknown
inNew York as*another establishment.”

Archer tried to console himsalf with thethought that hewas
not quitesuch anassasL arry Lefferts, nor May suchasmple-
ton aspoor Gertrude; but the difference was after all one of
intelligenceand not of standards. Inreality they al livedina
kind of hieroglyphic world, wherethereal thing was never
said or doneor even thought, but only represented by aset of
arbitrary sgns; aswhen Mrs. Welland, who knew exactly why
Archer had pressed her to announce her daughter’sengage-
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ment at the Beaufort ball (and had indeed expected himto do
no less), yet felt obliged to smulatereluctance, and theair of
having had her hand forced, quiteas, inthebookson Primitive
Man that people of advanced culturewere beginning to read,
thesavage brideisdragged with shrieksfrom her parents’ tent.
Theresult, of course, wasthat the young girl who wasthe
centre of thiselaborate system of mystification remained the
moreinscrutablefor her very frankness and assurance. She
wasfrank, poor darling, because she had nothing to conceal,
assured because sheknew of nothingto beon her guard againg;
andwith no better preparation than this, shewasto be plunged
overnight into what peopleevasively caled*thefactsof life.”
Theyoung manwassincerely but placidly inlove. He de-
lightedin theradiant good looksof hisbetrothed, in her health,
her horsemanship, her grace and quickness at games, and the
shy interest in books and ideasthat shewasbeginning to de-
velop under hisguidance. (She had advanced far enough to
joinhiminridiculingtheldylsof theKing, but not tofed the
beauty of Ulyssesand the L otus Eaters.) Shewas straightfor-
ward, loyal and brave; she had a sense of humour (chiefly
proved by her laughing at HI Sjokes); and he suspected, inthe
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depthsof her innocently-gazing soul, aglow of feding that it
would be ajoy to waken. But when he had gone the brief
round of her hereturned discouraged by the thought that all
thisfranknessand innocencewereonly an artificial product.
Untrained human naturewas not frank and innocent; it wasfull
of thetwistsand defencesof aninstinctiveguile. And hefelt
himself oppressed by thiscresation of factitious purity, so cun-
ningly manufactured by aconspiracy of mothersand auntsand
grandmothers and long-dead ancestresses, because it was
supposed to be what he wanted, what he had aright to, in
order that hemight exercisehislordly pleasurein smashing it
like animage made of snow.

Therewasacertain tritenessin thesereflections: they were
those habitua to young men on the approach of their wedding
day. But they were generally accompanied by asense of com-
punction and sdlf-abasement of which Newland Archer felt no
trace. He could not deplore (as Thackeray’s heroes so often
exasperated him by doing) that he had not a blank pageto
offer hisbridein exchangefor theunblemished oneshewasto
givetohim. Hecould not get away fromthefact that if hehad
been brought up as she had they woul d have been no morefit
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tofind their way about than the Babesin the Wood; nor could
he, for al hisanxious cogitations, seeany honest reason (any,
that is, unconnected with hisown momentary pleasure, and
the passion of masculinevanity) why hisbrideshould not have
been alowed the same freedom of experienceashimself.

Such questions, at such an hour, were bound to drift through
hismind; but he was consciousthat their uncomfortabl e per-
Sistence and precision were dueto theinopportune arrival of
the Countess Olenska. Herehewas, at thevery moment of his
betrotha—amoment for purethoughtsand cloudlesshopes—
pitchforked into acoil of scanda which raised al the specia
problems he would have preferred to let lie. “Hang Ellen
Olenskal” hegrumbled, ashe covered hisfireand beganto
undress. He could not really seewhy her fate should havethe
least bearing on his; yet he dimly felt that he had only just
begun to measure therisks of the championshipwhich hisen-
gagement had forced upon him.

A FEw DAYS LATER the bolt fell.
TheLovell Mingottshad sent out cardsfor what wasknown
as“aformal dinner” (that is, three extrafootmen, two dishes
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for each course, and aRoman punchinthemiddle), and had
headed their invitationswith thewords* To meet the Countess
Olenska,” in accordance with the hospitable American fash-
ion, whichtreatsstrangersasif they wereroyalties, or at least
astheir ambassadors.

The guests had been sel ected with abol dnessand discrimi-
nation in which the initiated recognised the firm hand of
Catherinethe Great. Associated with suchimmemoria stand-
bys as the Selfridge Merrys, who were asked everywhere
becausethey awayshad been, the Beauforts, onwhom there
wasaclaimof relationship, and Mr. Sillerton Jackson and his
sister Sophy (who went wherever her brother told her to),
were some of the most fashionable and yet most irreproach-
able of the dominant “young married” set; the Lawrence
L effertses, Mrs. Lefferts Rushworth (thelovely widow), the
Harry Thorleys, the Reggie Chiverses and young Morris
Dagonet and hiswife (whowasavan der Luyden). Thecom-
pany indeed was perfectly assorted, since all the members
belonged to thelittleinner group of peoplewho, during the
long New York season, disported themsel vestogether daily
and nightly with gpparently undiminished zest.
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Forty-eight hourslater the unbelievable had happened; ev-
ery one had refused the Mingotts' invitation except the
Beaufortsand old Mr. Jackson and hissister. Theintended
dlight was emphasised by the fact that even the Reggie
Chiverses, who were of the Mingott clan, wereamong those
inflictingit; and by the uniform wording of thenotes, inall of
whichthewriters” regretted that they were unableto accept,”
without the mitigating pleaof a“ previousengagement” that
ordinary courtesy prescribed.

New York society was, inthosedays, far too small, and too
scantinitsresources, for every oneinit (including livery-gable-
keepers, butlers and cooks) not to know exactly on which
evenings peoplewerefree; and it wasthus possiblefor the
recipientsof Mrs. Lovel Mingott’sinvitationsto makecrudly
clear their determination not to meet the Countess Olenska.

The blow was unexpected; but the Mingotts, astheir way
was, met it gdlantly. Mrs. Lovell Mingott confided the caseto
Mrs Welland, who confided it to Newland Archer; who, aflame
at the outrage, apped ed passonately and authoritatively to his
mother; who, after apainful period of inward resistance and
outward temporising, succumbed to hisinstances (assheal-
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waysdid), andimmediately embracing his causewith an en-
ergy redoubled by her previous hesitations, put on her grey
velvet bonnetandsaid: “1’ll goand seeLouisavan der Luyden.”

TheNew York of Newland Archer’sday wasasmall and
dippery pyramid, inwhich, asyet, hardly afissure had been
made or afoothold gained. Atitsbasewasafirmfoundation
of what Mrs. Archer called* plain peopl€’; an honourabl e but
obscuremgority of respectablefamilieswho (asinthe case of
the Spicersor the L effertses or the Jacksons) had been raised
abovetheir level by marriage with one of theruling clans.
People, Mrs. Archer always said, were not as particular as
they used to be; and with old Catherine Spicer ruling oneend
of Fifth Avenue, and Julius Beaufort the other, you couldn’t
expect theold traditionsto last much longer.

Firmly narrowing upward from thiswealthy but inconspicu-
ous substratum wasthe compact and dominant group which
theMingotts, Newlands, Chiversesand Mansons so actively
represented. M ost peopleimagined them to bethe very apex
of the pyramid; but they themselves (at | east those of Mrs.
Archer’sgeneration) were awarethat, in the eyes of the pro-
fessond genedogigt, only adtill smadler number of familiescould
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lay claimtothat eminence.

“Don'ttell me,” Mrs. Archer would say to her children, “al
thismodern newspaper rubbish about aNew York aristoc-
racy. If thereisone, neither the Mingotts nor the Mansons
belong to it; no, nor the Newlands or the Chiverses either.
Our grandfathers and great-grandfatherswerejust respect-
able English or Dutch merchants, who cameto thecoloniesto
maketheir fortune, and stayed here becausethey did sowell.
Oneof your great-grandfathers signed the Declaration, and
another was ageneral on Washington's staff, and received
Genera Burgoyne' ssword after thebattle of Saratoga. These
arethingsto be proud of, but they have nothing to do with
rank or class. New York hasawaysbeen acommercia com-
munity, and therearenot morethan threefamiliesinit who can
clamanaristocratic originintherea senseof theword.”

Mrs. Archer and her son and daughter, likeevery oneelse
in New York, knew who these privileged beings were: the
Dagonetsof Washington Square, who cameof anold English
county family alied with the Pittsand Foxes; the Lannings,
who had intermarried with the descendants of Count deGrasse,
andthevan der Luydens, direct descendantsof thefirst Dutch
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governor of Manhattan, and related by pre-revol utionary mar-
riagesto severa membersof the French and Britisharistocracy.

TheLanningssurvived only inthe person of two very old but
lively MissLannings, who lived cheerfully and reminiscently
among family portraitsand Chippenda e; the Dagonetswerea
considerableclan, alied to the best namesin Baltimore and
Philade phia; but thevan der Luydens, who stood aboveall of
them, had faded into akind of super-terrestrial twilight, from
which only two figuresimpressively emerged; those of Mr.
and Mrs. Henry van der Luyden.

Mrs. Henry van der L uyden had been L ouisaDagonet, and
her mother had been the granddaughter of Colonel du Lac, of
anold Channe 1dandfamily, who had fought under Cornwallis
and had settled in Maryland, after thewar, with hisbride, Lady
AngelicaTrevenna, fifth daughter of the Earl of St. Austrey.
Thetiebetween the Dagonets, thedu Lacs of Maryland, and
their aristocratic Cornish kinsfolk, the Trevennas, had ways
remained closeand cordia. Mr. and Mrs. van der Luyden had
morethan oncepaid long viststo the present head of thehouse
of Trevenna, the Duke of St. Austrey, at his country-seat in
Cornwall and at St. Austrey in Gloucestershire; and hisGrace
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had frequently announced hisintention of someday returning
their visit (without the Duchess, who feared the Atlantic).

Mr. and Mrs. van der Luyden divided their time between
Trevenna, ther placeinMaryland, and Skuyterdliff, thegreat es-
tate on the Hudson which had been one of the colonid grantsof
the Dutch government tothefamousfirst Governor, and of which
Mr. vander Luydenwasdill “ Patroon.” Their largesolemnhouse
in M adison Avenuewas seldom opened, and whenthey cameto
townthey recaeivedinit only their mogt intimatefriends.

“I wishyouwould gowithme, Newland,” hismother said,
suddenly pausing at thedoor of the Brown coupe. “Louisais
fond of you; and of courseit’s on account of dear May that
I’ mtaking this step—and also because, if wedon't al stand
together, there' Il beno suchthing as Society | eft.”

VII.

MRs. HENRY VAN DER LUYDEN listened in silenceto her cousin
Mrs. Archer’snarrative.

Itwasall very well totell yourself in advancethat Mrs. van
der Luydenwasadwaysslent, and that, though non-committal
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by nature and training, she was very kind to the people she
really liked. Even personal experienceof thesefactswasnot
awaysaprotection fromthechill that descended ononeinthe
high-cellinged white-walled M adison Avenue drawing-room,
with the pale brocaded armchairs so obvioudy uncovered for
the occas on, and the gauze till veiling the ormolu mantel or-
namentsand the beautiful old carved frame of Gainsborough's
“Lady AngdlicadulLac.”

Mrs. van der Luyden’sportrait by Huntington (in black vel-
vet and Venetian point) faced that of her lovely ancestress. It
wasgeneraly considered “ asfineasaCaband,” and, though
twenty yearshad el apsed sinceitsexecution, wastill “aper-
fect likeness.” Indeed the Mrs. van der Luyden who sat be-
neath it listening to Mrs. Archer might have been thetwin-
sister of thefair and still youngish woman drooping against a
giltarmchair beforeagreen rep curtain. Mrs. vander Luyden
still woreblack velvet and Venetian point when shewent into
society—or rather (Sinceshe never dined out) when shethrew
open her own doorsto receiveit. Her fair hair, which had
faded without turning grey, wastill parted inflat overlapping
pointson her forehead, and the straight nose that divided her
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paeblueeyeswasonly alittlemore pinched about thenostrils
than when the portrait had been painted. She always, indeed,
struck Newland Archer ashaving beenrather gruesomely pre-
served intheairlessatmosphere of aperfectly irreproachable
existence, as bodies caught in glacierskeep for yearsarosy
life-in-desth.

Likeall hisfamily, he esteemed and admired Mrs. van der
L uyden; but he found her gentle bending sweetness|ess ap-
proachablethan thegrimnessof someof hismother’sold aunts,
fiercespinsterswho said “No” on principle beforethey knew
what they were going to be asked.

Mrs. van der Luyden’sattitude said neither yesnor no, but
awaysappeared toinclineto clemency till her thinlips, wa
veringinto the shadow of asmile, madetheamost invariable
reply: “1 shdl first haveto talk thisover with my husband.”

Sheand Mr. van der Luyden were so exactly aikethat Ar-
cher often wondered how, after forty yearsof the closest con-
jugdlity, two such merged identitiesever separated themselves
enough for anything ascontroversia asataking-over. But as
neither had ever reached adecisionwithout prefacing it by this
mysteriousconclave, Mrs. Archer and her son, having set forth
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their case, waited resignedly for thefamiliar phrase.

Mrs. van der Luyden, however, who had seldom surprised
any one, now surprised them by reaching her long hand to-
ward thebell-rope.

“1think,” shesaid, “I should like Henry to hear what you
havetold me.”

A footman appeared, to whom shegravely added: “1f Mr.
van der Luyden hasfinished reading the newspaper, please
ask himto bekind enough to come.”

She said “reading the newspaper” in thetonein which a
Minigter’ swifemight havesaid: “ Presiding at aCabinet meet-
ing”—not from any arrogance of mind, but becausethe habit
of alife-time, and theattitude of her friendsand relations, had
led her to consider Mr. van der Luyden’sleast gesture ashav-
ing an amost sacerdotal importance.

Her promptness of action showed that she considered the
caseaspressing asMrs. Archer; but, lest sheshould bethought
to have committed herself in advance, she added, with the
sweetest [ook: “Henry dwaysenjoysseeing you, dear Adeline;
and hewill wishto congratulate Newland.”

Thedoubledoorshad solemnly reopened and between them
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appeared Mr. Henry van der Luyden, tall, spare and frock-
coated, with faded fair hair, astraight noselikehiswife'sand
the samelook of frozen gentlenessin eyesthat were merely
palegrey instead of paleblue.

Mr. vander Luyden greeted Mrs. Archer with cousinly affa-
bility, proffered to Newland low-voiced congratulations
couchedinthesamelanguage ashiswife's, and seated himself
inoneof the brocadearmchairswiththesimplicity of areign-
ing sovereign.

“1 had just finished reading the Times,” hesaid, laying his
long finger-tipstogether. “Intown my morningsare so much
occupiedthat | find it more convenient to read the newspa-
persafter luncheon.”

“Ah, there'sagreat deal to be said for that plan—indeed |
think my uncle Egmont used to say hefound it less agitating
not to read the morning paperstill after dinner,” said Mrs.
Archer responsively.

“Yes: my good father abhorred hurry. But now weliveina
constant rush,” said Mr. van der Luyden in measured tones,
looking with pleasant ddliberation about thelarge shrouded room
whichto Archer wasso completeanimageof itsowners.
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“But | hopeyou had finished your reading, Henry?” hiswife
interposed.

“Quite—quite,” hereassured her.

“Then| shouldlike Addinetotdl you—"

“Oh, it'sreally Newland’sstory,” said hismother smiling;
and proceeded to rehearse once more the monstroustal e of
theaffront inflicted on Mrs. Lovell Mingott.

“Of course” sheended, “ AugustaWeland and Mary Mingott
both felt that, especially in view of Newland’s engagement,
you and Henry outght to know.”

“Ah—" said Mr. van der Luyden, drawing adeep breath.

Therewasas|enceduring which thetick of themonumental
ormolu clock onthewhite marble mantel piecegrew asloud as
theboom of aminute-gun. Archer contemplated with awethe
two slender faded figures, seated side by side in akind of
viceregd rigidity, mouthpiecesof someremote ancestral au-
thority whichfate compelled them to wield, whenthey would
somuch rather havelivedinsmplicity and seclusion, digging
invisibleweedsout of the perfect lawns of Skuytercliff, and
playing Patiencetogether intheevenings.

Mr. van der Luyden wasthefirst to speak.
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“Youredlly think thisisdueto some—someintentional in-
terference of Lawrence Lefferts s?” heenquired, turning to
Archer.

“I'mcertainof it, Sir. Larry hasbeen going it rather harder
than usud lately—if cousin Louisawon't mind my mentioning
it—having rather adtiff affair with thepostmaster’ swifeintheir
village, or someoneof that sort; and whenever poor Gertrude
L effertsbeginsto suspect anything, and he' safraid of trouble,
hegetsup afussof thiskind, to show how awfully mora heis,
and talks at the top of hisvoice about the impertinence of
inviting hiswifeto meet people hedoesn’t wish her to know.
He'ssmply using Madame Olenskaasalightning-rod; I’ ve
seen himtry the samething often before.”

“The Leffertses'—" said Mrs. van der Luyden.

“The Leffertsesd—" echoed Mrs. Archer. “What would uncle
Egmont have said of Lawrence Lefferts's pronouncing on
anybody’ssocid position?It showswhat Society hascometo.”

“WEe Il hopeit hasnot quite cometothat,” said Mr. van der
Luydenfirmly.

“Ah, if only you and L ouisawent out more!” sighed Mrs.
Archer.
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But instantly shebecameaware of her mistake. Thevan der
Luydensweremorbidly sensitiveto any criticismof their se-
cluded existence. They werethearbitersof fashion, the Court
of last Appeal, and they knew it, and bowed to their fate. But
being shy and retiring persons, with no natural inclinationfor
their part, they lived asmuch aspossibleinthe sylvan solitude
of Skuytercliff, and whenthey cametotown, declined al invi-
tationson the pleaof Mrs. van der Luyden’shealth.

Newland Archer cameto hismother’srescue. “ Everybody
in New York knowswhat you and cousin L ouisarepresent.
That’swhy Mrs. Mingott felt she ought not to alow thisdight
on Countess Olenskato passwithout consulting you.”

Mrs. van der Luyden glanced at her husband, who glanced
back at her.

“Itistheprinciplethat | didike,” said Mr. van der Luyden.
“Aslong asamember of awel-knownfamily isbacked up by
that family it should be considered—fina.”

“Itseemssotome,” said hiswife, asif shewere producing
anew thought.

“I had noidea,” Mr. van der L uyden continued, “that things
had cometo suchapass.” He paused, and looked at hiswife
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again. “ It occursto me, my dear, that the CountessOlenskais
already asort of relation—through MedoraManson’sfirst
husband. At any rate, shewill bewhen Newland marries.” He
turned toward theyoung man. “Haveyou read thismorning’s
Times, Newland?’

“Why, yes, sir,” said Archer, who usually tossed off half a
dozen paperswith hismorning coffee.

Husband and wifelooked at each other again. Their pale
eyesclung together in prolonged and serious consultation; then
afaint smilefluttered over Mrs. van der Luyden’sface. She
had evidently guessed and approved.

Mr. vander Luydenturnedto Mrs. Archer. “If Louisalshedlth
alowed her to dine out—I wish youwould say to Mrs. Lovell
Mingott—she and | would have been happy to—er—fill the
placesof the Lawrence L effertsesat her dinner.” He paused
tolet theirony of thissink in. “Asyou know, thisisimpos-
sible.” Mrs. Archer sounded a sympathetic assent. “But
Newland tellsme he hasread thismorning' s Times, therefore
he has probably seen that Louisa srelative, the Duke of St.
Austrey, arrives next week on the Russia. Heis coming to
enter hisnew doop, the Guinevere, in next summer’sInterna
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tional Cup Race; and a soto havealittle canvasback shooting
at Trevenna.” Mr. van der Luyden paused again, and contin-
uedwithincreasing benevolence: “ Beforetaking him downto
Marylandweareinviting afew friendsto meet him here—only
alittledinner—with areception afterward. | an sureLouisa
will beasglad asl amif CountessOlenskawill let usinclude
her among our guests.” Hegot up, bent hislong body witha
gtiff friendlinesstoward hiscousin, and added: 1 think | have
Louisa sauthority for saying that shewill herself leavetheinvi-
tationto dinewhen shedrivesout presently: with our cards—
of coursewith our cards.”

Mrs. Archer, who knew thisto beahint that the seventeen-
hand chestnuts which were never kept waiting were at the
door, rose with a hurried murmur of thanks. Mrs. van der
L uyden beamed on her with the smile of Esther interceding
with Ahasuerus; but her husband rai sed aprotesting hand.

“Thereisnothingtothank mefor, dear Adeline; nothingwhat-
ever. Thiskind of thing must not happenin New York; it shall
not, aslong asl can helpit,” he pronounced with sovereign
gentleness as he steered hiscousinsto the door.

Two hours later, every one knew that the great C-spring
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barouche in which Mrs. van der Luyden took the air at all
seasons had been seen at old Mrs. Mingott’sdoor, wherea
large square envel opewas handed in; and that evening at the
OperaMr. Sillerton Jackson was ableto state that the enve-
lope contained acard inviting the Countess Olenskato the
dinner which thevan der Luydensweregiving thefollowing
week for their cousin, the Duke of St. Austrey.

Some of theyounger menintheclub box exchanged asmile
at this announcement, and glanced sideways at Lawrence
L efferts, who sat carelessly in thefront of thebox, pulling his
long fair moustache, and who remarked with authority, asthe
soprano paused: “No one but Patti ought to attempt the
Sonnambula”

VIII.

IT was GENERALLY agreed in New York that the Countess
Olenskahad “lost her looks.”

She had appeared therefirst, in Newland Archer’s boy-
hood, asabrilliantly pretty little girl of nineor ten, of whom
people said that she* ought to be painted.” Her parents had
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been continental wanderers, and after aroaming babyhood
shehad | ost them both, and been taken in charge by her aunt,
MedoraManson, aso awanderer, who was hersalf returning
to New York to“ settledown.”

Poor Medora, repeatedly widowed, was always coming
hometo settle down (each timein aless expensive house),
and bringing with her anew husband or an adopted child; but
after afew monthssheinvariably parted from her husband or
quarrelled with her ward, and, having got rid of her houseat a
loss, set out again on her wanderings. Asher mother had been
aRushworth, and her last unhappy marriage had linked her to
oneof thecrazy Chiverses, New York looked indulgently on
her eccentricities; but when shereturned with her littleorphaned
niece, whose parents had been popular in spite of their regret-
tabletastefor travel, peoplethought it apity that the pretty
child should bein such hands.

Every onewasdisposed to bekind to little Ellen Mingott,
though her dusky red cheeksand tight curlsgave her anair of
gaiety that seemed unsuitablein achild who should still have
been in black for her parents. It was one of the misguided
Medora smany peculiaritiestoflout theundterablerulesthat
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regulated American mourning, and when she stepped fromthe
steamer her family were scandalised to seethat the crapevell
sheworefor her own brother was seven inches shorter than
those of her sisters-in-law, whilelittle Ellen wasin crimson
merino and amber beads, likeagipsy foundling.

But New York had so long resigned itself to Medorathat
only afew old ladies shook their heads over Ellen’s gaudy
clothes, whileher other relationsfell under the charm of her
high colour and high spirits. Shewasafearlessand familiar
little thing, who asked disconcerting questions, made preco-
ciouscomments, and possessed outlandish arts, such asdancing
aSpanish shawl dance and singing Negpolitanlove-songstoa
guitar. Under thedirection of her aunt (whosereal namewas
Mrs. Thorley Chivers, but who, having received aPapal title,
had resumed her first husband’ s patronymic, and called her-
sdlf theMarchionessManson, becausein Italy shecould turn
itinto Manzoni) thelittlegirl received an expensive but inco-
herent education, whichincluded “ drawing fromthemodd,” a
thing never dreamed of before, and playing thepianoin quin-
tetswith professonal musicians.

Of course no good could come of this; and when, afew
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yearslater, poor Chiversfinaly diedinamad-house, hiswidow
(drapedin strange weeds) again pulled up stakesand departed
with Ellen, who had growninto atall bony girl with conspicu-
ous eyes. For some time no more was heard of them; then
newscame of Ellen’smarriageto animmensely rich Polish
nobleman of legendary fame, whom she had met at aball at
the Tuileries, and who was said to have princely establish-
mentsin Paris, Nice and Florence, a yacht at Cowes, and
many squaremilesof shootingin Transylvania. Shedisappeared
inakind of sulphurousapotheosis, and when afew yearslater
Medoraagain came back to New York, subdued, impover-
ished, mourning athird husband, andin quest of agtill smaller
house, peoplewondered that her rich niece had not been able
to do somethingfor her. Then camethenewsthat Ellen’'sown
marriage had ended in disaster, and that shewas herself re-
turning hometo seek rest and oblivion among her kinsfolk.
Thesethings passed through Newland Archer’smind aweek
later as he watched the Countess Olenska enter the van der
L uyden drawing-room on the evening of themomentousdin-
ner. The occasion wasasolemn one, and hewondered alittle
nervousy how shewould carry it off. She camerather late,
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one hand still ungloved, and fastening a bracel et about her
wrist; yet she entered without any appearance of haste or
embarrassment thedrawing-roominwhich New York’smost
chosen company was somewhat awfully assembled.

In the middle of the room she paused, |ooking about her
withagravemouthand smilingeyes; andinthat instant Newland
Archer rgjected the general verdict on her looks. It wastrue
that her early radiance wasgone. Thered cheekshad paled;
shewasthin, worn, alittle older-looking than her age, which
must have been nearly thirty. But therewasabout her themys-
teriousauthority of beauty, asurenessin the carriage of the
head, the movement of the eyes, which, without beinginthe
least theatrical, struck hisashighly trained and full of acon-
scious power. At the sametime shewas simpler in manner
than most of theladies present, and many people (ashe heard
afterward from Janey) were di sappointed that her appearance
wasnot more*” stylish” —for stylishnesswaswhat New York
most valued. It was, perhaps, Archer reflected, because her
early vivacity had disappeared; because shewas so quiet—
quiet in her movements, her voice, and thetones of her low-
pitched voice. New York had expected something agood deal
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more reasonant in ayoung woman with such ahistory.
Thedinner wasasomewhat formidablebusiness. Diningwith
thevan der Luydenswasat best no light matter, and dining
therewithaDukewhowastheir cousnwasamost areligious
solemnity. It pleased Archer to think that only an old New
Yorker could perceivethe shade of difference (to New York)
between being merely aDukeand being thevan der Luydens
Duke. New York took stray noblemen calmly, and even (ex-
ceptinthe Struthers set) with acertain distrustful hauteur; but
when they presented such credentialsasthesethey werere-
ceived with an old-fashioned cordiality that they would have
been greatly mistaken in ascribing solely to their standingin
Debrett. It wasfor just such distinctionsthat the young man
cherished hisold New York evenwhilehesmiled at it.
Thevan der Luydens had donetheir best to emphasisethe
importance of the occasion. The du Lac Sevres and the
TrevennaGeorgell platewereout; sowasthevan der Luyden
“Lowestoft” (East IndiaCompany) and the Dagonet Crown
Derby. Mrs. van der Luyden looked more than ever like a
Cabanel, and Mrs. Archer, in her grandmother’s seed-pearls
and emeralds, reminded her son of an I sabey miniature. All
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theladieshad on their handsomest jewels, but it was charac-
terigtic of the house and the occasion that theseweremostly in
rather heavy ol d-fashioned settings; and old MissLanning, who
had been persuaded to come, actualy wore her mother’scam-
eosand a Spanish blonde shawl.

The Countess Olenskawas the only young woman at the
dinner; yet, as Archer scanned the smooth plump el derly faces
between their diamond necklacesand towering ostrich feath-
ers, they struck him ascurioudy immeature compared with hers.
It frightened him to think what must have goneto themaking
of her eyes.

TheDukeof St. Austrey, who sat at hishostess'sright, was
naturally the chief figure of theevening. But if the Countess
Olenskawas|ess conspicuousthan had been hoped, the Duke
wasamost invisible. Being awell-bred man he had not (like
another recent ducal visitor) cometo thedinner in ashooting-
jacket; but hisevening clotheswere so shabby and baggy, and
heworethem with such an air of their being homespun, that
(with hisstooping way of sitting, and the vast beard spreading
over hisshirt-front) he hardly gavethe appearanceof beingin
dinner attire. Hewas short, round-shoul dered, sunburnt, with
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athick nose, small eyesand asociable smile; but he seldom
spoke, and when hedid it wasin such low tonesthat, despite
the frequent silences of expectation about thetable, hisre-
markswerelost todl but hisneighbours.

When the men joined theladies after dinner the Dukewent
straight up to the Countess Olenska, and they sat downina
corner and plunged into animated talk. Neither seemed aware
that the Duke shouldfirst have paid hisrespectsto Mrs. Lovell
Mingott and Mrs. Headly Chivers, and the Countess have
conversed with that amiable hypochondriac, Mr. Urban
Dagonet of Washington Square, who, in order to have the
pleasure of meeting her, had broken through hisfixed rule of
not dining out between January and April. Thetwo chatted
together for nearly twenty minutes; then the Countessrose
and, walking al one acrossthe wide drawing-room, sat down
at Newland Archer’sside.

It was not the custom in New York drawing-roomsfor a
lady to get up and walk away from onegentlemanin order to
seek thecompany of another. Etiquetterequired that sheshould
wait, immovableasanidol, whilethemenwhowished to con-
versewith her succeeded each other a her sde. But the Count-
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esswas gpparently unaware of having broken any rule; shesat
at perfect easeinacorner of the sofabeside Archer, andlooked
at himwiththekindest eyes.

“1 want youto talk to me about May,” shesaid.

Instead of answering her he asked: “ You knew the Duke
before?’

“Oh, yes—we used to see him every winter at Nice. HE'S
very fond of gambling—he used to cometo thehouse agreat
deal.” Shesaid it inthe simplest manner, asif shehad said:
“He'sfond of wild-flowers’; and after amoment she added
candidly: “I think he'sthedullest man | ever met.”

Thispleased her companion so muchthat heforgot thedight
shock her previousremark had caused him. It was undeniably
exciting to meet alady who found thevan der Luydens Duke
dull, and dared to utter the opinion. Helonged to question her,
to hear more about thelife of which her carelesswords had
givenhimsoilluminating aglimpse; but hefeared totouch on
distressing memories, and before he could think of anythingto
say she had strayed back to her original subject.

“May isadarling; I’ ve seen no young girl in New York so
handsomeand sointdligent. Areyouvery muchinlovewithher?”
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Newland Archer reddened and laughed. “ Asmuchasaman
canbe”

She continued to consider him thoughtfully, asif nottomiss
any shade of meaning inwhat he said, “ Do you think, then,
thereisalimit?’

“Tobeinginlove?If thereis, | haven't foundit!”

Sheglowed with sympathy. “ Ah—it’sreally and truly aro-
mance?’

“Themost romantic of romances!”

“How delightful! Andyoufoundital out for yoursel ves—it
wasnot intheleast arranged for you?’

Archer looked at her increduloudly. “Haveyou forgotten,”
heasked with asmile, “that in our country wedon’t allow our
marriagesto bearranged for us?’

A dusky blushroseto her cheek, and heinstantly regretted
hiswords.

“Yes,” sheanswered, “ 1’ d forgotten. You must forgivemeif
| sometimes makethese mistakes. | don’t awaysremember
that everything hereisgood that was—that was bad where
I’ve comefrom.” Shelooked down at her Viennese fan of
eaglefeathers, and he saw that her lipstrembl ed.
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“I’'msosorry,” hesaidimpulsively; “but you ARE among
friendshere, you know.”

“Yes—I know. Wherever | gol havethat feding. That’swhy
| came home. | want to forget everything else, to become a
complete Americanagain, likethe Mingottsand Wellands, and
you and your delightful mother, and all the other good people
heretonight. Ah, heré sMay arriving, and youwill want to hurry
away toher,” sheadded, but without moving; and her eyesturned
back from thedoor to rest ontheyoung man’sface.

Thedrawing-roomswere beginningtofill up with after-din-
ner guests, and following Madame Olenska sglance Archer
saw May Welland entering with her mother. In her dress of
whiteand silver, with awreath of silver blossomsin her hair,
thetal girl looked likeaDianajust alight from the chase.

“Oh,” said Archer, “| have so many rivals; you see she's
aready surrounded. There sthe Duke being introduced.”

“Thengtay withmealittlelonger,” MadameOlenskasaidin
alow tone, just touching hiskneewith her plumed fan. It was
thelightest touch, but it thrilled him likeacaress.

“Yes, let me stay,” he answered in the sametone, hardly
knowing what he said; but just then Mr. van der Luyden came
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up, followed by old Mr. Urban Dagonet. The Countessgreeted
themwith her grave smile, and Archer, feeling hishost’sad-
monitory glance on him, roseand surrendered hisseat.

Madame Olenskaheld out her hand asif to bid him goodbye.

“Tomorrow, then, after five—I shall expect you,” shesaid;
and then turned back to makeroom for Mr. Dagonet.

“Tomorrow—" Archer heard himsdlf repesting, though there
had been no engagement, and during their talk she had given
him no hint that shewishedto seehimagain.

Ashemoved awvay he saw Lawrence Lefferts, tall and re-
splendent, leading his wife up to be introduced; and heard
Gertrude L efferts say, as she beamed on the Countesswith her
largeunperceiving smile: “But | think weused to goto dancing-
school together whenwewerechildren—.” Behind her, waiting
their turnto namethemsa vesto the Countess, Archer noticed a
number of the recal citrant coupleswho had declined to meet
her at Mrs. Lovel Mingott's. AsMrs. Archer remarked: when
thevan der Luydens chose, they knew how to give alesson.
Thewonder wasthat they chose so seldom.

Theyoung manfet atouch on hisarmand saw Mrs. van der
L uydenlooking down on himfrom the pureeminenceof black

47

velvet and the family diamonds. “It was good of you, dear
Newland, todevoteyourself so unsdfishly to Madame Olenska
| told your cousin Henry hemust really cometo therescue.”

Hewasawareof smiling at her vaguely, and sheadded, asif
condescending to hisnatural shyness:. “1’ ve never seen May
looking lovelier. The Dukethinks her the handsomest girl in
theroom.”

IX.

THe Countess OLENskA had said “ after five’; and at half after
the hour Newland Archer rang the bell of the peeling stucco
house with agiant wisteriathrottling itsfeeble cast-iron bal-
cony, which shehad hired, far down West Twenty-third Stret,
from the vagabond Medora.

It was certainly astrange quarter to have settled in. Small
dress-makers, bird-stuffersand “ peoplewhowrote” wereher
nearest neighbours; and further down the dishevelled street
Archer recognised adilapidated wooden house, at the end of
apaved path, inwhich awriter and journalist called Winsett,
whom he used to come across now and then, had mentioned
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that helived. Winsett did not invite peopleto hishouse; but he
had once pointed it out to Archer inthe course of anocturnal
groll, and thelatter had asked himsdlf, with alittleshiver, if the
humanitieswere so meanly housedin other capitas.

M adame Olenska’'s own dwelling wasredeemed from the
same appearance only by alittle more paint about thewin-
dow-frames; and as Archer mustered itsmodest front he said
to himsalf that the Polish Count must haverobbed her of her
fortuneaswell asof herillusons.

The young man had spent an unsatisfactory day. He had
lunched with the Wellands, hoping afterward to carry off May
for awak inthe Park. Hewanted to have her to himsdlf, totell
her how enchanting she had |ooked the night before, and how
proud hewasof her, andto pressher to hasten their marriage.
But Mrs. Welland had firmly reminded himthat theround of fam-
ily vistswasnot haf over, and, when hehinted at advancing the
dateof thewedding, had raised reproachful eye-browsand sghed
out: “ Twelvedozen of everything—hand-embroidered—"

Packedinthefamily landau they rolled from onetriba door-
step to another, and Archer, when the afternoon’sround was
over, parted from hisbetrothed with the feeling that he had
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been shown off likeawild animal cunningly trapped. Hesup-
posed that hisreadingsin anthropol ogy caused himto take
such acoarseview of what was after all asmpleand natural
demondtration of family feding; but when heremembered that
theWellandsdid not expect thewedding to take placetill the
following autumn, and pictured what hislifewould betill then,
adampnessfell upon hisspirit.

“Tomorrow,” Mrs. Welland called after him, “we’ Il do the
Chiversesand the Dallases’; and he perceived that shewas
going through their two familiesa phabeticaly, and that they
wereonly inthefirst quarter of the al phabet.

He had meant to tell May of the Countess Olenska'sre-
quest—her command, rather—that he should call on her that
afternoon; but inthe brief momentswhen they wereaonehe
had had more pressing thingsto say. Besides, it struck himas
alittle absurd to alludeto the matter. He knew that May most
particularly wanted him to be kind to her cousin; wasit not
that wish which had hastened the announcement of their en-
gagement?It gave him an odd sensation to reflect that, but for
the Countess'sarrival, hemight have been, if not still afree
man, at least aman lessirrevocably pledged. But May had
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willedit so, and hefelt himsalf somehow relieved of further
responsi bility—and thereforeat liberty, if hechose, tocall on
her cousinwithout telling her.

Ashestood on Madame Olenska sthreshold curiosity was
hisuppermost feeling. Hewas puzzled by thetoneinwhich
shehad summoned him; heconcluded that shewaslesssmple
than she seemed.

The door was opened by aswarthy foreign-looking maid,
with aprominent bosom under agay neckerchief, whom he
vaguely fanciedto be Sicilian. Shewelcomed himwith al her
whiteteeth, and answering hisenquiries by ahead-shake of
incomprehension led him through the narrow hall into alow
firelit drawing-room. Theroom was empty, and sheleft him,
for an appreciabletime, to wonder whether she had goneto
find her mistress, or whether she had not understood what he
wastherefor, and thought it might be to wind the clock—of
which he perceived that the only visible specimen had stopped.
Heknew that the southern races communicated with each other
inthe language of pantomime, and wasmortified tofind her
shrugsand smilesso unintelligible. At length shereturned with
alamp; and Archer, having meanwhile put together aphrase
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out of Dante and Petrarch, evoked theanswer: “Lasignorae
fuori; maverrasubito”; which hetook to mean: “ She’ sout—
but you' Il soon see.”

What he saw, meanwhile, with the help of thelamp, wasthe
faded shadowy charm of aroom unlike any room he had
known. Heknew that the Countess Olenskahad brought some
of her possessions with her—hbits of wreckage, she called
them—and these, he supposed, were represented by some
amall dender tablesof dark wood, addlicatelittle Greek bronze
on the chimney-piece, and astretch of red damask nailed on
thediscol oured wallpaper behind acoupleof Italian-looking
picturesinoldframes.

Newland Archer prided himsalf on hisknowledgeof Itaian
art. Hisboyhood had been saturated with Ruskin, and he had
read all thelatest books: John Addington Symonds, Vernon
Lee's"Euphorion,” theessaysof P. G. Hamerton, and awon-
derful new volumecalled“ TheRenaissance’ by Walter Pater.
Hetaked easily of Botticelli, and spoke of FraAngelicowith
afaint condescens on. But these pi cturesbewildered him, for
they werelike nothing that hewasaccustomedtolook at (and
thereforeableto see) when hetravelledin Italy; and perhaps,
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a0, hispowersof observation wereimpaired by the oddness
of finding himself in thisstrange empty house, where appar-
ently no oneexpected him. Hewas sorry that he had not told
May Welland of Countess Olenska'srequest, and alittledis-
turbed by the thought that his betrothed might comeinto see
her cousin. What would shethink if shefound himsitting there
withtheair of intimacy implied by waiting aloneinthedusk at
alady’sfiresde?

But since he had come hemeant to wait; and hesank intoa
chair and stretched hisfeet tothelogs.

It was odd to have summoned him in that way, and then
forgottenhim; but Archer felt more curiousthan mortified. The
atmosphere of theroomwas so different from any hehad ever
breathed that self-consciousnessvanished in the sense of ad-
venture. He had been beforein drawing-roomshung with red
damask, with pictures* of theltalian school” ; what struck him
wastheway inwhich MedoraManson’ sshabby hired house,
withitsblighted background of pampasgrassand Rogers statu-
ettes, had, by aturn of the hand, and the skilful use of afew
properties, beentransformedinto somethingintimate, “foreign,”
subtly suggestive of old romantic scenesand sentiments. He
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triedtoandysethetrick, tofindacluetoitintheway thechairs
and tablesweregrouped, inthefact that only two Jacqueminot
roses (of which nobody ever bought less than adozen) had
been placed inthe dender vase at hiselbow, and inthevague
pervading perfumethat was not what one put on handkerchiefs,
but rather likethe scent of somefar-off bazaar, asmell madeup
of Turkish coffeeand ambergrisand dried roses.

His mind wandered away to the question of what May’s
drawing-room would look like. Heknew that Mr. Welland,
who wasbehaving “ very handsomely,” dready had hiseyeon
a newly built house in East Thirty-ninth Street. The
neighbourhood wasthought remote, and the house was built
inaghastly greenish-yellow stonethat the younger architects
were beginning to employ asaprotest against the brownstone
of which theuniform hue coated New York likeacold choco-
late sauce; but the plumbing was perfect. Archer would have
likedtotravel, to put off the housing question; but, thoughthe
Wdlandsapproved of an extended European honeymaoon (per-
hapseven awinter in Egypt), they werefirm asto the need of
ahousefor thereturning couple. Theyoung manfelt that his
fatewas sealed: for therest of hislife hewould go up every
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evening betweenthe cast-ironrailingsof that greenish-yellow
doorstep, and passthrough aPompeian vestibuleinto ahall
with awai nscoting of varnished yellow wood. But beyond that
hisimagination could not travel. He knew the drawing-room
above had abay window, but he could not fancy how May
would dedl withit. She submitted cheerfully tothe purplesatin
and yellow tuftings of theWelland drawing-room, toitssham
Bunhl tablesand gilt vitrinesfull of modern Saxe. He saw no
reason to suppose that shewould want anything differentin
her own house; and hisonly comfort wasto reflect that she
would probably let him arrange hislibrary as he pleased—
whichwould be, of course, with“ sincere” Eastlakefurniture,
and the plain new bookcaseswithout glassdoors.

Theround-bosomed maid camein, drew thecurtains, pushed
back alog, and said consolingly: “ Verra—verra.” When she
had gone Archer stood up and began to wander about. Should
hewait any longer? His position wasbecoming rather foolish.
Perhaps he had misunderstood M adame Ol enska—perhaps
shehad not invited him after all.

Down the cobblestones of the quiet street camethering of a
stepper’shoofs; they stopped beforethe house, and he caught
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the opening of acarriage door. Parting the curtainshelooked
outintotheearly dusk. A street-lampfaced him, andinitslight
he saw Julius Beaufort’scompact English brougham, drawn
by abig roan, and the banker descending from it, and helping
out Madame Olenska.

Beaufort good, hat in hand, saying something which hiscom-
panion seemed to negative; then they shook hands, and he
jumped into hiscarriage while she mounted the steps.

When she entered the room she showed no surpriseat see-
ing Archer there; surprise seemed the emotion that shewas
least addicted to.

“How doyoulikemy funny house?’ sheasked. “Tomeit’s
likeheaven.”

Asshespoke sheuntied her little velvet bonnet and tossing
it away with her long cloak stood looking at him with medi-
tative eyes.

“You' vearranged it delightfully,” hergjoined, aliveto the
flatness of thewords, but imprisoned in the conventional by
hisconsuming desireto besmpleand striking.

“Oh, it'sapoor little place. My relationsdespiseit. But at
any rateit’slessgloomy thanthevan der Luydens'.”
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The words gave him an electric shock, for few were the
rebelliousspiritswho would havedaredto call the stately home
of thevan der Luydensgloomy. Those privileged to enter it
shivered there, and spokeof it as* handsome.” But suddenly
hewasglad that she had given voiceto thegeneral shiver.

“I1t'sddlicious—what you’ vedone here,” herepeated.

“I likethelittlehouse,” sheadmitted; “but | supposewhat |
likeisthe blessedness of itsbeing here, in my own country and
my own town; and then, of being aloneinit.” She spoke so
low that he hardly heard thelast phrase; but in hisawkward-
nesshetook it up.

“Youlikesomuchtobeaone?’

“Yes; aslong asmy friendskeep mefromfeeling lonely.”
Shesat down near thefire, said: “Nastasiawill bring thetea
presently,” and signed to himto returnto hisarmchair, adding:
“| seeyou’ veaready chosenyour corner.”

L eaning back, she folded her arms behind her head, and
looked at thefireunder drooping lids.

“Thisisthehour | likebest—don't you?’

A proper senseof hisdignity caused himto answer: “| was
afraid you’ d forgotten the hour. Beaufort must have been
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very engrossing.”

Shelooked amused. “Why—have you waited long? Mr.
Beaufort took meto seeanumber of houses—sinceit seems
I’m not to be allowed to stay in thisone.” She appeared to
dismissboth Beaufort and himself from her mind, and went on:
“1’ve never been in acity where there seemsto be such a
fedingagaingt livingin desquartiersexcentriques. What does
it matter where onelives?|’ mtold thisstreet isrespectable.”

“It'snot fashionable.”

“Fashionable! Do you all think so much of that? Why not
make one’'sown fashions? But | supposel’ velived tooinde-
pendently; at any rate, | want to dowhat you al do—I want to
fedl cared for and safe.”

Hewastouched, as he had been the evening beforewhen
she spokeof her need of guidance.

“That’swhat your friendswant youtofed. New York’san
awfully safeplace,” he added with aflash of sarcasm.

“Yes, ign'tit?Onefeelsthat,” she cried, missing themock-
ery. “Being hereislike—like—being taken on aholiday when
onehasbeenagood littlegirl and doneall one'slessons.”

Theana ogy waswell meant, but did not altogether please
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him. Hedid not mind being flippant about New York, but dis-
liked to hear any one e setakethe sametone. Hewondered if
shedid not begin to seewhat apowerful engineit was, and
how nearly it had crushed her. The Lovell Mingotts' dinner,
patched upinextremisout of al sortsof social oddsand ends,
ought to have taught her the narrowness of her escape; but
either shehad been dl dong unaware of having skirted disas-
ter, or elseshehadlost sight of it in thetriumph of thevan der
Luyden evening. Archer inclined to theformer theory; hefan-
cied that her New York wasstill completely undifferentiated,
and the conjecturenettled him.

“Lastnight,” hesaid, “New York laiditsdlf out for you. The
van der Luydensdo nothing by halves.”

“No: how kindthey are! It wassuch anice party. Every one
seemsto have such an esteem for them.”

Thetermswere hardly adequate; she might have spokenin
that way of atea-party at thedear old MissLannings'.

“Thevander Luydens,” said Archer, fedling himsdlf pomp-
ous as he spoke, “are the most powerful influencein New
York society. Unfortunately—owing to her health—they re-
celvevery ssldom.”

53

Sheunclasped her handsfrom behind her head, and looked
a himmeditatively.

“lsn’t that perhapsthereason?’

“Thereason—7?"

“For their great influence; that they makethemselvessorare.”

He coloured alittle, stared at her—and suddenly felt the
penetration of theremark. At astroke she had pricked thevan
der Luydensand they collapsed. Helaughed, and sacrificed
them.

Nastasiabrought thetea, with handl €l ess Japanese cupsand
little covered dishes, placing thetray onalow table.

“But you'll explainthesethingsto me—you’ll tell meall |
ought to know,” Madame Olenskacontinued, leaning forward
to hand him hiscup.

“It’'syouwho aretelling me; opening my eyestothings!’d
looked at solong that I’ d ceased to seethem.”

Shedetached asmall gold cigarette-case from one of her
bracelets, heldit out to him, and took acigarette herself. On
thechimney werelong spillsfor lighting them.

“ Ah, then we can both help each other. But | want help so
much more. You must tell mejust what to do.”
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It wasonthetip of histonguetoreply: “ Don’'t beseendriving
about the streetswith Beaufort—" but hewasbeing too deeply
drawn into the atmosphere of theroom, which washer atmo-
sphere, and to give advice of that sort would have been like
telling some one who was bargaining for attar-of-rosesin
Samarkand that one should dwaysbeprovided with arcticsfor
aNew York winter. New York seemed much farther off than
Samarkand, and if they wereindeed to help each other shewas
rendering what might provethefirst of their mutua servicesby
making himlook at hisnativecity objectively. Viewed thus, as
through thewrong end of atelescope, it looked disconcertingly
small and distant; but then from Samarkand it would.

A flamedarted fromthelogsand shebent over thefire, Sretch-
ing her thinhandsso closetoit that afaint hal o shoneabout the
ovd nails. Thelight touched to russet theringsof dark hair es-
caping from her braids, and made her palefacepaler.

“Thereare plenty of peopletotell youwhat todo,” Archer
rejoined, obscurely enviousof them.

“Oh—all my aunts? And my dear old Granny?’ Sheconsid-
ered theideaimpartialy. “ They'redl alittlevexed withmefor
setting up for myself—poor Granny especidly. Shewanted to
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keep mewith her; but | had to befree—" Hewasimpressed
by thislight way of speaking of theformidable Catherine, and
moved by the thought of what must have given Madame
Olenskathisthirst for eventheloneliest kind of freedom. But
theideaof Beaufort gnawed him.

“I think I understand how youfed,” hesaid. “ Still, your fam-
ily can adviseyou; explain differences; show you theway.”

Shelifted her thin black eyebrows. “IsNew York such a
labyrinth?1 thought it so straight up and down—Ilike Fifth Av-
enue. And with al the cross streets numbered!” She seemed
toguesshisfaint disapproval of this, and added, withtherare
smilethat enchanted her wholeface: “If you knew how | likeit
for just that—the strai ght-up-and-downness, and the big hon-
est labelson everything!”

Hesaw hischance. “ Everything may belabelled—but ev-
erybody isnot.”

“Perhaps. | may smplify too much—but you' Il warn meif |
do.” Sheturned fromthefiretolook at him. “ Thereareonly
two people herewho makemefed asif they understood what
I mean and could explainthingsto me: you and Mr. Beaufort.”

Archer winced at thejoining of the names, and then, witha
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quick readjustment, understood, sympathised and pitied. So
closeto the powersof evil shemust havelived that she still
breathed morefredly intheir air. But since shefet that heun-
derstood her dso, hisbusinesswould beto make her see Beau-
fort ashereally was, with al herepresented—and abhor it.

Heanswered gently: “I understand. But just at first don't et
go of your oldfriends' hands: | mean the ol der women, your
Granny Mingott, Mrs. Welland, Mrs. van der Luyden. They
likeand admireyou—they want to help you.”

She shook her head and sighed. “ Oh, | know—I know! But
on condition that they don’t hear anything unpleasant. Aunt
Welland put it inthose very wordswhen | tried... . Doesno
onewant to know thetruth here, Mr. Archer? Thereal londli-
nessislivingamong al thesekind peoplewho only ask oneto
pretend!” Shelifted her handsto her face, and he saw her thin
shoulders shaken by asob.

“Madame Olenskal—Oh, don’t, Ellen,” hecried, starting
up and bending over her. He drew down one of her hands,
clasping and chafing it likeachild’swhilehemurmured reas-
suring words; but inamoment shefreed herself, and looked
up at himwithwet lashes.
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“Doesno onecry here, either? | suppose there’sno need
to, inheaven,” shesaid, straightening her loosened braidswith
alaugh, and bending over thetea-kettle. It wasburntinto his
consciousnessthat he had called her “ Ellen”—called her so
twice; and that she had not noticed it. Far down theinverted
telescope he saw thefaint whitefigure of May Welland—in
New York.

Suddenly Nastasiaput her head into say somethingin her
richltaian.

Madame Olenska, again withahand at her hair, uttered an
exclamation of assent—aflashing“ Gia—gia’—and theDuke
of S. Austrey entered, piloting atremendousblackwigged and
red-plumed lady inoverflowingfurs.

“My dear Countess, I’ ve brought an old friend of mineto
seeyou—Mrs. Struthers. Shewasn't asked to the party last
night, and shewantsto know you.”

The Duke beamed on the group, and Madame Olenskaad-
vanced withamurmur of wel cometoward the queer couple.
She seemed to have no ideahow oddly matched they were,
nor what aliberty the Duke had taken in bringing hiscompan-
ion—and to do him justice, as Archer perceived, the Duke
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seemed asunawareof it himsdlf.

“Of course | want to know you, my dear,” cried Mrs.
Struthersinaround rolling voicethat matched her bold feath-
ersand her brazen wig. “1 want to know everybody who's
young and interesting and charming. And the Duketellsme
youlikemusic—didn’t you, Duke?You' reapianist yoursdf, |
believe? Well, do you want to hear Sarasate play tomorrow
evening at my house?You know I’ ve something going on ev-
ery Sunday evening—it’sthe day when New York doesn’t
know what to dowithitself, and so | say toit: "Comeand be
amused.” Andthe Dukethought you’ d betempted by Sarasate.
You'll find anumber of your friends.”

Madame Olenska sfacegrew brilliant with pleasure. “How
kind! How good of the Duketo think of me!” She pushed a
chair up to thetea-tableand Mrs. Strutherssank into it delec-
tably. “ Of coursel shall betoo happy to come.”

“That'sdl right, my dear. And bring your young gentleman
withyou.” Mrs. Struthersextended ahail-fellow handto Ar-
cher.”| can't put anameto you—but I’m surel’ ve met you—
I’vemet everybody, here, orin Parisor London. Aren'tyouin
diplomacy?All thediplomatistscometo me. You likemusic
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too? Duke, you must besureto bring him.”

TheDukesaid“Rather” from the depths of hisbeard, and
Archer withdrew with agtiffly circular bow that madehimfed
asfull of spine asase f-conscious school-boy among careless
andunnaticing elders.

Hewas not sorry for the denouement of hisvisit: heonly
wished it had come sooner, and spared him acertain waste of
emotion. Ashewent out into thewintry night, New York again
became vast and imminent, and May Welland theloveliest
womaninit. Heturned into hisflorist’sto send her thedaily
box of lilies-of-the-valey which, to hisconfusion, hefound he
had forgotten that morning.

Ashewroteaword on hiscard and waited for an envelope
he glanced about the embowered shop, and hiseyelitona
cluster of yellow roses. He had never seen any assun-golden
before, and hisfirstimpul sewasto send themto May instead
of thelilies. But they did not look like her—therewas some-
thing toorich, too strong, intheir fiery beauty. In asudden
revulsion of mood, and almaost without knowing what hedid,
hesignedtotheflorist tolay therosesin another long box, and
dipped hiscard into asecond envelope, on which hewrote
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the name of the Countess Olenska; then, just ashewasturning
away, hedrew the card out again, and | eft the empty envelope
onthebox.
“They’ Il goat once?’ heenquired, pointing to theroses.
Theflorist assured him that they would.

X.

THE NEXT DAY he persuaded May to escapefor awalk inthe
Park after luncheon. Aswasthe customin old-fashioned Epis-
copalian New York, she usually accompanied her parentsto
church on Sunday afternoons; but Mrs. Welland condoned her
truancy, having that very morning won her over tothenecessity
of along engagement, withtimeto prepareahand-embroidered
trousseau containing the proper number of dozens.

Theday wasdelectable. Thebarevaulting of treesalong the
Mall wasceiled with lapislazuli, and arched above snow that
shonelikesplintered crygas. It wastheweether tocdl out May's
radiance, and sheburnedlikeayoung mapleinthefrost. Archer
was proud of the glancesturned on her, and the simplejoy of
possessorship cleared away hisunderlying perplexities.
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“It'sso ddlicious—waking every morning to smdll lilies-of -
the-valey inone’ sroom!” shesaid.

“Yesterday they camelate. | hadn’t timein themorning—"

“But your remembering each day to send them makesme
lovethem so much morethanif you’ d given astanding order,
and they cameevery morning ontheminute, likeone smusic-
teacher—as| know Gertrude L efferts sdid, for instance, when
sheand Lawrencewere engaged.”

“ Ah—they would!” laughed Archer, amused at her keen-
ness. Helooked sidewaysat her fruit-like cheek and felt rich
and secureenoughto add: “When | sent your liliesyesterday
afternoon | saw somerather gorgeousyellow rosesand packed
them off to Madame Olenska. Wasthat right?’

“How dear of you! Anything of that kind delightsher. It's
odd shedidn’t mention it: she lunched with ustoday, and
spoke of Mr. Beaufort’s having sent her wonderful orchids,
and cousin Henry van der Luyden awhole hamper of carna-
tionsfrom Skuytercliff. She seems so surprised to receive
flowers. Don’t people send them in Europe? Shethinksit
such apretty custom.”

“Oh, well, no wonder mine were overshadowed by
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Beaufort's,” said Archer irritably. Then heremembered that
he had not put acard with theroses, and wasvexed at having
spoken of them. Hewanted to say: “| called on your cousin
yesterday,” but hesitated. If Madame Olenskahad not spo-
kenof hisvigitit might seem awkward that he should. Yet not
to do so gavetheaffair anair of mystery that hedidiked. To
shake off thequestion hebegantotalk of their own plans, their
future, and Mrs. Welland' sing stence on along engagement.

“If youcalitlong! Isabel Chiversand Reggiewereengaged
for twoyears. Graceand Thorley for nearly ayear and ahalf.
Why aren’t wevery well off asweare?’

It wasthetraditional maidenly interrogation, and hefelt
ashamed of himself for finding it singularly childish. No doubt
shesmply echoed what was said for her; but shewasnearing
her twenty-second birthday, and he wondered at what age
“nice” women began to speak for themselves.

“Never, if wewon't let them, | suppose,” he mused, and
recalled hismad outburst to Mr. Sillerton Jackson: “Women
ought to beasfreeasweare—"

It would presently be histask to take the bandagefromthis
young woman’seyes, and bid her look forth ontheworld. But
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how many generations of the women who had goneto her
meaking had descended bandaged to thefamily vault?He shiv-
ered alittle, remembering some of thenew ideasin hisscien-
tificbooks, and themuch-cited instance of the Kentucky cave-
fish, which had ceased to devel op eyesbecausethey had no
usefor them. What if, when he had bidden May Welland to
open hers, they could only look out blankly at blankness?

“We might be much better off. We might be altogether to-
gether—wemight travel.”

Her facelit up. “ That would belovely,” sheowned: shewould
lovetotravel. But her mother would not understand their want-
ingtodothingssodifferently.

“Asif themere differently’ didn’t account for it!” thewooer
ingsted.

“Newland! You'resooriginal!” sheexulted.

Hisheart sank, for he saw that hewas saying all thethings
that young men in the same situation were expected to say,
and that shewas making theanswersthat instinct and tradition
taught her to make—eventothepoint of caling himorigina.

“Origina! We'reall aslikeeach other asthosedollscut out
of the samefolded paper. We'relike patterns stencilled ona
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wall. Can'tyouand | strikeout for ourselves, May?’

He had stopped and faced her in the excitement of their
discussion, and her eyesrested on himwith abright unclouded
admiration.

“Mercy—shadl weelope?’ shelaughed.

“If youwould—"
“You doloveme, Newland! I’m so happy.”
“But then—why not be happier?’

“We can't behavelike peoplein novels, though, canwe?’

“Why not—why not—why not?’

Shelooked alittle bored by hisinsistence. She knew very
well that they couldn’t, but it wastroublesometo haveto pro-
duceareason. “I’mnot clever enough to argue with you. But
that kind of thing israther—vulgar, isn't it?” she suggested,
relieved to havehit on aword that woul d assuredly extinguish
thewhole subject.

“ Areyou so much afraid, then, of being vulgar?’

Shewasevidently staggered by this. “ Of coursel should
hateit—sowouldyou,” shergoined, atrifleirritably.

Hestood silent, beating hisstick nervoudy against hisboot-
top; and feeling that she had indeed found the right way of
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closingthediscussion, shewent onlight-heartedly: “Oh, did |
tell you that | showed Ellen my ring? Shethinksit the most
beautiful setting sheever saw. There'snothinglikeitintherue
delaPaix, she said. | do love you, Newland, for being so
atigic!”

THE NEXT AFTERNOON, as Archer, before dinner, sat smoking
aullenly inhisstudy, Janey wanderedinonhim. Hehad failed to
stop at hisclub ontheway up fromthe officewhere he exer-
cised the profession of thelaw inthele surely manner common
towell-to-do New Yorkersof hisclass. Hewasout of spirits
and dightly out of temper, and ahaunting horror of doing the
samething every day at the same hour besieged hisbrain.

“ Sameness—sameness!” he muttered, theword running
through hishead like apersecuting tuneashe saw thefamiliar
tall-hatted figures|ounging behind the plate-glass, and because
he usually dropped in at the club at that hour he had gone
homeinstead. He knew not only what they werelikely to be
talking about, but the part each onewould takeinthe discus-
son. TheDukeof coursewould betheir principa theme; though
the appearancein Fifth Avenue of agolden-hairedlady ina
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small canary-coloured brougham with apair of black cobs
(for which Beaufort wasgenerally thought responsible) woul d
also doubtless be thoroughly goneinto. Such “women” (as
they werecalled) werefew in New York, thosedriving their
own carriages still fewer, and the appearance of MissFanny
Ring in Fifth Avenue at the fashionable hour had profoundly
agitated society. Only theday before, her carriage had passed
Mrs. Lovell Mingott’s, and the latter had instantly rung the
little bell at her elbow and ordered the coachman to drive her
home. “What if it had happened to Mrs. van der Luyden?’
peopl e asked each other with ashudder. Archer could hear
Lawrence L efferts, at that very hour, holding forth onthedis-
integration of society.

Heraised hishead irritably when hissister Janey entered,
and then quickly bent over his book (Swinburne’s
“Chagtdlard”—just out) asif he had not seen her. Sheglanced
at thewriting-tabl e heaped with books, opened avolume of
the* Contes Drolatiques,” madeawry face over thearchaic
French, and sighed: “What |earned thingsyou read!”

“Well—?" he asked, asshe hovered Cassandra-like before
him.
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“Mother’svery angry.”

“ Angry? Withwhom? About what?’

“Miss Sophy Jackson hasjust been here. She brought word
that her brother would comein after dinner: she couldn’t say
very much, because heforbade her to: hewishestogiveal the
detailshimsdf. HE swith cousin L ouisavan der Luyden now.”

“For heaven’ssake, my dear girl, try afresh start. It would
takean omniscient Deity to know what you' retal king about.”

“It'snot atimeto be profane, Newland... . Mother feels
badly enough about your not goingto church...”

With agroan he plunged back into hisbook.

“Newland! Do listen. Your friend Madame Olenskawas at
Mrs. Lemuel Struthers sparty last night: shewent therewith
theDukeand Mr. Beaufort.”

At thelast clause of thisannouncement a sensel ess anger
swelled the young man’s breast. To smother it helaughed.
“Well, what of it?1 knew shemeant to.”

Janey paled and her eyesbegan to project. “ You knew she
meant to—and you didn’t try to stop her? Towarn her?’

“Stop her?Warn her?” Helaughed again. “1” m not engaged
to be married to the Countess Olenskal” Thewords had a
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fantastic soundinhisown ears.

“You remarryinginto her family.”

“Oh, family—family!” hejeered.

“Newland—don’t you care about Family?’

“Not abrassfarthing.”

“Nor about what cousin Louisavan der Luydenwill think?”

“Not the half of one—if shethinkssuch old maid’srubbish.”

“Moatherisnotanoldmaid,” said hisvirginsster with pinched
lips

Hefelt like shouting back: “Yes, sheis, and so arethevan
der Luydens, and so we all are, when it comesto being so
much as brushed by thewing-tip of Redlity.” But he saw her
long gentleface puckering into tears, and felt ashamed of the
uselesspain hewasinflicting.

“Hang Countess Olenskal Don’t be agoose, Janey—I'm
not her keeper.”

“No; but you did ask the Wellands to announce your en-
gagement sooner so that we might all back her up; and if it
hadn’t been for that cousin Louisawould never haveinvited
her to thedinner for theDuke.”

“Well—what harm wasthereininviting her? Shewasthe
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best-looking woman intheroom; she madethedinner alittle
lessfunereal than theusua 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 tomorrow. | think,
Newland, you’' d better come down. You don’t seem to
understand how mother feels.”

In the drawing-room Newland found his mother. She
raised atroubled brow from her needlework to ask: “Has
Janey told you?”’

“Yes.” Hetried to keep histone as measured as her own.
“But | can’ttakeit very serioudy.”

“Not thefact of having offended cousin Louisaand cousin
Henry?’

“Thefact that they can be offended by such atrifle as
Countess Olenska's going to the house of awoman they
consider common.”

“Consder—!”

“Well, who is; but who has good music, and amuses
people on Sunday evenings, when the whole of New York
isdying of inanition.”
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“Good music?All | know is, therewasawoman who got up
on atableand sang thethingsthey sing at the placesyou goto
in Paris. Therewas smoking and champagne.”

“Well—that kind of thing happensin other places, and the
world till goeson.”

“1 don’'t suppose, dear, you' rereally defending the French
Sunday?’

“1’ve heard you often enough, mother, grumble at the En-
glish Sunday whenwe vebeeninLondon.”

“New York isneither Parisnor London.”

“Oh, no, it'snot!” her son groaned.

“You mean, | suppose, that society hereisnot asbrilliant?
You'reright, | daresay; but we belong here, and peopleshould
respect our wayswhen they comeamong us. Ellen Olenska
especially: she came back to get away from thekind of life
peopleleadinbrilliant societies.”

Newland made no answer, and after amoment hismother
ventured: “| was going to put on my bonnet and ask you to
takemeto see cousin Louisafor amoment beforedinner.” He
frowned, and she continued: “I thought you might explainto
her what you' vejust said: that society abroad isdifferent ...
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that people are not as particular, and that Madame Olenska
may not haveredised how wefed about suchthings. It would
be, you know, dear,” she added with aninnocent adroitness,
“inMadame Olenska sinterest if you did.”

“Dearest mother, | really don’t seehow we' reconcernedin
the matter. The Duke took Madame Olenska to Mrs.
Struthers s—infact hebrought Mrs. Struthersto call onher. |
wasthere when they came. If the van der Luydenswant to
quarrel with anybody, thered culpritisunder their ownroof.”

“Quarrel?Newland, did you ever know of cousin Henry’s
quarrelling? Besides, the Duke shisguest; and astranger too.
Strangers don’t discriminate: how should they? Countess
OlenskaisaNew Yorker, and should haverespected thefed -
ingsof New York.”

“Well, then, if they must haveavictim, you havemy leaveto
throw Madame Olenskato them,” cried her son, exasper-
ated. “| don’t see myself—aor you either—offering ourselves
up to expiate her crimes.”

“Oh, of courseyou seeonly theMingott side,” hismother
answered, inthe sensitivetonethat was her nearest approach
toanger.
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The sad butler drew back the drawing-room portieresand
announced: “Mr. Henry van der Luyden.”

Mrs. Archer dropped her needleand pushed her chair back
with an agitated hand.

“Another lamp,” shecried to theretreating servant, while
Janey bent over to straighten her mother’scap.

Mr. vander Luyden’sfigureloomed onthethreshold, and
Newland Archer went forward to greet hiscousin.

“Wewerejust talking about you, sir,” hesaid.

Mr. van der Luyden seemed overwhelmed by theannounce-
ment. Hedrew off hisgloveto shake handswith theladies,
and smoothed histall hat shyly, while Janey pushed an arm-
chair forward, and Archer continued: “ And the Countess
Olenska”

Mrs. Archer paled.

“ Ah—acharming woman. | havejust beento seeher,” said
Mr. van der Luyden, complacency restored to hisbrow. He
sank into thechair, laid hishat and gloveson thefloor beside
himin the ol d-fashioned way, and went on: “ Shehasared gift
for arranging flowers. | had sent her afew carnationsfrom
Skuytercliff, and | wasastonished. Instead of massingthemin
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big bunches as our head-gardener does, she had scattered
them about loosely, hereand there ... | can’'t say how. The
Duke had told me: hesaid: “Go and see how cleverly she's
arranged her drawing-room.” And shehas. | shouldredly like
totake Louisato seeher, if the neighbourhood were not so—
unpleasant.”

A dead silencegreeted thisunusual flow of wordsfrom Mr.
van der Luyden. Mrs. Archer drew her embroidery out of the
basket into which shehad nervoudy tumbledit, and Newland,
leaning againgt the chimney-placeand twistingahumming-bird-
feather screenin hishand, saw Janey’ sgaping countenancelit
up by the coming of the second lamp.

“Thefactis,” Mr. vander Luyden continued, stroking his
long grey leg with a bloodless hand weighed down by the
Patroon’sgreat signet-ring, “thefactis, | dropped into thank
her for the very pretty note shewrote me about my flowers,
and al so—but thisis between ourselves, of course—to give
her afriendly warning about alowing the Duketo carry her off
to partieswith him. | don’t know if you' ve heard—"

Mrs. Archer produced anindulgent smile. “Hasthe Duke
been carrying her off to parties?’
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“You know what theseEnglishgrandeesare. They'redl dike.
Louisaand | arevery fond of our cousin—nbut it'shopelessto
expect peoplewho are accustomed to the European courtsto
troublethemselvesabout our littlerepublican distinctions. The
Duke goeswherehe'samused.” Mr. van der L uyden paused,
but no one spoke. “ Yes—it seemshetook her with him last
night to Mrs. Lemued Struthers's. Sillerton Jackson hasjust
beento uswith thefoolish story, and L ouisawasrather troubl ed.
So | thought the shortest way wasto go straight to Countess
Olenskaand explain—~by the merest hint, you know—how
wefeel inNew York about certainthings. | felt | might, with-
out inddicacy, becausetheevening shedined with ussherather
suggested ... rather let me seethat shewould be grateful for
guidance. And shewas.”

Mr. van der Luyden looked about theroom with what would
have been self-sati sfaction on features|ess purged of thevul-
gar passions. On hisfaceit becameamild benevolencewhich
Mrs. Archer’scountenancedutifully reflected.

“How kind you both are, dear Henry—always! Newland
will particul arly appreciate what you have done because of
dear May and hisnew relations.”
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She shot an admonitory glanceat her son, who said: “Im-
mensely, sir. But | wassureyou’ d like Madame Olenska.”

Mr. van der Luyden looked at him with extreme gentle-
ness. “| never ask to my house, my dear Newland,” hesaid,
“any onewhom | donot like. Andso | havejust told Sillerton
Jackson.” With a glance at the clock he rose and added:
“But Louisawill bewaiting. Wearedining early, to takethe
Duketo the Opera.”

After theportiereshad solemnly closed behind their visitor a
slencefdl uponthe Archer family.

“Gracious—how romantic!” at last broke explosively from
Janey. No one knew exactly what inspired her elliptic com-
ments, and her relations had long since given up trying to
interpret them.

Mrs. Archer shook her head with asigh. “Providedit all
turnsout for thebest,” shesaid, inthetone of onewho knows
how surdy itwill not. “Newland, youmust stay and see Sillerton
Jacksonwhen hecomesthisevening: | redly shan’t know what
tosaytohim.”

“Poor mother! But he won't come—" her son laughed,
stooping to kissaway her frown.
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XI.

SomE Two WEEKS LATER, Newland Archer, Sitting in abstracted
idlenessin hisprivate compartment of theofficeof L etterblair,
Lamson and L ow, attorneys at law, was summoned by the
head of thefirm.

Old Mr. Letterblair, theaccredited legd adviser of threegen-
erationsof New York gentility, throned behind hismahogany
desk inevident perplexity. Ashestroked hiscloseclipped white
whiskersand ran hishand through therumpled grey locksabove
hisjutting brows, hisdisrespectful junior partner thought how
much helooked likethe Family Physician annoyed with apa
tient whose symptomsrefuseto be classified.

“My dear sir—" heawaysaddressed Archer as“sir”—"|
havesent for youto gointoalittlematter; amatter which, for the
moment, | prefer not to mention either to Mr. Skipworth or Mr.
Redwood.” The gentlemen he spoke of werethe other senior
partnersof thefirm; for, aswasawaysthe casewith legal asso-
ciationsof old standinginNew York, dl the partnersnamed on
theofficeletter-head werelong sncedead; and Mr. Letterblair,
for example, was, professondly speaking, hisown grandson.
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Heleaned back in hischair with afurrowed brow. “ For family
reasons—" he continued.

Archer looked up.

“TheMingott family,” said Mr. Letterblair with an explana
tory smileand bow. “Mrs. Manson Mingott sent for meyes-
terday. Her grand-daughter the Countess Olenskawishesto
sue her husband for divorce. Certain papershave been placed
inmy hands.” He paused and drummed on hisdesk. “Inview
of your prospective alliancewith thefamily | should liketo
consult you—to consider the case with you—beforetaking
any farther steps.”

Archer fet theblood in histemples. He had seen the Count-
ess Olenskaonly oncesince hisvisit to her, and then at the
Opera, inthe Mingott box. During thisinterval she had be-
comealessvivid and importunateimage, receding from his
foreground asMay Welland resumed her rightful placeinit.
He had not heard her divorce spoken of since Janey’sfirst
randomalusiontoit, and had dismissed thetaleasunfounded
gossip. Theoreticaly, theideaof divorcewasamost asdis-
tasteful to him asto hismother; and hewasannoyed that Mr.
L etterblair (no doubt prompted by old Catherine Mingott)
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should be so evidently planning to draw himinto the affair.
After dl, therewere plenty of Mingott menfor suchjobs, and
asyet hewasnot even aMingott by marriage.

Hewaited for the senior partner to continue. Mr. Letterblair
unlocked adrawer and drew out a packet. “1f you will run
your eye over these papers—"

Archer frowned. “| begyour pardon, sir; but just because of
the prospectiverdationship, | should prefer your consulting
Mr. Skipworth or Mr. Redwood.”

Mr. Letterblair looked surprised and dightly offended. It was
unusual for ajunior to reject such an opening.

He bowed. “1 respect your scruple, sir; but in this case |
believetruedelicacy requiresyouto do asl ask. Indeed, the
suggestion isnot mine but Mrs. Manson Mingott’sand her
son's. | haveseen Lovell Mingott; and a so Mr. Welland. They
al namedyou.”

Archer felt histemper rising. He had been somewhat lan-
guidly driftingwitheventsfor thelast fortnight, andlettingMay’s
fair looksand radiant nature obliterate therather importunate
pressure of the Mingott claims. But this behest of old Mrs.
Mingott’sroused him to asense of what the clan thought they
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had the right to exact from aprospective son-in-law; and he
chafed at therole.

“Her unclesought to deal withthis,” hesaid.

“They have. The matter has been goneinto by thefamily.
They are opposed to the Countess sidea; but sheisfirm, and
ingstsonalegd opinion.”

Theyoung manwassilent: he had not opened thepacket in
hishand.

“Doesshewant tomarry again?’

“I believeit issuggested; but shedeniesit.”

“Then—"

“Will you obligeme, Mr. Archer, by first looking through
these papers? Afterward, when we havetalked the case over,
I will giveyoumy opinion.”

Archer withdrew rductantly with the unwel come documents.
Sincetheir last meeting he had ha f-unconscioudy collaborated
with events in ridding himself of the burden of Madame
Olenska. Hishour alonewith her by thefirelight had drawn
them into amomentary intimacy on which the Duke of St.
Austrey’s intrusion with Mrs. Lemuel Struthers, and the
Countess sjoyousgreeting of them, had rather providentialy
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broken. Two dayslater Archer had assisted at the comedy of
her reingtatement in thevan der Luydens' favour, and had said
to himsdlf, with atouch of tartness, that alady who knew how
to thank al-powerful elderly gentlemen to such good purpose
for abunch of flowersdid not need either the private consola-
tionsor the public championship of ayoung man of hissmall
compass. Tolook a thematter inthislight smplified hisown
caseand surprisingly furbished up dl thedim domestic virtues.
Hecould not picture May Welland, in whatever conceivable
emergency, hawking about her privatedifficultiesand lavishing
her confidences on strange men; and she had never seemedto
himfiner or fairer thanin theweek that followed. Hehad even
yieldedto her wish for along engagement, sinceshe had found
theonedisarming answer to hispleafor haste.

“You know, when it comesto the point, your parentshave
awayslet you haveyour way ever sinceyouwerealittlegirl,”
heargued; and shehad answered, with her clearest [ook: “ Yes;
and that’ swhat makesit so hard to refusethe very last thing
they’ll ever ask of measalittlegirl.”

That wasthe old New York note; that wasthe kind of an-
swer hewould likeawaysto be sure of hiswife'smaking. If
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onehad habitualy breasthed theNew York air thereweretimes
when anythinglesscrysaline seemed tifling.

THE PAPERS HE HAD retired to read did not tell himmuchinfact;
but they plunged himinto an atmaospherein which he choked
and spluttered. They consisted mainly of an exchange of let-
tersbetween Count Olenski’s solicitorsand aFrench legal
firm towhom the Countess had applied for the settlement of
her financia situation. Therewasalso ashort letter fromthe
Count to hiswife: after reading it, Newland Archer rose,
jammed the papersback into their envel ope, and reentered
Mr. Letterblair’soffice.

“Here are the letters, sir. If you wish, I'll see Madame
Olenska,” hesaidinaconstrained voice.

“Thank you—thank you, Mr. Archer. Comeand dinewith
metonight if you' refree, and we' |l go into the matter after-
ward: in caseyouwishto call on our client tomorrow.”

Newland Archer wal ked straight home again that afternoon.
It wasawinter evening of transparent clearness, with aninno-
cent young moon above the house-tops; and hewanted tofill
his soul’ slungswith the pure radiance, and not exchangea
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word with any onetill heand Mr. Letterblair were closeted
together after dinner. It wasimpossibleto decide otherwise
than he had done: hemust see Madame Olenskahimsdif rather
than let her secrets be bared to other eyes. A great wave of
compass on had swept away hisindifference and impatience:
she stood before him as an exposed and pitiful figure, to be
saved at all costsfrom farther wounding herself in her mad
plungesagaind fate.

Heremembered what she had told him of Mrs. Welland's
request to be spared whatever was* unpleasant” in her his-
tory, and winced at thethought that it was perhapsthisattitude
of mind which kept theNew York air so pure. “ Areweonly
Pharisees after all”?” hewondered, puzzled by the effort to
recondlehisindinctivedisgust a humanvilenesswith hisequally
indinctivepity for humanfrailty.

For thefirst time he perceived how e ementary hisown prin-
cipleshad always been. He passed for ayoung man who had
not been afraid of risks, and heknew that hissecret love-affair
with poor silly Mrs. Thorley Rushworth had not beentoo se-
crettoinvest himwithabecomingair of adventure. But Mrs.
Rushworth was*that kind of woman”; foolish, vain, clandes-
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tine by nature, and far moreattracted by the secrecy and peril
of theaffair than by such charmsand qualitiesashe possessed.
When the fact dawned on himit nearly broke hisheart, but
now it seemed theredeeming festure of the case. Theaffair, in
short, had been of the kind that most of theyoung men of his
agehad been through, and emerged fromwith calm consciences
and an undisturbed belief inthe abysmal distinction between
thewomen oneloved and respected and those one enjoyed—
and pitied. Inthisview they were seduloudly abetted by their
mothers, auntsand other el derly femaerdatives, whodl shared
Mrs. Archer’sbelief that when “ such thingshappened” it was
undoubtedly foolish of the man, but somehow awayscrimina
of thewoman. All the elderly ladieswhom Archer knew re-
garded any woman who loved imprudently asnecessarily un-
scrupul ous and designing, and mere simple-minded man as
powerlessin her clutches. The only thing to do wasto per-
suade him, asearly aspossible, to marry anicegirl, and then
trust to her tolook after him.

Inthe complicated old European communities, Archer be-
ganto guess, love-problemsmight belesssmpleandlesseas-
ily classified. Rich andidleand ornamenta societiesmust pro-
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ducemany moresuch stuations; and theremight evenbeonein
whichawoman naturaly sengtiveand doof wouldyet, fromthe
forceof circumstances, from sheer defencel essnessand londli-
ness, bedrawninto atieinexcusableby conventiona standards.

Onreaching homehewrotealineto the Countess Olenska,
asking at what hour of the next day shecould receivehim, and
despatched it by amessenger-boy, who returned presently
withaword to the effect that shewasgoing to Skuytercliff the
next morning to stay over Sunday with thevan der Luydens,
but that hewould find her a onethat evening after dinner. The
notewaswritten on arather untidy half-sheet, without date or
address, but her hand wasfirm and free. He was amused at
the idea of her week-ending in the stately solitude of
Skuytercliff, but immediately afterward felt that there, of all
places, shewould most fed thechill of mindsrigoroudy averted
fromthe* unpleasant.”

HewasAT MR. LETTERBLAIR’ s punctudly at seven, glad of the
pretext for excusing himsealf soon after dinner. He had formed
hisown opinion from the papersentrusted to him, and did not
especialy want to go into the matter with hissenior partner.
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Mr. Letterblair was awidower, and they dined alone, copi-
oudy and dowly, inadark shabby room hung with yellowing
prints of “ The Death of Chatham” and “ The Coronation of
Napoleon.” Onthesideboard, between fluted Sheraton knife-
cases, stood adecanter of Haut Brion, and another of theold
Lanning port (thegift of adient), whichthewastrd TomLanning
had sold off ayear or two before hismysterious and discred-
itable death in San Francisco—anincident less publicly hu-
miliatingtothefamily thanthesaleof thecdllar.

After avelvety oyster soup came shad and cucumbers, then
ayoung broiled turkey with cornfritters, followed by acan-
vas-back with currant jelly and a celery mayonnaise. Mr.
L etterblair, who lunched on asandwich and tea, dined delib-
erately and deeply, and inssted on hisguest’ sdoing the same.
Finaly, whentheclosing riteshad been accomplished, thecloth
wasremoved, cigarswerelit, and Mr. Letterblair, leaning back
inhischair and pushing the port westward, said, spreading his
back agreeably to the coal firebehind him: “ Thewholefamily
areagaingt adivorce. And | think rightly.”

Archer instantly felt himself onthe other side of the argu-
ment. “ But why, sir?If there ever wasacase—"
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“Well—what' stheuse? he'shere—he sthere; theAtlantic's
between them. She' Il never get back adollar moreof her money
than what he’ svoluntarily returned to her: their damned hea-
then marriage settlementstake preciousgood care of that. As
thingsgo over there, Olenski’ sacted generoudy: hemight have
turned her out without apenny.”

Theyoung manknew thisand wassilent.

“I understand, though,” Mr. Letterblair continued, “that she
attachesno importanceto themoney. Therefore, asthefamily
say, why not let well enough alone?’

Archer had goneto the house an hour earlier infull agree-
ment with Mr. Letterblair’ sview; but put into words by this
sdfish, well-fed and supremely indifferent old man it suddenly
became the Pharisai ¢ voice of asociety wholly absorbed in
barricading itsdlf against the unpleasant.

“I think that’sfor her to decide.”

“H’m—have you considered the consequencesif she de-
cidesfor divorce?’

“You mean thethreat in her husband’sletter? What weight
would that carry?1t’s no more than the vague charge of an
angry blackguard.”
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“Yes; but it might make some unpleasant talk if hereally
defendsthe suit.”

“Unpleasant—!" said Archer explosively.

Mr. Letterblair looked a himfrom under enquiring eyebrows,
and theyoung man, aware of the usel essness of trying to ex-
plainwhat wasin hismind, bowed acquiescently whilehisse-
nior continued: “ Divorceisawaysunpleasant.”

“You agreewithme?’ Mr. Letterblair resumed, after await-
ingsilence.

“Naturaly,” said Archer.

“Well, then, | may count onyou; the Mingottsmay count on
you; to useyour influenceagainst theidea?’

Archer hesitated. “| can’t pledge myself till I’ ve seenthe
CountessOlenska,” hesaid at length.

“Mr. Archer, | don't understand you. Do you want to marry
into afamily with ascandal ousdivorce-suit hanging over it?’

“I don't think that has anything to do with the case.”

Mr. Letterblair put down hisglassof port and fixed onhis
young partner acautiousand apprehensive gaze.

Archer understood that heran therisk of having hismandate
withdrawn, and for some obscurereason hedidiked the pros-
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pect. Now that the job had been thrust on him he did not
proposeto relinquish it; and, to guard against the possibility,
he saw that he must reassure the unimaginative old man who
wasthelega conscienceof the Mingotts.

“You may besure, sir, that | shan’t commit myself till I’'ve
reported to you; what | meant wasthat I’ d rather not givean
opiniontill I’ve heard what Madame Olenskahasto say.”

Mr. Letterblair nodded approvingly at an excessof caution
worthy of the best New York tradition, and the young man,
glancing at hiswatch, pleaded an engagement and took |eave.

XI1.

OLb-FasHIoNED NEw Y ork dined at seven, and the habit of
after-dinner calls, though derided in Archer’sset, still gener-
aly prevailed. Astheyoung man strolled up Fifth Avenuefrom
Waverley Place, thelong thoroughfare was deserted but for a
group of carriages standing before the Reggie Chiverses

(wheretherewasadinner for the Duke), and the occasional

figureof an ederly gentlemanin heavy overcoat and muffler
ascending abrownstone doorstep and disappearing into agas-
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lit hall. Thus, as Archer crossed Washington Square, here-
marked that old Mr. du Lac was calling on his cousinsthe
Dagonets, and turning down the corner of West Tenth Street
he saw Mr. Skipworth, of hisown firm, obvioudy boundona
visttotheMissLannings. A littlefarther up Fifth Avenue,
Beaufort appeared on hisdoorstep, darkly projected against
ablazeof light, descended to hisprivate brougham, and rolled
away to amysteriousand probably unmentionabl e destina-
tion. It wasnot an Operanight, and no onewasgiving aparty,
so that Beaufort’s outing was undoubtedly of aclandestine
nature. Archer connecteditin hismind with alittle house be-
yond L exington Avenuein which beribboned window curtains
and flower-boxes had recently appeared, and beforewhose
newly painted door the canary-coloured brougham of Miss
Fanny Ring wasfrequently seentowait.

Beyond the small and dlippery pyramid which composed
Mrs. Archer’sworld lay thedmost unmapped quarter inhab-
ited by artists, musiciansand “ peoplewhowrote.” These scat-
tered fragmentsof humanity had never shown any desiretobe
amalgamated with the social structure. In spite of odd ways
they were said to be, for themost part, quite respectable; but
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they preferred to keep to themselves. MedoraManson, in her
prosperousdays, had inaugurated a“ literary slon”; but it had
soon died out owing to thereluctance of theliterary to fre-
quentit.

Othershad made the same attempt, and therewas ahouse-
hold of Blenkers—an intense and voluble mother, and three
blowsy daughterswho imitated her—where onemet Edwin
Booth and Petti and William Winter, and thenew Shakespearian
actor George Rignold, and some of the magazine editorsand
musica and literary critics.

Mrs. Archer and her group felt acertain timidity concerning
these persons. They were odd, they were uncertain, they had
thingsonedidn’t know about in the background of their lives
and minds. Literature and art were deeply respected in the
Archer set, and Mrs. Archer wasalwaysat painstotell her
children how much more agreeableand cultivated society had
beenwhenitincluded such figuresasWashington Irving, Fitz-
GreeneHalleck and the poet of “ The Culprit Fay.” Themost
celebrated authors of that generation had been “ gentlemen”;
perhapsthe unknown personswho succeeded them had gentle-
manly sentiments, but their origin, their appearance, their hair,
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their intimacy with the stage and the Opera, made any old
New York criterioninapplicableto them.

“When | wasagirl,” Mrs. Archer used to say, “we knew
everybody between the Battery and Canal Street; and only
the people oneknew had carriages. It was perfectly easy to
placeany onethen; now onecan’'ttell, and | prefer nottotry.”

Only old CatherineMingoitt, with her absence of mord preju-
dicesand almost parvenu indifferenceto the subtler distinc-
tions, might have bridged the abyss; but she had never opened
abook or looked at apicture, and cared for music only be-
causeit reminded her of galanightsat theltaliens, inthedays
of her triumph at the Tuileries. Possibly Beaufort, who washer
matchin daring, would have succeeded in bringing about afu-
sion; but hisgrand houseand slk-stockinged footmen werean
obgtacletoinforma sociability. Moreover, hewasasilliterateas
old Mrs. Mingott, and considered “ fellowswhowrote’ asthe
mere paid purveyorsof richmen’spleasures; and no onerich
enoughtoinfluencehisopinion had ever questioned it.

Newland Archer had been aware of thesethingsever since
he could remember, and had accepted them as part of the
structure of hisuniverse. Heknew that there were societies
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where painters and poets and novelists and men of science,
and even great actors, were as sought after as Dukes; he had
often pictured to himself what it would havebeentoliveinthe
intimacy of drawing-roomsdominated by thetalk of Merimee
(whose* Lettresaunelnconnue’ wasoneof hisinseparables),
of Thackeray, Browning or William Morris. But such things
wereinconceivablein New York, and unsettling to think of .
Archer knew most of the“fellowswhowrote,” themusicians
and the painters. he met them at the Century, or at thelittle
musical andthestrica clubsthat were beginning to comeinto
existence. He enjoyed them there, and was bored with them
at the Blenkers', wherethey were mingled with fervid and
dowdy women who passed them about like captured curiosi-
ties; and even after hismost exciting talkswith Ned Winsett he
awayscameaway withthefedingthat if hisworldwassmall,
sowastheirs, and that the only way to enlarge either wasto
reach astage of mannerswherethey would naturaly merge.
Hewasreminded of thisby trying to picturethe society in
which the Countess Olenska had lived and suffered, and
al so—perhaps—tasted mysteriousjoys. He remembered
with what amusement she had told him that her grandmother
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Mingott and the Wellands objected to her livingin a“ Bohe-
mian” quarter given over to “ peoplewhowrote.” It wasnot
theperil but the poverty that her family didiked; but that shade
escaped her, and she supposed they considered literature
compromising.

Shehersdlf had nofearsof it, and the books scattered about
her drawing-room (apart of the housein which bookswere
usualy supposed to be* out of place’), though chiefly works
of fiction, had whetted Archer’ sinterest with such new names
asthoseof Paul Bourget, Huysmans, and the Goncourt broth-
ers. Ruminating on these things as he approached her door, he
was once more conscious of the curiousway in which she
reversed hisvalues, and of the need of thinking himself into
conditionsincredibly different from any that heknew if hewere
tobeof usein her present difficulty.

NAstAsiA oPeNED thedoor, smiling mysterioudly. Onthebench
inthehall lay asable-lined overcoat, afolded operahat of dull
silkwithagold J. B. onthelining, and awhite silk muffler:
therewas no mistaking thefact that these costly articleswere
the property of Julius Beaufort.
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Archer wasangry: so angry that he came near scribblinga
word on hiscard and going away; then heremembered that in
writing to Madame Ol enska he had been kept by excess of
discretion from saying that hewished to see her privately. He
had therefore no one but himself to blameif she had opened
her doorsto other visitors; and he entered the drawing-room
with the dogged determination to make Beaufort feel himself
intheway, and to outstay him.

Thebanker stood |eaning againgt the mantel shel f, whichwas
draped with an old embroidery heldin place by brasscande-
labracontaining church candiesof ydlowishwax. Hehad thrust
hischest out, supporting hisshoul dersagainst the mantel and
resting hisweight on onelarge patent-leather foot. AsArcher
entered hewas smiling and looking down on hishostess, who
sat on asofaplaced at right anglesto the chimney. A table
banked with flowersformed a screen behind it, and against
the orchids and azal eas which the young man recognised as
tributesfrom the Beaufort hot-houses, Madame Olenska sat
half-reclined, her head propped on ahand and her widedeeve
leaving thearm bareto the el bow.

It wasusual for ladieswho received inthe eveningsto wear
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what werecaled " smpledinner dresses’: aclose-fittingarmour
of whale-boned sk, dightly openintheneck, with laceruffles
fillinginthecrack, andtight deeveswith aflounce uncovering
just enough wrist to show an Etruscan gold bracel et or avel-
vet band. But Madame Olenska, heedless of tradition, was
attired in along robe of red velvet bordered about the chin
and down thefront with glossy black fur. Archer remembered,
onhislast visitto Paris, seeing aportrait by the new painter,
Carolus Duran, whose pictureswere the sensation of the Sa-
lon, inwhichthelady woreone of thesebold shegth-likerobes
with her chin nestling in fur. There was something perverse
and provocativein thenotion of fur wornintheeveningina
heated drawing-room, and in the combination of amuffled
throat and bare arms; but the effect was undeniably pleasing.

“Lordloveus—threewholedaysat Skuytercliff!” Beaufort
wassayingin hisloud sneering voiceasArcher entered. “ You'd
better takedl your furs, and ahot-water-bottle.”

“Why?Isthehouseso cold?’ sheasked, holding out her left
hand to Archer inaway mysteriously suggesting that she ex-
pected himtokissit.

“No; but themissusis,” said Beaufort, nodding carelesdy to
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theyoung man.

“But | thought her so kind. She came herself toinvite me.
Granny says| must certainly go.”

“Granny would, of course. And | say it'sashameyou're
goingto missthelittle oyster supper I’ d planned for you at
Demonico’snext Sunday, with Campanini and Scalchi and a
lot of jolly people.”

Shelooked doubtfully from the banker to Archer.

“ Ah—that doestempt me! Except the other eveningat Mrs.
Struthers'sI’ venot met asingleartist sincel’ vebeen here.”

“What kind of artists? | know one or two painters, very
goodfellows, that | could bringto seeyouif you' dalow me,”
said Archer boldly.

“Painters? Arethere paintersin New York?’ asked Beau-
fort, inatoneimplying that there could be nonesince hedid
not buy their pictures; and Madame Olenskasaid to Arche,
with her grave smile: “ That would be charming. But | wasre-
aly thinking of dramatic artists, Sngers, actors, musicians. My
husbhand' shousewasawaysfull of them.”

Shesaid thewords* my husband” asif no sinister associa-
tionswere connected with them, and in atone that seemed
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amost tosighover thelost deightsof her marriedlife. Archer
looked at her perplexedly, wondering if it werelightnessor
dissmulation that enabled her to touch so easily onthepast at
thevery moment when shewasrisking her reputation in order
to break withit.

“1 do think,” she went on, addressing both men, that the
imprevu addsto one’'senjoyment. It’s perhapsamistaketo
seethe same peopleevery day.”

“It’'sconfoundedly dull, anyhow; New York isdying of dull-
ness,” Beaufort grumbled. “Andwhen | try tolivenit up for
you, you go back on me. Come—think better of it! Sunday is
your last chance, for Campanini leaves next week for Balti-
moreand Philadephig; and I’ veaprivateroom, and aSteinway,
andthey’ll sngal night for me.”

“How delicious! May | think it over, and writeto you to-
morrow morning?’

She spokeamiably, yet with theleast hint of dismissal inher
voice. Beaufort evidently felt it, and being unused to dismiss-
as, stood staring at her with an obstinateline between hiseyes.

“Why not now?’

“It'stoo seriousaquestion to decide at thislate hour.”
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“Doyoucdl itlate?’

Shereturned hisglancecoolly. “ Yes; because| havestill to
talk businesswith Mr. Archer for alittlewhile.”

“Ah,” Beaufort sngpped. Therewasno apped from her tone,
and with adight shrug he recovered hiscomposure, took her
hand, which hekissed with apractised air, and calling out from
thethreshold: “I say, Newland, if you can persuade the Count-
essto stop intown of courseyou’ reincluded inthe supper,”
|eft theroomwith hisheavy important step.

For amoment Archer fancied that Mr. Letterblair must have
told her of hiscoming; but theirrelevance of her next remark
made him changehismind.

“You know painters, then? You liveintheir milieu?’ she
asked, her eyesfull of interest.

“Oh, not exactly. | don’t know that the artshave amilieu
here, any of them; they’re more like a very thinly settled
outskirt.”

“But you carefor suchthings?’

“Immensely. WhenI’minParisor London | never missan
exhibition. I try tokeep up.”

Shelooked down at thetip of thelittle satin boot that peeped
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from her long draperies.

“| usedto careimmensdy too: my lifewasfull of suchthings.
But now | want totry not to.”

“Youwant totry not to?’

“Yes: | want to cast off all my old life, to becomejust like
everybody elsehere.”

Archer reddened. “ You'll never belikeeverybody else,” he
sad.

Sheraised her Sraight eyebrowsalittle. “ Ah, don't say that.
If you knew how | hateto bedifferent!”

Her face had grown as sombre asatragic mask. Sheleaned
forward, clasping her kneein her thin hands, and looking away
from himinto remotedark distances.

“| want to get away fromitall,” sheinssted.

Hewaited amoment and cleared histhroat. “1 know. Mr.
Letterblair hastold me.”

“Ah?’

“That’sthe reason I’ ve come. He asked me to—you see
I’'minthefirm.”

Shelooked dightly surprised, and then her eyesbrightened.
“You mean you can manageit for me?| cantalk toyouinstead
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of Mr. Letterblair? Oh, that will be so much easier!”

Her tonetouched him, and hisconfidence grew with hissdlf-
satisfaction. He perceived that she had spoken of businessto
Beaufort smply to get rid of him; and to haverouted Beaufort
was something of atriumph.

“1 am heretotalk about it,” he repeated.

Shesat silent, her head till propped by thearm that rested
ontheback of thesofa. Her facel ooked paleand extinguished,
asif dimmed by therich red of her dress. She struck Archer,
of asudden, asapathetic and even pitiful figure.

“Now we recomingto hardfacts,” hethought, consciousin
himself of the same instinctive recoil that he had so often
criticisedin hismother and her contemporaries. How little prac-
ticehehad had in dealing with unusual situations! Their very
vocabulary wasunfamiliar to him, and seemed to belong to
fiction and the stage. In face of what was coming hefelt as
awkward and embarrassed asaboy.

After apause Madame Olenskabroke out with unexpected
vehemence: “| want to befree; | want towipeout al thepast.”

“I understand that.”

Her facewarmed. “ Thenyou' || hdlpme?’
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“First—" he hesitated—"perhaps| ought to know alittle
more.”

She seemed surprised. “ You know about my husband—my
lifewithhim?’

Hemadeasign of assent.

“Well—then—what moreisthere? Inthiscountry aresuch
thingstolerated? 1’ m a Protestant—our church doesnot for-
bid divorcein such cases.”

“Certainly not.”

They were both silent again, and Archer felt the spectre of
Count Olenski’ sl etter grimacing hideoudy betweenthem. The
letter filled only half a page, and wasjust what he had de-
scribed it to bein speaking of it to Mr. Letterblair: thevague
charge of an angry blackguard. But how much truth was be-
hind it?Only Count Olenski’swifecouldtell.

“I’velooked through the papersyou gaveto Mr. Letterblair,”
hesaid at length.

“Well—can there be anything more abominable?’

“No.”

Shechanged her position dightly, screening her eyeswith
her lifted hand.
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“Of courseyou know,” Archer continued, “that if your hus-
band choosesto fight the case—as hethreatensto—"

“Yes—7'

“He can say things—thingsthat might be unpl—might be
disagreeableto you: say them publicly, sothat they would get
about, and harm you even if—"

“If—7

“1 mean: no matter how unfounded they were.”

Shepaused for alonginterval; solong that, not wishing to
keep hiseyeson her shaded face, hehadtimetoimprintonhis
mind the exact shape of her other hand, the one on her knee,
and every detail of thethreeringson her fourth and fifthfin-
gers, among which, henoticed, awedding ring did not appear.

“What harm could such accusations, evenif he madethem
publicly, do mehere?’

Itwasonhislipstoexclam: “My poor child—far moreharm
than anywhere else!” Instead, he answered, in avoicethat
soundedin hisearslikeMr. Letterblair’s. “New York society
isavery small world compared with theoneyou’ velivedin.
Andit'sruled, in spiteof appearances, by afew peoplewith—
well, rather old-fashionedidess.”
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Shesaid nothing, and he continued: “ Our ideas about mar-
riageand divorceare particularly old-fashioned. Our legida-
tion favoursdivorce—our socia customsdon’t.”

“Never?’

“Well—not if thewoman, however injured, however irre-
proachable, has appearancesin theleast degree against her,
has exposed hersalf by any unconventional action to—to of -
fensveingnuations—"

Shedrooped her head alittlelower, and he waited again,
intensely hoping for aflash of indignation, or at least abrief cry
of denial. Nonecame.

A littletravelling clock ticked purringly at her elbow, anda
log brokeintwo and sent up ashower of sparks. Thewhole
hushed and brooding room seemed to bewaiting silently with
Archer.

“Yes,” shemurmured at length, “that’swhat my family tell
me”

Hewinced alittle. “It'snot unnatural—"

“Qur family,” she corrected herself; and Archer coloured.
“For you'll bemy cousin soon,” she continued gently.

“1 hopeso.”



EdithWharton

“Andyoutakether view?’

Hestood up at this, wandered acrosstheroom, stared with
void eyesat one of the pictures against the old red damask,
and came back irresolutely to her side. How could he say:
“Yes, if what your husband hintsistrue, or if you' venoway of
disprovingit?’

“Sincerely—" sheinterjected, ashewasabout to speak.

Helooked downintothefire. “ Sincerely, then—what should
you gain that would compensatefor the possibility—the cer-
tainty—of alot of beastly talk?’

“But my freedom—isthat nothing?’

It flashed acrosshim at that instant that the chargeinthe
|etter wastrue, and that she hoped to marry the partner of her
guilt. How washetotell her that, if sheredlly cherishedsucha
plan, thelawsof the Statewereinexorably opposedtoit? The
mere suspicion that thethought wasin her mind madehimfedl
harshly and impatiently toward her. “But aren’t you asfreeas
air asitis?’ hereturned. “Who cantouch you? Mr. Letterblair
tellsmethefinancia question hasbeen settled—"

“Oh, yes,” shesadindifferently.

“Well, then: isit worthwhileto risk what may beinfinitely
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disagreeabl e and painful ? Think of the newspapers—their
vileness! It'sall stupid and narrow and unjust—but onecan't
make over society.”

“No,” sheacquiesced; and her tonewas so faint and deso-
latethat hefelt asudden remorsefor hisown hard thoughts.

“Theindividua, insuch cases, isnearly alwayssacrificed to
what issupposed to bethe collectiveinterest: peoplecling to
any convention that keepsthefamily together—protectsthe
children, if thereareany,” herambled on, pouring out al the
stock phrasesthat roseto hislipsin hisintensedesireto cover
over theugly reality which her silence seemed to havelaid
bare. Since shewould not or could not say the oneword that
would haveclearedtheair, hiswishwasnot to let her fedl that
he was trying to probe into her secret. Better keep on the
surface, inthe prudent old New York way, than risk uncover-
ing awound he could not heal.

“1t’smy business, you know,” hewent on, “to helpyouto
see these things as the people who are fondest of you see
them. The Mingotts, the Wellands, the van der Luydens, all
your friendsand relations: if | didn’t show you honestly how
they judge such questions, it wouldn’t befair of me, wouldit?’
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Hespokeins stently, amost pleading with her in hiseagerness
to cover up that yawning silence.

Shesaiddowly: “No; it wouldn't befair.”

Thefire had crumbled down to greyness, and one of the
lamps madeagurgling appeal for attention. Madame Olenska
rose, wound it up and returned to thefire, but without resum-
ing her sedt.

Her remaining on her feet seemed to signify that therewas
nothing morefor either of themto say, and Archer stood up
adso.

“Very well; | will dowhat youwish,” shesaid abruptly. The
blood rushed to hisforehead; and, taken aback by the sud-
dennessof her surrender, he caught her two handsawkwardly
inhis

“l—I dowant to helpyou,” hesaid.

“You do help me. Good night, my cousin.”

Hebent and laid hislipson her hands, which were cold and
lifeless. Shedrew them away, and heturned to thedoor, found
hiscoat and hat under thefaint gas-light of thehall, and plunged
out into thewinter night bursting with the bel ated € oquence of
theinarticulate.

80

XI11.

IT wAs A crowDED hight at Wallack’ stheatre.

Theplay was* The Shaughraun,” with Dion Boucicaultinthe
titteroleand Harry Montagueand AdaDyasasthelovers. The
popularity of theadmirable English company wasat itsheight,
and the Shaughraun aways packed thehouse. Inthegd leries
theenthusasmwasunreserved; inthestallsand boxes, people
smiled alittleat the hackneyed sentimentsand clap-trap Situa-
tions, and enjoyed theplay asmuch asthegalleriesdid.

There was one episode, in particul ar, that held the house
fromfloor to ceiling. It wasthat in which Harry Montague,
after asad, almost monosyllabic scene of parting with Miss
Dyas, bade her good-bye, and turned to go. The actress, who
was standing near the mantel piece and looking downinto the
fire, woreagray cashmere dresswithout fashionableloopings
or trimmings, moulded to her tall figureand flowinginlong
lines about her feet. Around her neck was a narrow black
velvet ribbon with the endsfalling down her back.

When her wooer turned from her sherested her amsagaingt
the mantel-shelf and bowed her face in her hands. On the
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threshold he paused to look at her; then he stole back, lifted
oneof theendsof velvet ribbon, kissed it, and | eft theroom
without her hearing him or changing her attitude. And onthis
dlent partingthecurtainfell.

It was always for the sake of that particular scene that
Newland Archer went to see” The Shaughraun.” Hethought
the adieux of Montague and AdaDyasasfineasanything he
had ever seen Croisette and Bressant do in Paris, or Madge
Robertson and Kendal in London; initsreticence, itsdumb
sorrow, it moved him more than the most famous histrionic
outpourings.

Ontheeveningin questionthelittle sceneacquired an added
poignancy by reminding him—nhecould not have said why—
of hisleave-taking from Madame Olenskaafter their confi-
dential talk aweek or ten daysearlier.

It would have been asdifficult to discover any resemblance
between the two situati ons as between the appearance of the
persons concerned. Newland Archer could not pretend to
anything approaching theyoung English actor’ sromantic good
looks, and MissDyaswasatall red-haired woman of monu-
mental build whose paleand pleasantly ugly facewas utterly
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unlike Ellen Olenska' svivid countenance. Nor were Archer
and Madame Olenskatwo lovers parting in heart-broken si-
lence; they wereclient and lawyer separating after atalk which
had giventhelawyer theworst possibleimpressonof thedient’s
case. Wherein, then, lay theresembl ancethat madetheyoung
man’s heart beat with akind of retrospective excitement? It
seemed to bein Madame Olenska smysteriousfaculty of sug-
gesting tragic and moving possibilitiesoutsidethedaily run of
experience. She had hardly ever said aword to himto pro-
ducethisimpression, but it wasapart of her, either aprojec-
tion of her mysteriousand outlandish background or of some-
thing inherently dramatic, passionate and unusua in hersalf.
Archer had alwaysbeeninclined to think that chanceand cir-
cumstance played asmall part in shaping peopl € slotscom-
pared withtheir innatetendency to havethingshappentothem.
Thistendency he had felt from thefirstin Madame Olenska.
Thequiet, dmost passiveyoung woman struck him asexactly
thekind of person to whom thingswere bound to happen, no
matter how much she shrank from them and went out of her
way toavoidthem. Theexciting fact washer havinglivedinan
atmosphere so thick with dramathat her own tendency to pro-
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vokeit had apparently passed unperceived. It wasprecisely
the odd absence of surprisein her that gave him the sense of
her having been plucked out of avery maelstrom: thethings
shetook for granted gave the measure of those she had re-
belled againg.

Archer had left her with the conviction that Count Olenski’s
accusation was not unfounded. The mysterious person who
figuredinhiswife spast as*“the secretary” had probably not
been unrewarded for hissharein her escape. The conditions
from which she had fled wereintol erable, past speaking of,
past believing: shewasyoung, shewasfrightened, shewas
desperate—what morenatura than that she should begrateful
to her rescuer? The pity wasthat her gratitude put her, inthe
law’seyesand theworld's, onapar with her abominable hus-
band. Archer had made her understand this, ashewasbound
to do; he had al so made her understand that simplehearted
kindly New York, onwhoselarger charity shehad apparently
counted, was precisaly the place where she could least hope
forindulgence.

To haveto makethisfact plain to her—and to witness her
resigned acceptance of it—had beenintolerably painful tohim.
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Hefelt himself drawn to her by obscurefeelings of jeal ousy
and pity, asif her dumbly-confessed error had put her at his
mercy, humbling yet endearing her. Hewasglad it wasto him
shehad revea ed her secret, rather thanto the cold scrutiny of
Mr. Letterblair, or theembarrassed gaze of her family. Heim-
mediately took it upon himself to assure them both that she
had given up her ideaof seekingadivorce, basing her decison
on thefact that she had understood the usel essness of the pro-
ceeding; andwithinfiniterdief they had al turned their eyes
fromthe* unpleasantness’ she had spared them.

“| was sure Newland would manageit,” Mrs. Welland had
said proudly of her future son-in-law; and old Mrs. Mingott,
who had summoned him for aconfidentid interview, had con-
gratulated him on hiscleverness, and added impatiently: “ Silly
goose! | told her myself what nonsenseit was. Wanting to
pass herself off asEllen Mingott and an old maid, when she
hastheluck to beamarried woman and aCountess!”

Theseincidents had madethe memory of hislast talk with
Madame Olenskaso vivid to theyoung manthat asthecurtain
fell onthe parting of thetwo actorshiseyesfilled withtears,
and he stood up to leave thetheatre.
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In doing so, heturned to the side of the house behind him,
and saw the lady of whom he was thinking seated in abox
with the Beauforts, Lawrence L effertsand one or two other
men. He had not spoken with her alone sincetheir evening
together, and had tried to avoid being with her in company;
but now their eyesmet, and asMrs. Beaufort recognised him
at thesametime, and made her languid little gesture of invita-
tion, it wasimpossible not to go into the box.

Beaufort and L efferts made way for him, and after afew
wordswith Mrs. Beaufort, who aways preferred to ook beau-
tiful and not havetotalk, Archer seated himself behind Ma-
dame Olenska. There was no one else in the box but Mr.
Sillerton Jackson, who wastelling Mrs. Beaufort in aconfi-
dentia undertoneabout Mrs. Lemuel Struthers'slast Sunday
reception (where some peopl e reported that there had been
dancing). Under cover of thiscircumstantia narretive, towhich
Mrs. Beaufort listened with her perfect smile, and her head at
just theright angleto beseenin profilefromthestalls, Ma-
dame Olenskaturned and spokein alow voice.

“Doyouthink,” sheasked, glancing toward the stage, “ he
will send her abunch of yellow rosestomorrow morning?’
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Archer reddened, and hisheart gave aleap of surprise. He
had called only twice on Madame Olenska, and each timehe
had sent her abox of yellow roses, and each timewithout a
card. She had never beforemade any alusionto theflowers,
and he supposed she had never thought of him asthe sender.
Now her sudden recognition of thegift, and her associating it
with thetender leave-taking on the stage, filled himwith an
agitated pleasure.

“I wasthinking of that too—I wasgoing to leavethethestre
inorder to takethe pictureaway withme,” hesaid.

To hissurprise her colour rose, reluctantly and duskily. She
looked down at the mother-of-pearl opera-glass in her
smoothly gloved hands, and said, after apause: “What doyou
dowhileMay isaway?’

“1 stick tomy work,” heanswered, faintly annoyed by the
question.

In obedienceto along-established habit, the Wellandshad
|eft the previousweek for St. Augustine, where, out of regard
for the supposed susceptibility of Mr. Welland’ sbronchid tubes,
they always spent the latter part of thewinter. Mr. Welland
wasamild and silent man, with no opinions but with many
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habits. With these habitsnonemight interfere; and one of them
demanded that hiswife and daughter should alwaysgo with
him on hisannual journey to the south. To preserve an unbro-
ken domesticity wasessentia to hispeace of mind; hewould
not have known where hishair-brusheswere, or how to pro-
videstampsfor hisletters, if Mrs. Welland had not beenthere
totel him.

Asall themembersof thefamily adored each other, and as
Mr. Welland wasthe central object of their idolatry, it never
occurred to hiswifeand May to let him goto St. Augustine
alone; and hissons, who werebothin thelaw, and could not
leaveNew York during thewinter, dwaysjoined himfor Eas-
ter and travelled back with him.

It wasimpossiblefor Archer to discussthe necessity of May's
accompanying her father. Thereputation of theMingotts family
physicianwaslargely based on the attack of pneumoniawhich
Mr. Welland had never had; and hisinsistenceon St. August-
inewasthereforeinflexible. Originally, it had been intended
that May’ sengagement should not beannouncedtill her return
from Florida, and thefact that it had been made known sooner
could not be expected to alter Mr. Welland's plans. Archer
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would havelikedto join thetravellersand have afew weeks
of sunshine and boating with his betrothed; but hetoo was
bound by custom and conventions. Littlearduousashispro-
fessona dutieswere, hewould have been convicted of frivol-
ity by thewholeMingott clanif he had suggested asking for a
holiday in mid-winter; and he accepted May’ sdeparturewith
the resignation which he perceived would have to be one of
theprincipd congtituentsof marriedlife.

He was conscious that Madame Olenskawas looking at
himunder loweredlids. “I have donewhat you wished—what
you advised,” shesaid abruptly.

“Ah—I’mglad,” hereturned, embarrassed by her broach-
ing the subject at suchamoment.

“1 understand—that you wereright,” shewent on alittle
bregthlesdy; “but sometimeslifeisdifficult ... perplexing...”

“I know.”

“And | wantedtotell youthat | do feel youwereright; and
that I’'m grateful toyou,” she ended, lifting her opera-glass
quickly to her eyes as the door of the box opened and
Beaufort’ sresonant voice brokein on them.

Archer stood up, and | eft the box and the theatre.
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Only the day before he had received a letter from May
Waelland inwhich, with characteristic candour, she had asked
himto“bekindto Ellen” intheir absence. “ Shelikesyou and
admires you so much—and you know, though she doesn’t
show it, she' sl very londly and unhappy. | don’t think Granny
understandsher, or uncle Lovell Mingott either; they really
think she'smuch worldlier and fonder of society than sheis.
And | can quite see that New York must seem dull to her,
though thefamily won't admit it. | think she'sbeenusedtolots
of thingswe haven't got; wonderful music, and pictureshows,
and cel ebrities—artistsand authorsand al the clever people
youadmire. Granny can’t understand her wanting anything but
lotsof dinnersand clothes—but | can seethat you' realmost
theonly personin New York who can talk to her about what
sheredlly caresfor.”

Hiswise May—how he had loved her for that letter! But he
had not meant to act onit; hewastoo busy, to beginwith, and
hedid not care, asan engaged man, to play too conspicuously
the part of Madame Olenska schampion. Hehad anideathat
sheknew how to take care of herself agood deal better than
theingenuous May imagined. She had Beaufort at her feet,
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Mr. van der Luyden hovering above her likeaprotecting de-
ity, and any number of candidates (Lawrence L effertsamong
them) waiting their opportunity inthemiddledistance. Yet he
never saw her, or exchanged aword with her, without fegling
that, after al, May’singenuousnessamost amounted to agift
of divination. Ellen Olenskawas|onely and shewas unhappy.

XIV.

AsHE caME ouT into thelobby Archer ran acrosshisfriend
Ned Winsett, theonly oneamong what Janey called his*“ clever
people’” withwhom he cared to probeinto thingsalittle degper
thantheaveragelevel of club and chop-house banter.

Hehad caught sight, acrossthe house, of Winsett’s shabby
round-shouldered back, and had once noticed hiseyesturned
toward the Beaufort box. The two men shook hands, and
Winsett proposed abock at alittle German restaurant around
the corner. Archer, who was not in themood for the kind of
talk they werelikely to get there, declined onthe pleathat he
had work to do at home; and Winsett said: “Oh, well so have
| for that matter, and I’ | bethe Industrious A pprenticetoo.”
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They strolled along together, and presently Winsett said:
“Look here, what I’ mredly after isthe name of the dark lady
inthat swell box of yours—with the Beauforts, wasn’t she?
Theoneyour friend L efferts seemsso smitten by.”

Archer, he could not have said why, was dightly annoyed.
What the devil did Ned Winsett want with Ellen Olenska's
name? And aboveall, why did hecoupleit with Lefferts s? It
was unlike Winsett to manifest such curiosity; but after all,
Archer remembered, hewasajournalist.

“It'snot for aninterview, | hope?’ helaughed.

“Well—not for the press; just for myself,” Winsett rgjoined.
“Thefact isshe' saneighbour of mine—queer quarter for
such abeauty to settlein—and she’sbeen awfully kind to
my little boy, who fell down her areachasing hiskitten, and
gave himsalf anasty cut. Sherushed in bareheaded, carrying
himin her arms, with hiskneeall beautifully bandaged, and
was so sympathetic and beautiful that my wifewastoo dazzled
to ask her name.”

A pleasant glow dilated Archer’sheart. Therewasnothing
extraordinary inthetade: any womanwould havedoneasmuch
for aneighbour’schild. But it wasjust like Ellen, hefelt, to
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haverushed in bareheaded, carrying the boy in her arms, and
to have dazzled poor Mrs. Winsett into forgetting to ask who
shewas.

“That isthe Countess Olenska—agranddaughter of old Mrs.
Mingott's.”

“Whew—aCountess!” whistled Ned Winsett. “Well, | didn’t
know Countesseswere so neighbourly. Mingottsain’'t.”

“They would be, if you' dlet them.”

“Ah, well—" [t wastheir old interminableargument asto the
obstinate unwillingness of the* clever peopl€e” to frequent the
fashionable, and both men knew that therewasno usein pro-
longingit.

“I wonder,” Winsett broke off, “how a Countess happensto
liveinour dum?’

“Because shedoesn’t care ahang about where shelives—
or about any of our littlesocia sgn-posts,” said Archer, witha
secret pridein hisown picture of her.

“H’m—beeninbigger places, | suppose,” the other com-
mented. “Well, here’'smy corner.”

Hedouched off across Broadway, and Archer stood |ook-
ing after him and musing on hislast words.
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Ned Winsett had thoseflashes of penetration; they werethe
most interesting thing about him, and always made Archer
wonder why they had alowed him to accept failureso stolidly
at anagewhen most menaredtill struggling.

Archer had known that Winsett had awifeand child, but he
had never seen them. Thetwo men awaysmet at the Century,
or at some haunt of journalistsand theatrical people, suchas
the restaurant where Winsett had proposed to go for abock.
He had given Archer to understand that hiswifewasanin-
valid; which might betrue of the poor lady, or might merely
mean that shewaslackinginsocia giftsor inevening clothes,
or in both. Winsett himself had asavage abhorrence of social
observances. Archer, who dressed in the evening because he
thought it cleaner and more comfortableto do so, and who
had never stopped to consider that cleanlinessand comfort
aretwo of the costliest itemsin amodest budget, regarded
Winsett'sattitude aspart of theboring “Bohemian” posethat
always made fashionabl e people, who changed their clothes
without talking about it, and were not forever harping onthe
number of servantsone kept, seem so much simpler and less
self-consciousthan the others. Neverthel ess, hewasaways
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stimulated by Winsett, and whenever he caught sight of the
journalist’slean bearded face and melancholy eyeshewould
rout him out of hiscorner and carry him off for alongtalk.
Winsett was not ajournalist by choice. Hewasapureman
of letters, untimely borninaworld that had no need of |etters;
but after publishing onevolumeof brief and exquisiteliterary
appreciations, of which one hundred and twenty copieswere
sold, thirty given away, and the balance eventually destroyed
by the publishers (as per contract) to make room for more
marketable material, he had abandoned hisreal calling, and
taken asub-editorial job on awomen’sweekly, wherefash-
ion-plates and paper patternsaternated with New England
love-storiesand advertisements of temperancedrinks.
Onthesubject of “Hearth-fires’ (asthe paper wascalled)
hewasinexhaustibly entertaining; but beneath hisfun lurked
the sterilebitterness of thestill young man who hastried and
givenup. Hisconversation alwaysmade Archer takethe mea
aureof hisownlife, andfed how littleit contained; but Winsett's,
after dl, contained till less, and though their common fund of
intellectual interestsand curiositiesmadether talksexhilarat-
ing, their exchange of viewsusualy remained withinthelimits
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of apengvedilettantism.

“Thefactis, lifeisn'tmuch afit for either of us,” Winsett had
oncesaid. “1’m down and out; nothing to be done about it.
I’ ve got only onewareto produce, and there’sno market for
it here, and won’t bein my time. But you' refreeand you're
well-off. Why don’t you get into touch? There sonly oneway
todoit: togointo politics.”

Archer threw hishead back and laughed. Thereone saw at
aflash the unbridgeabl e difference between men like Winsett
andtheothers—Archer’ skind. Every oneinpolitecirclesknew
that, in America, “agentleman couldn’'t gointo politics.” But,
since he could hardly put it in that way to Winsett, he an-
swered evasively: “L ook at the career of thehonest manin
American politics! They don’'t want us.”

“Whao's they’ ?Why don’t you dl get together and be "they’
yoursaves?’

Archer’slaughlingered on hislipsinadightly condescend-
ing smile. It was usdlessto prolong the di scussion: everybody
knew themeancholy fate of thefew gentlemenwho had risked
their cleanlineninmunicipa or satepoliticsinNew York. The
day waspast when that sort of thing was possible: the country
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wasin possession of the bosses and the emigrant, and decent
people had tofall back on sport or culture.

“Culture! Yes—if wehadit! But therearejust afew little
local patches, dying out hereand therefor lack of—well, hoe-
ing and cross-fertilising: thelast remnantsof the old European
tradition that your forebearsbrought withthem. But you'rein
apitiful littteminority: you’ vegot no centre, no competition, no
audience. You'relikethe picturesonthewalls of adeserted
house: “ThePortrait of aGentleman.” You’ || never amount to
anything, any of you, till you roll up your deevesand get right
down into the muck. That, or emigrate ... God! If | could
emigrate...”

Archer mentaly shrugged hisshouldersand turned the con-
versation back to books, whereWinsett, if uncertain, wasal-
waysinteresting. Emigrate! Asif agentleman could abandon
hisown country! One could no more do that than one could
roll up one’ sdeevesand go downinto themuck. A gentleman
smply stayed at home and abstained. But you couldn’t make
aman like Winsett seethat; and that waswhy the New York
of literary clubsand exotic restaurants, though afirst shake
made it seem more of akaleidoscope, turned out, intheend,
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to beasmaller box, with amore monotonouspattern, thanthe
assembled atomsof Fifth Avenue.

THE NEXT MORNING Archer scoured thetowninvain for more
yellow roses. In consequence of thissearch hearrived late at
theoffice, perceived that hisdoing so madeno differencewhat-
ever to any one, and wasfilled with sudden exasperation at
theelaboratefutility of hislife. Why should he not be, at that
moment, on the sands of St. Augustinewith May Welland?
No onewasdeceived by hispretense of professional activity.
Inold-fashioned legal firmslikethat of which Mr. Letterblair
wasthe head, and which were mainly engaged inthe manage-
ment of large estatesand “ conservative” investments, there
wereawaystwo or threeyoung men, fairly well-off, and with-
out professional ambition, who, for acertain number of hours
of each day, sat at their desksaccomplishing trivial tasks, or
smply reading the newspapers. Though it was supposed to be
proper for them to have an occupetion, the crudefact of money-
making wasstill regarded asderogatory, and thelaw, being a
profession, was accounted amore gentlemanly pursuit than
business. But none of these young men had much hope of
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really advancing in hisprofession, or any earnest desireto do
s0; and over many of them thegreen mould of the perfunctory
wasalready perceptibly spreading.

It made Archer shiver to think that it might be spreading
over himtoo. He had, to besure, other tastesand interests; he
spent hisvacationsin Europeantravel, cultivated the” clever
people’ May spokeof, and generally tried to“keep up,” ashe
had somewhat wistfully put it to Madame Olenska. But once
hewas married, what would become of thisnarrow margin of
lifeinwhich hisreal experienceswerelived?He had seen
enough of other young men who had dreamed his dream,
though perhapslessardently, and who had gradudly sunk into
theplacid and luxuriousroutine of their elders.

From the office he sent a note by messenger to Madame
Olenska, asking if hemight call that afternoon, and begging
her tolet himfind areply at hisclub; but at the club hefound
nothing, nor did hereceiveany letter thefollowing day. This
unexpected silence mortified him beyond reason, and though
the next morning he saw agloriouscluster of yellow roses
behind aflorist’swindow-pane, heleft it there. It wasonly on
thethird morning that hereceived alineby post fromthe Count-
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essOlenska. To hissurpriseit wasdated from Skuytercliff,
whither thevan der Luydenshad prompitly retreated after put-
ting the Duke on board hissteamer.

“l ranaway,” thewriter began abruptly (without the usual
preliminaries), “theday after | saw you at the play, and these
kind friends havetaken mein. | wanted to be quiet, and think
thingsover. Youwererightintelling mehow kind they were; |
feel myself so safe here. | wish that you werewith us.” She
endedwithaconventiona “ Yourssincerdly,” and without any
alusiontothedateof her return.

Thetone of the note surprised the young man. What was
Madame Olenskarunning away from, and why did shefeel
the need to be safe? Hisfirst thought was of somedark men-
acefrom abroad; then hereflected that he did not know her
epistolary style, and that it might run to picturesque exaggera-
tion. Women always exaggerated; and moreover shewasnot
wholly at her easein English, which she often spokeasif she
weretrandating from the French. “ Je me suisevadee—" put
inthat way, the opening sentenceimmediately suggested that
shemight merely have wanted to escapefrom aboring round
of engagements, whichwasvery likely true, for hejudged her
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to be capricious, and easily wearied of the pleasure of the
moment.

It amused himto think of thevan der Luydens' having car-
ried her off to Skuytercliff on asecond visit, and thistimefor
anindefinite period. Thedoorsof Skuytercliff wererarely and
grudgingly opened to visitors, and achilly week-end wasthe
most ever offered to thefew thusprivileged. But Archer had
seen, on hislast visit to Paris, thedeliciousplay of Labiche,
“Le Voyage de M. Perrichon,” and he remembered M.
Perrichon’sdogged and undiscouraged attachment to theyoung
manwhom hehad pulled out of theglacier. Thevan der Luydens
had rescued Madame Ol enskafrom adoom almost asicy;
and though therewere many other reasonsfor being attracted
to her, Archer knew that beneath them all lay the gentleand
obstinate determination to go on rescuing her.

Hefelt adistinct disappointment on learning that shewas
away; and almost immediately remembered that, only theday
before, he had refused an invitation to spend the following
Sunday withthe Reggie Chiversesat their house onthe Hudson,
afew milesbe ow Skuytercliff.

Hehad had hisfill long ago of the noisy friendly partiesat



EdithWharton

Highbank, with coasting, i ce-boating, deighing, long trampsin
thesnow, and agenera flavour of mildflirtingand milder prac-
tical jokes. Hehad just received abox of new booksfromhis
L ondon book-sdller, and had preferred the prospect of aquiet
Sunday at homewith hisspoils. But he now went into the club
writing-room, wrote ahurried telegram, and told the servant
to senditimmediately. Heknew that Mrs. Reggiedidn’t ob-
jectto her visitors' suddenly changing their minds, and that
therewasawaysaroomto sparein her elastic house.

XV.

NewLAND ARcHER atived at the Chiverses' on Friday evening,
and on Saturday went conscientioudly through dl theritesap-
pertaining to aweek-end at Highbank.

Inthemorning he had aspinintheice-boat with hishostess
and afew of the hardier guests, inthe afternoon he“went over
thefarm” with Reggie, andlistened, inthedaborately appointed
gtables, tolong and impressivedisquisitionsonthehorse; after
teahetalked inacorner of thefirelit hall withayoung lady
who had professed herself broken-hearted when hisengage-
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ment was announced, but was now eager to tell him of her
ownmeatrimonia hopes; andfinaly, about midnight, heass sted
inputting agold-fishinonevisitor’sbed, dressed up aburglar
inthe bath-room of anervousaunt, and saw inthesmall hours
by joininginapillow-fight that ranged from the nurseriesto the
basement. But on Sunday after luncheon he borrowed acut-
ter, and drove over to Skuytercliff.

People had always been told that the house at Skuytercliff
wasan Italian villa. Those who had never beento Italy be-
lieved it; so did somewho had. The house had been built by
Mr. vander Luydenin hisyouth, on hisreturnfromthe* grand
tour,” andinanticipation of hisapproaching marriagewith Miss
L ouisaDagonet. It wasalarge square wooden structure, with
tongued and grooved walls painted pale green and white, a
Corinthian portico, and fluted pil asters between thewindows.
From the high ground on whichit stood a series of terraces
bordered by balustrades and urns descended in the steel -en-
gravingstyletoasmall irregular lakewith an agphdt edgeover-
hung by rare weeping conifers. To theright and |eft, thefa-
mousweedlesslawns studded with * specimen” trees (each of
adifferent variety) rolled away tolong rangesof grasscrested
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with elaborate cast-iron ornaments; and bel ow, in ahollow,
lay thefour-roomed stone house which thefirst Patroon had
built ontheland granted himin 1612.

Against the uniform sheet of snow and the greyish winter
sky theltdianvillaloomed uprather grimly; eveninsummer it
kept itsdistance, and the boldest col eus bed had never ven-
tured nearer than thirty feet fromitsawful front. Now, asAr-
cher rang the bell, thelong tinkle seemed to echo through a
mausol eumn; and the surprise of the butler who at length re-
sponded to the call wasas great asthough he had been sum-
moned from hisfina deep.

Happily Archer was of thefamily, and therefore, irregular
though hisarrival was, entitled to beinformed that the Count-
ess Olenskawasout, having driven to afternoon servicewith
Mrs. van der Luyden exactly three quartersof an hour earlier.

“Mr. vander Luyden,” thebutler continued, “isin, sir; but
my impressionisthat heiseither finishing hisnap or el seread-
ingyesterday’sEvening Post. | heard him say, Sir, on hisreturn
from church thismorning, that heintended tolook throughthe
Evening Post after luncheon; if youlike, sir, | might gotothe
library door and listen—"
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But Archer, thanking him, said that hewould go and meet
theladies; and the butler, obvioudly relieved, closed the door
onhimmgegticaly.

A groomtook the cutter to the stables, and Archer struck
through the park to the high-road. Thevillage of Skuytercliff
wasonly amileand ahalf away, but heknew that Mrs. van
der Luyden never walked, and that he must keep to theroad
to meet the carriage. Presently, however, coming down afoot-
path that crossed the highway, he caught sight of adight figure
inared cloak, with abig dog running ahead. He hurried for-
ward, and Madame Olenska stopped short with a smile of
welcome.

“Ah, you' vecome!” shesaid, and drew her hand from her
muff.

Thered cloak made her look gay and vivid, likethe Ellen
Mingott of old days; and helaughed ashetook her hand, and
answered: “| cameto seewhat you wererunning away from.”

Her face clouded over, but she answered: “ Ah, well—you
will see, presently.”

Theanswer puzzled him. “Why—do you mean that you' ve
been overtaken?’



EdithWharton

She shrugged her shoulders, with alittle movement like
Nastasia's, and rgoined in alighter tone: “ Shall wewalk on?
I’ m so cold after the sermon. And what doesit matter, now
you'rehereto protect me?’

Theblood roseto histemplesand he caught afold of her
cloak. “Ellen—what isit?You must tell me.”

“Oh, presently—Iet’srun aracefirst: my feet arefreezingto
theground,” she cried; and gathering up the cloak shefled
away acrossthe snow, the dog |eaping about her with chal-
lenging barks. For amoment Archer stood watching, hisgaze
delighted by theflash of thered meteor against the snow; then
he started after her, and they met, panting and laughing, at a
wicket that led into the park.

Shelooked up at himand smiled. “1 knew you' d come!”

“That showsyouwanted meto,” hereturned, with adispro-
portionatejoy intheir nonsense. Thewhiteglitter of thetrees
filledtheair with itsown mysterious brightness, and asthey
walked on over the snow the ground seemed to sing under
their feet.

“Wheredid you comefrom?’ Madame Olenskaasked.

Hetold her, and added: “ It was because| got your note.”
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After apause shesaid, with ajust perceptible chill in her
voice: “May asked youto take care of me.”

“I didn’t need any asking.”

“You mean—I’ m so evidently helpless and defencel ess?
What a poor thing you must all think me! But women here
seem not—seem never to feel the need: any more than the
blessed in heaven.”

Helowered hisvoiceto ask: “What sort of aneed?’

“Ah, don’'t ask me! | don’t speak your language,” shere-
torted petulantly.

Theanswer smotehim likeablow, and hestood still inthe
path, looking down t her.

“What did | comefor, if | don’t speak yours?’

“Oh, my friend—!" Shelaid her handlightly on hisarm, and
he pleaded earnestly: * Ellen—why won’t you tell mewhat's
happened?’

Sheshrugged again. “ Doesanything ever happenin heaven?’

Hewassilent, and they walked on afew yardswithout ex-
changingaword. Findly shesaid: “1 will tell you—but where,
where, where? One can't bealonefor aminutein that great
seminary of ahouse, with all the doorswide open, and always
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aservant bringing tea, or alog for thefire, or the newspaper!
| sthere nowherein an American housewhere one may be by
one'sself?You' reso shy, and yet you' reso public. | always
fed asif | wereinthe convent again—or onthe stage, before
adreadfully polite audiencethat never applauds.”

“Ah,youdon'tlikeus!” Archer exclaimed.

They werewa king past the house of theold Patroon, withits
squat walsand smd| squarewindowscompactly grouped about
acentra chimney. The shuttersstood wide, and through one of
the newly-washed windowsArcher caught thelight of afire.

“Why—thehouseisopen!” hesaid.

Shestood still. “No; only for today, at least. | wanted to see
it, and Mr. van der Luyden had thefirelit and thewindows
opened, so that we might stop there on the way back from
churchthismorning.” Sheran up the stepsand tried thedoor.
“It’sstill unlocked—what luck! Comein and wecan havea
quiet talk. Mrs. van der Luyden hasdriven over to seeher old
auntsat Rhinebeck and we shan’t be missed at the housefor
another hour.”

Hefollowed her into the narrow passage. Hisspirits, which
had dropped at her last words, rose with anirrational leap.
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The homely little house stood there, its panels and brasses
shininginthefirdight, asif magically crested to receivethem.
A big bed of embersstill gleamed in thekitchen chimney, un-
der aniron pot hung from an ancient crane. Rush-bottomed
arm-chairsfaced each other acrossthetiled hearth, and rows
of Delft plates stood on shelves against the walls. Archer
stooped over and threw alog upon the embers.

Madame Olenska, dropping her cloak, sat downinoneof the
chairs. Archer leaned against the chimney and looked at her.

“You’ relaughing now; but when you wrote meyou were
unhappy,” hesaid.

“Yes.” Shepaused. “But | can't feel unhappy whenyou're
here”

“I sha'n’t beherelong,” hergoined, hislipsstiffening with
theeffort to say just so much and no more.

“No; | know. But I’mimprovident: | liveinthemoment when
I”'m happy.”

Thewordsstolethrough him likeatemptation, and to close
his sensesto it he moved away from the hearth and stood
gazing out at the black tree-bolesagainst the snow. But it was
asif shetoo had shifted her place, and he still saw her, be-
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tween himself and thetrees, drooping over thefirewith her
indolent smile. Archer’sheart wasbeating insubordinately.
What if it werefrom him that she had been running away, and
if shehad waited totell him so till they were here aloneto-
gether inthissecret room?

“Ellen,if I'mredly ahdptoyou—if youredly wanted meto
come—tell mewhat’ swrong, tell mewhat itisyou’ rerunning
away from,” heingsted.

He spoke without shifting hisposition, without eventurning
tolook at her: if thething wasto happen, it wasto happenin
thisway, with thewholewidth of theroom between them, and
hiseyesdtill fixed onthe outer snow.

For along moment shewassilent; and in that moment Ar-
cher imagined her, dmost heard her, stealing up behind himto
throw her light armsabout hisneck. Whilehewaited, soul and
body throbbing with the miracleto come, hiseyes mechani-
caly received theimage of aheavily-coated manwith hisfur
callar turned up who wasadvancing a ong the path to the house.
ThemanwasJuliusBeaufort.

“Ah—!" Archer cried, bursting into alaugh.

Madame Olenska had sprung up and moved to his side,
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dipping her hand into his; but after aglancethrough thewin-
dow her face paled and she shrank back.

“Sothat wasit?’ Archer said derisively.

“I didn’'t know hewashere,” Madame Olenskamurmured.
Her hand still clungto Archer’s; but hedrew away from her,
and walking out into the passage threw open the door of the
house.

“Hallo, Beaufort—thisway! Madame Ol enskawas expect-
ingyou,” hesaid.

DuRING His JOURNEY back to New York the next morning, Ar-
cher relived with afatiguing vividness hislast moments at
Skuyterdiff.

Beaufort, though clearly annoyed at finding himwith Ma-
dame Olenska, had, asusual, carried off the situation high-
handedly. Hisway of ignoring people whose presenceincon-
venienced himactudly gavethem, if they weresengtivetoit, a
feeling of invisibility, of nonexistence. Archer, asthethree
strolled back through the park, was aware of thisodd sense of
disembodiment; and humbling asit wasto hisvanity it gave
him the ghostly advantage of observing unobserved.
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Beaufort had entered thelittlehousewith hisusud easy assur-
ance, but hecould not smileaway thevertica linebetween his
eyes. Itwasfairly clear that Madame Olenskahad not known
that he was coming, though her wordsto Archer had hinted at
thepossbility; at any rate, she had evidently not told himwhere
shewasgoing when sheleft New York, and her unexplained
departure had exasperated him. The ostensiblereason of his
gppearancewasthediscovery, thevery night before, of a“ per-
fect littlehouse,” not inthe market, which wasredlly just the
thing for her, but would be snapped up instantly if shedidn’t
takeit; and hewasloudin mock-reproachesfor the dance she
had led himinrunning away just ashehad foundit.

“If only thisnew dodgefor talking along awire had beena
littlebit nearer perfection | might havetoldyoudl thisfromtown,
and been toasting my toesbeforethe club fireat thisminute,
instead of tramping after you through thesnow,” hegrumbled,
disguising ared irritation under the pretenceof it; and at this
opening Madame Olenskatwisted thetalk away to thefantagtic
possibility that they might oneday actualy conversewith each
other from street to Street, or even—incredibledream!—from
onetowntoanother. Thisstruck fromal threedlusonsto Edgar

96

Poeand JulesVerne, and such platitudesasnaturdly risetothe
lipsof themogt intdlligent whenthey aretalking againgt time, and
dedingwithanew inventioninwhichit would seemingenuous
to believetoo soon; and the question of thetelephone carried
them safely back to the big house.

Mrs. vander Luyden had not yet returned; and Archer took
hisleave and walked off to fetch the cutter, while Beaufort
followed the Countess Olenskaindoors. It was probable that,
little asthe van der L uydensencouraged unannounced visits,
he could count on being asked to dine, and sent back to the
station to catch the nine o’ clock train; but morethan that he
would certainly not get, for it would beinconceivableto his
hoststhat agentleman travelling without luggage should wish
to spend the night, and distasteful to them to proposeittoa
person withwhomthey wereontermsof such limited cordia-
ity asBeaufort.

Beaufort knew all this, and must haveforeseenit; and his
takingthelongjourney for so smal areward gavethe measure
of hisimpatience. Hewasundeniably in pursuit of the Count-
ess Olenska; and Beaufort had only oneobjectinviewinhis
pursuit of pretty women. Hisdull and childlesshomehad long
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sincepalled on him; andin addition to more permanent conso-
lationshewasawaysin quest of amorousadventuresin his
own s&t. Thiswasthe man fromwhom Madame Olenskawas
avowedly flying: the question waswhether she had fled be-
cause hisimportunities displeased her, or because shedid not
wholly trust herself toresist them; unless, indeed, al her talk of
flight had been ablind, and her departure no morethan ama-
noeuvre.

Archer did not realy believethis. Littleashe had actually
seen of Madame Olenska, he was beginning to think that he
could read her face, andif not her face, her voice; and both
had betrayed annoyance, and even dismay, at Beaufort’ssud-
den appearance. But, after dl, if thiswerethe case, wasit not
worsethan if shehad left New York for the express purpose
of meeting him? If she had done that, she ceased to be an
object of interest, shethrew in her lot with the vulgarest of
dissemblers: awoman engaged in aloveaffair with Beaufort
“classed” hersdf irretrievably.

No, it wasworseathousand timesif, judging Beaufort, and
probably despising him, shewasyet drawnto him by al that
gave him an advantage over the other men about her: hishabit
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of two continentsand two societies, hisfamiliar association
with artistsand actorsand peoplegenerally intheworld’seye,
and his careless contempt for local prejudices. Beaufort was
vulgar, hewas uneducated, he was purse-proud; but thecir-
cumstancesof hislife, and acertain native shrewdness, made
him better worth talking to than many men, morally and so-
cialy hisbetters, whose horizon wasbounded by the Battery
and the Central Park. How should any one coming from a
wider world not feel the difference and be attracted by it?

Madame Olenska, inaburst of irritation, had said to Archer
that heand shedid not talk the samelanguage; and theyoung
man knew that in some respectsthiswastrue. But Beaufort
understood every turn of her diaect, and spokeit fluently: his
view of life, histone, hisattitude, were merely acoarser re-
flection of thoserevealed in Count Olenski’sletter. Thismight
seemto beto hisdisadvantage with Count Olenski’swife; but
Archer wastoo intelligent to think that ayoung woman like
Ellen Olenskawould necessarily recoil from everything that
reminded her of her past. Shemight believeherself wholly in
revolt against it; but what had charmed her init would still
charm her, even though it were against her will.
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Thus, withapainful impartidity, did theyoung man makeout
thecasefor Beaufort, and for Beaufort’svictim. A longing to
enlighten her wasstrong in him; and thereweremomentswhen
heimagined that all she asked wasto beenlightened.

That evening heunpacked hisbooksfrom London. The box
wasfull of things he had been waiting for impatiently; anew
volumeof Herbert Spencer, another collection of theprolific
Alphonse Daudet’s brilliant tales, and a novel called
“Middlemarch,” astowhichtherehad lately been interesting
thingssaidinthereviews. Hehad declined threedinner invita:
tionsin favour of thisfeast; but though he turned the pages
withthe sensuousjoy of the book-lover, hedid not know what
hewasreading, and one book after another dropped from his
hand. Suddenly, among them, helitonasmall volumeof verse
which he had ordered because the name had attracted him:
“TheHouseof Life.” Hetook it up, and found himsef plunged
inan atmosphereunlikeany he had ever breasthed in books; so
warm, sorich, and yet soineffably tender, that it gaveanew
and haunting beauty to the most elementary of human pas-
sons. All through thenight he pursued through thoseenchanted
pagesthevison of awomanwho had theface of Ellen Olenska;
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but when he woke the next morning, and looked out at the
brownstone houses acrossthe street, and thought of hisdesk
inMr. Letterblair’soffice, and thefamily pew in Grace Church,
hishour inthe park of Skuytercliff becameasfar outsidethe
paleof probability asthevisonsof thenight.

“Mercy, how paleyou look, Newland!” Janey commented
over the coffee-cups at breakfast; and his mother added:
“Newland, dear, I’ venoticed lately that you’ ve been cough-
ing; | do hopeyou’ re not letting yourself be overworked?”
For it wasthe conviction of both |adiesthat, under theiron
despotismof hissenior partners, theyoung man’slifewas spent
inthemost exhausting professiona labours—and hehad never
thought it necessary to undeceive them.

Thenext two or three daysdragged by heavily. Thetaste of
theusual waslike cindersin hismouth, and thereweremo-
mentswhen hefelt asif hewerebeing buried alive under his
future. He heard nothing of the Countess Olenska, or of the
perfect little house, and though he met Beaufort at the club
they merely nodded at each other acrossthewhist-tables. It
wasnot till thefourth evening that hefound anoteawaitinghim
on hisreturn home. “ Comelatetomorrow: | must explainto
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you. Ellen.” Theseweretheonly wordsit contained.

Theyoung man, who wasdining out, thrust the noteinto his
pocket, smiling alittleat the Frenchnessof the“toyou.” After
dinner hewent to aplay; and it wasnot until hisreturn home,
after midnight, that he drew Madame Olenska s missive out
again and re-read it slowly anumber of times. There were
severd waysof answering it, and hegave cons derablethought
to each one during the watches of an agitated night. That on
which, when morning came, hefinally decided wasto pitch
some clothesinto aportmanteau and jump on board a boat
that wasleaving that very afternoonfor St. Augustine.

XVI.

WHEN ARCHER WALKED down the sandy main street of St. Au-
gustineto the housewhich had been pointed out to himas Mr.
WEelland's, and saw May Welland standing under amagnolia
with thesunin her hair, hewondered why he had waited so
long to come.

Herewasthetruth, herewasreality, herewasthelifethat
bel onged to him; and he, who fancied himself so scornful of
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arbitrary restraints, had been afraid to break away from his
desk because of what people might think of hisstealing ahoali-
day!

Her first exclamation was:. “ Newland—has anything hap-
pened?’ and it occurred to him that it would have been more
“feminine” if shehad instantly read in hiseyeswhy he had
come. But when he answered: “ Yes—I found | had to see
you,” her happy blushestook the chill from her surprise, and
he saw how easily hewould beforgiven, and how soon even
Mr. Letterblair’smild disapprova would besmiled away by a
tolerant family.

Early asit was, the main street was no place for any but
formal greetings, and Archer longed to be alonewith May,
and to pour out all histendernessand hisimpatience. It still
lacked an hour to thelate Welland breskfast-time, and instead
of asking him to comein she proposed that they should walk
out to an old orange-garden beyond the town. She had just
been for arow on theriver, and the sun that netted thelittle
waves with gold seemed to have caught her in its meshes.
Acrossthewarm brown of her cheek her blown hair glittered
likesilver wire; and her eyestoo looked lighter, dmost palein
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their youthful limpidity. Asshewaked beside Archer with her
long swinging gait her faceworethevacant serenity of ayoung
marbleathlete.

To Archer’sstrained nervesthe vision was as soothing as
thesight of thebluesky andthelazy river. They sat downona
bench under the orange-trees and he put hisarm about her
and kissed her. It waslike drinking at acold spring with the
sunonit; but hispressure may have been morevehement than
he had intended, for the blood rose to her face and she drew
back asif he had startled her.

“What isit?’ heasked, smiling; and shelooked at himwith
surprise, and answered: “Nothing.”

A dight embarrassment fell on them, and her hand dipped
out of his. It wasthe only timethat he had kissed her onthe
lipsexcept for their fugitiveembraceinthe Beaufort conserva:
tory, and he saw that shewas disturbed, and shaken out of her
cool boyish composure.

“Tell mewhat youdo all day,” hesaid, crossing hisarms
under histilted-back head, and pushing his hat forward to
screenthe sun-dazzle. Tolet her talk about familiar and smple
thingswasthe easiest way of carrying on hisown independent

train of thought; and he sat listening to her smplechronicleof
swimming, sailing andriding, varied by an occasiond danceat
the primitiveinnwhen aman-of-war camein. A few pleasant
peoplefrom Philadel phiaand Baltimorewere picknicking at
theinn, and the Selfridge Merrys had come down for three
weeks because Kate Merry had had bronchitis. They were
planning to lay out alawn tenniscourt onthe sands; but noone
but Kate and May had racquets, and most of the people had
not even heard of thegame.

All thiskept her very busy, and she had not had timeto do
morethan look at thelittle vellum book that Archer had sent
her theweek before (the* Sonnetsfrom the Portuguese”); but
shewaslearning by heart “How they brought the Good News
from Ghent to Aix,” becauseit was one of thefirst thingshe
had ever read to her; and it amused her to be abletotell him
that Kate Merry had never even heard of apoet called Robert
Browning.

Presently shestarted up, exclaiming that they would belate
for breakfast; and they hurried back to thetumble-down house
withitspointlessporch and unpruned hedge of plumbago and
pink geraniumswheretheWd landswereinga led for thewin-

100



EdithWharton

ter. Mr. Welland’ s sensitive domesticity shrank fromthedis-
comfortsof the dovenly southern hotel, and at immense ex-
pense, and in face of almost insuperable difficulties, Mrs.
WEelland wasobliged, year after year, toimprovise an estab-
lishment partly made up of discontented New York servants
and partly drawnfromthelocal Africansupply.

“Thedoctorswant my husband tofeel that heisinhisown
home; otherwise hewoul d be sowretched that thedimatewould
not do himany good,” sheexplained, winter after winter, tothe
sympathisng Philadd phiansand Batimoreans andMr. Welland,
beaming acrossabreskfast tablemiraculoudy supplied withthe
most varied delicacies, was presently saying to Archer: “You
see, my dear fdlow, wecamp—weliteraly camp. | tell my wife
and May that | want to teach them how toroughit.”

Mr. and Mrs. Welland had been asmuch surprised astheir
daughter by the young man’s sudden arrival; but it had oc-
curredto himto explainthat hehad felt himsdlf on theverge of
anasty cold, and thisseemed to Mr. Welland an all-sufficient
reason for abandoning any duty.

“You can't betoo careful, especidly toward spring,” hesaid,
heaping his plate with straw-coloured griddle-cakes and

drowning themin goldensyrup. “1f I’ d only been asprudent at
your age May would have been dancing at the Assemblies
now, instead of spending her wintersin awildernesswith an
oldinvdid.”

“Oh, but I loveit here, Papa; youknow | do. If only Newland
could stay | should likeit athousand times better than New
York.”

“Newland mugt stay till hehasquitethrown off hiscold,” said
Mrs. Wellandindulgently; and theyoung man laughed, and said
he supposed there was such athing asone's profession.

Hemanaged, however, after an exchange of telegramswith
thefirm, to makehiscold last aweek; andit shed anironic
light on the Situation to know that Mr. Letterblair’ sindulgence
was partly dueto the satisfactory way inwhich hisbrilliant
young junior partner had settled thetroublesome matter of the
Olenski divorce. Mr. Letterblair had let Mrs. Welland know
that Mr. Archer had “rendered aninvaluable service” to the
wholefamily, and that old Mrs. Manson Mingott had been
particularly pleased; and one day when May had gonefor a
drivewith her father in the only vehiclethe place produced
Mrs. Welland took occasion to touch on atopic which she
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alwaysavoided in her daughter’spresence.

“I'mafraid Ellen’sideasarenot at al like ours. Shewas
barely eighteen when MedoraManson took her back to Eu-
rope—you remember the excitement when she appearedin
black at her coming-out ball? Another of Medora'sfads—
really thistimeit wasamost prophetic! That must have been
at least twelveyearsago; and sincethen Ellen hasnever been
to America. Nowonder sheiscompletely Europeanised.”

“But European society isnot given to divorce: Countess
Olenskathought shewould be conforming to Americanideas
inaskingfor her freedom.” It wasthefirst timethat theyoung
man had pronounced her name since he had left Skuytercliff,
and hefelt the colour riseto hischeek.

Mrs. Welland smiled compassionately. “ That isjust likethe
extraordinary thingsthat foreignersinvent about us. They think
wedineat two o’ clock and countenancedivorce! Thatiswhy
it seemsto me sofoolishto entertain them whenthey cometo
New York. They accept our hospitality, and then they go home
and repeat the same stupid stories.”

Archer made no comment on this, and Mrs. Welland con-
tinued: “ But we do most thoroughly appreciateyour persuad-

ing Ellento give up theidea. Her grandmother and her uncle
Lovell could do nothing with her; both of them havewritten
that her changing her mind wasentirely dueto your influence—
infact shesaid soto her grandmother. She hasan unbounded
admiration for you. Poor Ellen—shewasawaysawayward
child. I wonder what her fatewill be?’

“What we' ved | contrived to makeit,” hefelt likeanswer-
ing. “if you' d al of you rather she should be Beaufort’ smis-
tressthan somedecent fellow’ swifeyou’ ve certainly gonethe
right way about it.”

Hewondered what Mrs. Welland would havesaid if hehad
uttered thewordsinstead of merely thinking them. He could
picturethe sudden decomposureof her firm placid features, to
whichalifelong mastery over trifleshad givenan air of facti-
tiousauthority. Tracestill lingered on them of afresh beauty
like her daughter’s; and he asked himself if May’sfacewas
doomed to thicken into the samemiddle-aged imageof invin-
cibleinnocence.

Ah, no, hedid not want May to havethat kind of innocence,
theinnocencethat seal sthe mind against imagination and the
heart against experiencel
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“I verily believe,” Mrs. Welland continued, “that if the hor-
rible businesshad come out in the newspapersit would have
been my husband’sdeath-blow. | don’t know any of the de-
tails; | only ask not to, as| told poor Ellen when shetried to
talk to me about it. Having an invalid to carefor, | haveto
keep my mind bright and happy. But Mr. Welland wasterribly
upset; he had adlight temperature every morning whilewe
werewaiting to hear what had been decided. It wasthe horror
of hisgirl’slearning that such thingswere possible—but of
course, dear Newland, you felt that too. Weall knew that you
werethinking of May.”

“I’'mawaysthinking of May,” theyoung manrejoined, ris-
ing to cut short the conversation.

He had meant to seize the opportunity of hisprivatetalk
with Mrs. Welland to urge her to advance the date of hismar-
riage. But he could think of no argumentsthat would move
her, and with asense of relief he saw Mr. Welland and May
driving up tothedoor.

Hisonly hopewasto plead again with May, and on the day
before hisdeparture hewa ked with her to the ruinous garden
of the SpanishMission. Thebackground lentitself todlusions

to European scenes; and May, who waslooking her loveliest
under awide-brimmed hat that cast ashadow of mystery over
her too-clear eyes, kindled into eagerness as he spoke of
Granadaand the Alhambra.

“Wemight be seeingit al thisspring—even the Easter cer-
emoniesat Seville,” heurged, exaggerating hisdemandsinthe
hope of alarger concession.

“Easter in Seville? And it will be Lent next week!” she
laughed.

“Why shouldn’t webemarried in Lent?’ hereoined; but
shelooked so shocked that he saw hismistake.

“Of coursel didn’'t mean that, dearest; but soon after Eas-
ter—so that we could sail at theend of April. | know | could
arrangeit a theoffice.”

Shesmiled dreamily upon the possibility; but he perceived
that to dream of it sufficed her. It waslike hearing him read
aloud out of hispoetry booksthe beautiful thingsthat could
not possibly happeninred life.

“Oh, do go on, Newland; | doloveyour descriptions.”

“But why should they be only descriptions?\Why shouldn’t
we makethemred ?”’
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“Weshdl, dearest, of course; next year.” Her voicelingered
overit.

“Don’'t you want themto bereal sooner? Can’t | persuade
you to break away now?’

She bowed her head, vanishing from him under her conniv-
ing hat-brim.

“Why should we dream away another year? Look at me,
dear! Don't you understand how | want you for my wife?’

For amoment sheremained motionless; thensheraissedonhim
eyesof such despairing dearnessthat hehaf-released her waist
from hishold. But suddenly her ook changed and degpenedin-
scrutably. “I'mnot sureif | DOundersand,” shesaid. “Isit—isit
becauseyou' renct certain of continuing to carefor me?’

Archer sprang up from his seat. “My God—perhaps—I
don’t know,” hebroke out angrily.

May Welland rose d so; asthey faced each other she seemed
to grow inwomanly statureand dignity. Bothwereslent for a
moment, asif dismayed by theunforeseen trend of their words:
thenshesaidinalow voice “If thet isit—istheresomeoned 27’

“ Some one el se—between you and me?’ He echoed her
wordsdowly, asthough they wereonly hdf-inteligibleand he

wanted timeto repeat the question to himself. She seemed to
catch theuncertainty of hisvoice, for shewent oninadeepen-
ingtone: “Let ustalk frankly, Newland. Sometimes|’ vefelta
differencein you; especially since our engagement hasbeen
announced.”

“Dear—what madness!” herecovered himself toexclaim.

Shemet hisprotest withafaint smile. “If itis, itwon't hurt us
totalk about it.” She paused, and added, lifting her head with
oneof her noblemovements. “Or evenif it'strue: why shouldn’t
we speak of it? You might so easily have madeamistake.”

Helowered hishead, staring at the black |eaf-pattern onthe
sunny path at their feet. “ Mistakes are always easy to make;
but if I had made oneof thekind you suggest, isit likely that |
should beimploring you to hasten our marriage?’

Shelooked downward too, disturbing the pattern with the
point of her sunshadewhileshestruggled for expresson. “ Yes”
shesaid at length. “ You might want—oncefor all—to settle
thequestion: it' soneway.”

Her quiet lucidity startled him, but did not midead himinto
thinking her insensible. Under her hat-brim he saw the pallor
of her profile, and adight tremor of the nogtril aboveher reso-
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lutely steadiedlips.

“Well—?’ he questioned, sitting down on the bench, and
looking up at her with afrown that hetried to make playful.

Shedropped back into her seat and went on: * You mustn’t
think that agirl knowsaslittle asher parentsimagine. One
hearsand one notices—onehasone' sfedlingsandideas. And
of course, long beforeyou told methat you cared for me, I'd
known that there was some one elseyou wereinterestedin;
every one was talking 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 facewas
sad, and | felt sorry for her; | remembered it afterward, when
wewereengaged.”

Her voice had sunk almost to awhisper, and she sat clasp-
ing and unclasping her handsabout the handle of her sunshade.
Theyoung man laid hisupon them with agentle pressure; his
heart dilated withaninexpressiblerelief.

“My dear child—wasthat it?1f you only knew thetruth!”

Sheraised her head quickly. “ Then thereisatruth | don’'t
know?’

Hekept hishand over hers. “1 meant, thetruth about theold

story you speak of .

“But that’swhat | want to know, Newland—wheat | ought to
know. | couldn’t have my happiness made out of awrong—
an unfairness—to somebody else. And | want to believethat it
would bethesamewithyou. What sort of alifecould webuild
onsuch foundations?’

Her face had taken on alook of such tragic couragethat he
felt like bowing himself down at her feet. “I’ vewanted to say
thisfor alongtime,” shewent on. “I’ vewanted totell youthat,
whentwo peopleredly loveeach other, | understand that there
may be situationswhich makeit right that they should—should
go againgt public opinion. Andif you fed yoursdf inany way
pledged ... pledged to the personwe' ve spoken of ... and if
thereisany way ... any way inwhichyou canfulfill your pledge
... even by her getting adivorce ... Newland, don't give her
up because of me!l”

Hissurpriseat discovering that her fearshad fastened upon
an episode so remote and so completely of the past as his
love-affair with Mrs. Thorley Rushworth gaveway towonder
at thegenerosity of her view. Therewas something superhu-
man in an attitude so recklessy unorthodox, andif other prob-
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lemshad not pressed on him hewould have beenlost inwon-
der at the prodigy of the Wellands' daughter urging himto
marry hisformer mistress. But hewasdlill dizzy withtheglimpse
of the precipicethey had skirted, and full of anew aweat the
mystery of young-girlhood.

For amoment he could not speak; then hesaid: “ Thereisno
pledge—no obligation whatever—of thekind you think. Such
casesdon’t dways—present themselvesquiteassmply as...
But that’sno matter ... | loveyour generosity, because| feel
asyou do about thosethings... | feel that each case must be
judgedindividualy, onitsown merits... irrepectiveof supid
conventionalities ... | mean, each woman’sright to her lib-
erty—" Hepulled himsdf up, startled by theturn histhoughts
had taken, and went on, looking at her with asmile: “Since
you understand so many things, dearest, can’t yougo alittle
farther, and understand the usel essness of our submittingto
another form of thesamefoolish conventiondities?If there's
no one and nothing between us, isn’t that an argument for
marrying quickly, rather than for moredelay?’

Sheflushed with joy and lifted her faceto his; ashebent to
it hesaw that her eyeswerefull of happy tears. Butin another

moment she seemed to have descended from her womanly
eminenceto helpless and timorous girlhood; and he under-
stood that her courage and initiativewereall for others, and
that she had nonefor herself. It wasevident that the effort of
speaking had been much greater than her studied composure
betrayed, and that at hisfirst word of reassurance she had
dropped back into the usual, asatoo-adventurouschild takes
refugeinitsmother’sarms.

Archer had no heart to go on pleading with her; hewas
too much disappointed at the vanishing of the new being who
had cast that one deep |ook at him from her transparent eyes.
May seemed to be aware of hisdisappoi ntment, but without
knowing how to alleviateit; and they stood up and walked
slently home.

XVII.

Y our cousiN the Countess called on mother whileyou were
away,” Janey Archer announced to her brother ontheevening
of hisreturn.

Theyoung man, who wasdining alonewith hismother and
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sister, glanced up in surprise and saw Mrs. Archer’s gaze
demurely bent on her plate. Mrs. Archer did not regard her
seclusonfromtheworld asareason for being forgotten by it;
and Newland guessed that shewas dlightly annoyed that he
should be surprised by Madame Olenska'svisit.

“She had on ablack velvet polonaisewith jet buttons, and a
tiny green monkey muff; | never saw her so stylishly dressed,”
Janey continued. “ Shecamea one, early on Sunday afternoon;
luckily thefirewaslit inthe drawing-room. She had one of
those new card-cases. She said she wanted to know us be-
causeyou’ d been so good to her.”

Newland laughed. “ Madame Olenskaawaystakesthat tone
about her friends. She’ svery happy at being among her own
peopleagan.”

“Yes, so shetold us,” said Mrs. Archer. “| must say she
seemsthankful to behere.”

“1 hopeyouliked her, mother.”

Mrs. Archer drew her lipstogether. “ She certainly laysher-
self out to please, even when sheiscalingonanoldlady.”

“Mother doesn’t think her smple,” Janey interjected, her
eyes screwed upon her brother’sface.

“It'sjust my old-fashioned feeling; dear May ismy idedl,”
said Mrs. Archer.
“Ah,” said her son, “they’ renot alike.”

ARCHER HAD LEFT St. Augustine charged with many messages
for old Mrs. Mingott; and aday or two after hisreturntotown
hecalled on her.

Theold lady received him with unusual warmth; shewas
grateful to himfor persuading the CountessOlenskato giveup
theideaof adivorce; and when hetold her that he had de-
serted the office without leave, and rushed down to St. Au-
gustine simply because he wanted to see May, shegavean
adipose chuckle and patted hiskneewith her puff-ball hand.

“Ah, ah—so you kicked over thetraces, did you? And |
suppose Augustaand Welland pulled long faces, and behaved
asif theend of theworld had come?But little May—sheknew
better, I’ [| be bound?’

“I hoped shedid; but after al shewouldn't agreetowhat I'd
gonedownto ask for.”

“Wouldn't sheindeed? And what wasthat?’

“| wanted to get her to promisethat we should bemarriedin
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April. What'sthe use of our wasting another year?’

Mrs. Manson Mingott screwed up her little mouth into a
grimace of mimic prudery and twinkled at him through mali-
ciouslids.“"Ask Mamma,’ | suppose—theusud story. Ah,
these Mingotts—all alike! Borninarut, and you can’t root
‘emout of it. When | built thishouseyou’ d havethought | was
movingto Californial Nobody ever HAD built above Fortieth
Street—no, saysl, nor abovethe Battery either, before Chris-
topher Columbus discovered America. No, no; not one of
them wantsto bedifferent; they’ reasscared of it asthe small-
pox. Ah, my dear Mr. Archer, | thank my stars|’ m nothing
but avulgar Spicer; but there’snot one of my own children
that takesafter mebut my little Ellen.” Shebrokeoff, still twin-
kling at him, and asked, withthecasual irrdlevance of old age:
“Now, why intheworld didn’t you marry my little Ellen?’

Archer laughed. “ For onething, shewasn't thereto be mar-
ried.”

“No—to be sure; more'sthe pity. And now it’stoo late; her
lifeisfinished.” She spokewith the cold-blooded compla-
cency of theaged throwing earthinto thegrave of young hopes.
Theyoung man’sheart grew chill, and hesaid hurriedly: “ Can't

| persuadeyou to useyour influencewith the Wellands, Mrs.
Mingott?| wasn't madefor long engagements.”

Old Catherine beamed on him approvingly. “No; | can see
that. You' vegot aquick eye. Whenyouwerealittleboy I've
no doubt you liked to be helped first.” She threw back her
head with alaugh that made her chinsripplelikelittlewaves.
“Ah, here smy Ellen now!” sheexclaimed, asthe portieres
parted behind her.

Madame Olenska came forward with a smile. Her face
looked vivid and happy, and she held out her hand gaily to
Archer while she stooped to her grandmother’skiss.

“1 wasjust saying to him, my dear: "Now, why didn’t you
marry my littleEllen?”

Madame Olenskalooked at Archer, till smiling. “ Andwhat
did heanswer?’

“Oh, my darling, | leave you to find that out! He's been
down to Floridato see hissweetheart.”

“Yes, | know.” Shestill looked at him. “1 went to seeyour
mother, to ask whereyou'’ d gone. | sent anotethat you never
answered, and | wasafraid youwereill.”

Hemuitered something about |eaving unexpectedly, inagrest
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hurry, and having intended to writeto her from St. Augustine.

“And of course once you werethereyou never thought of
meagain!” She continued to beam on him with agaiety that
might have been astudied assumption of indifference.

“If shedtill needsme, she'sdetermined not to let me seeit,”
hethought, stung by her manner. Hewanted to thank her for
having beento see hismother, but under the ancestress sma
liciouseyehefdt himsaf tongue-tied and constrained.

“Look at him—in such hot hasteto get married that hetook
Frenchleaveand rushed downto implorethesilly girl onhis
knees! That’ssomething like alover—that’sthe way hand-
some Bob Spicer carried off my poor mother; and then got
tired of her before | wasweaned—though they only had to
wait eight months for me! But there—you’ re not a Spicer,
young man; luckily for you and for May. It’sonly my poor
Ellenthat haskept any of their wicked blood; therest of them
aredl model Mingotts,” criedtheoldlady scornfully.

Archer wasawarethat Madame Olenska, who had seated
herself a her grandmother’sside, wastill thoughtfully scruti-
nising him. Thegaiety had faded from her eyes, and shesaid
with great gentleness: “ Surely, Granny, we can persuadethem

between usto do ashewishes.”

Archer roseto go, and ashishand met Madame Olenska's
hefelt that shewaswaiting for himto make someallusionto
her unanswered | etter.

“When can| seeyou?’ heasked, asshewakedwithhimto
thedoor of theroom.

“Whenever youlike; but it must be soonif you want to see
thelittlehouseagain. | am moving next week.”

A pang shot through him at thememory of hislamplit hours
inthelow-studded drawing-room. Few asthey had been, they
werethick with memories.

“Tomorrow evening?’

Shenodded. “Tomorrow; yes, but early. I’ m going out.”

Thenext day wasa Sunday, and if shewere*“going out” on
aSunday eveningit could, of course, beonly to Mrs. Lemuel
Struthers's. Hefelt adight movement of annoyance, not so
much at her going there (for herather liked her going where
she pleased in spite of the van der Luydens), but because it
wasthekind of houseat which shewassureto meet Beaufort,
where she must have known beforehand that shewould meet
him—and where shewas probably going for that purpose.
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“Very well; tomorrow evening,” herepeated, inwardly re-
solved that he would not go early, and that by reaching her
door late he would either prevent her from going to Mrs.
Struthers's, or elsearrive after she had started—which, all
things considered, would no doubt bethe simplest solution.

IT wasonLy half-past eight, after all, when herang the bell
under thewisteria; not aslate as he had intended by half an
hour—but asingular restlessnesshad driven himto her door.
Hereflected, however, that Mrs. Struthers's Sunday evenings
werenot likeaball, and that her guests, asif tominimisetheir
delinquency, usualy went early.

The onething he had not counted on, in entering Madame
Olenska shall, wastofind hatsand overcoatsthere. Why had
she bidden him to come early if she was having peopleto
dine? On acloser inspection of the garments besideswhich
Nastasawaslaying hisown, hisresentment gaveway to curi-
osity. The overcoats were in fact the very strangest he had
ever seen under apoliteroof; and it took but aglanceto as-
sure himsalf that neither of them belonged to Julius Beaufort.
Onewasashaggy yellow ulster of “reach-me-down” cut, the

other avery old and rusty cloak with acape—something like
what the French called a* Macfarlane.” Thisgarment, which
appeared to be made for a person of prodigious size, had
evidently seenlong and hard wear, and itsgreenish-black folds
gave out amoist sawdusty smell suggestive of prolonged ses-
sionsagaing bar-roomwals. Onitlay aragged grey scarf and
anoddfet hat of semiclerica shape.

Archer raised hiseyebrows enquiringly at Nastasia, who
raised hersinreturnwith afataistic“ Gial” asshethrew open
the drawing-room door.

Theyoung man saw at oncethat hishostesswasnot inthe
room; then, with surprise, he discovered another lady standing
by thefire. Thislady, who waslong, lean and loosely put to-
gether, wasclad inraiment intricately looped and fringed, with
plaidsand stripesand bands of plain colour disposedinade-
signto which the clue seemed missing. Her hair, which had
tried to turn white and only succeeded in fading, was sur-
mounted by a Spanish comb and black |ace scarf, and silk
mittens, visibly darned, covered her rheumatic hands.

Beside her, inacloud of cigar-smoke, stood the owners of
thetwo overcoats, both in morning clothesthat they had evi-
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dently not taken off sincemorning. Inoneof thetwo, Archer,
to hissurprise, recognised Ned Winsett; the other and ol der,
who wasunknown to him, and whose gigantic framedeclared
himto bethewearer of the*Macfarlane,” had afegbly leonine
head with crumpled grey hair, and moved hisarmswithlarge
pawing gestures, asthough heweredistributing lay blessings
toakneding multitude.

Thesethree persons stood together onthe hearth-rug, their
eyesfixed onan extraordinarily large bouquet of crimson roses,
with aknot of purplepansiesat their base, that lay onthe sofa
whereMadame Olenskausually sat.

“What they must have cost at this season—though of course
it'sthe sentiment one cares about!” thelady wassayingina
sighing staccato as Archer camein.

Thethreeturned with surprise at his appearance, and the
lady, advancing, held out her hand.

“Dear Mr. Archer—amost my cousin Newland!” shesaid.
“| amtheMarchionessManson.”

Archer bowed, and she continued: “My Ellen hastaken me
infor afew days. | camefrom Cuba, where| have been spend-
ingthewinter with Spanishfriends—suchddightful disinguished

people: the highest nobility of old Castile—how | wish you
could know them! But | was called away by our dear great
friend here, Dr. Carver. You don't know Dr. Agathon Carver,
founder of the Valey of Love Community?’

Dr. Carver inclined hisleonine head, and the Marchioness
continued: “Ah, New York—New York—how littlethelife of
thespirit hasreached it! But | seeyou do know Mr. Winsett.”

“Oh, yes—I reached him some time ago; but not by that
route,” Winsett said with hisdry smile.

TheMarchioness shook her head reprovingly. “How doyou
know, Mr. Winsett? The spirit bloweth whereit listeth.”

“List—oh, list!” interjected Dr. Carver in astentorian mur-
mur.

“But dosit down, Mr. Archer. Wefour have been having a
delightful little dinner together, and my child hasgoneupto
dress. She expectsyou; shewill be down inamoment. We
werejust admiring these marvellousflowers, which will sur-
prise her when shereappears.”

Winsett remained onhisfeet. “I'mafraid | must beoff. Please
tell Madame Olenskathat weshd| al fedl lost when sheaban-
donsour street. Thishouse hasbeen an oasis.”
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“Ah, but she won’t abandon you. Poetry and art are the
breath of lifeto her. It IS poetry youwrite, Mr. Winsett?’

“Well, no; but | sometimesreadit,” said Winsett, including
thegroup inageneral nod and dlipping out of theroom.

“A caudtic spirit—un peu sauvage. But sowitty; Dr. Carver,
you DO think himwitty?’

“1 never think of wit,” said Dr. Carver severdly.

“ Ah—ah—you never think of wit! How mercilessheistous
weak mortals, Mr. Archer! But helivesonly inthelifeof the
spirit; and tonight heismentally preparing thelectureheisto
deliver presently at Mrs. Blenker’s. Dr. Carver, would there
betime, beforeyou start for the Blenkers' to explainto Mr.
Archer your illuminating discovery of the Direct Contact? But
no; | seeitisnearly nine o' clock, and we have no right to
detain youwhile so many arewaiting for your message.”

Dr. Carver looked dightly disappointed at thisconclusion,
but, having compared hisponderousgoldtime-piecewithMa
dame Olenska slittletravelling-clock, hereluctantly gathered
up hismighty limbsfor departure.

“| shall seeyoulater, dear friend?’ hesuggestedtothe Mar-
chioness, who replied withasmile: “ Assoon asEllen’scar-

riagecomes| will joinyou; | do hopethelecturewon’t have
begun.”

Dr. Carver looked thoughtfully at Archer. “Perhaps, if this
young gentlemanisinterested inmy experiences, Mrs. Blenker
might allow youto bring himwithyou?’

“Oh, dear friend, if it were possible—I am sure shewould
be too happy. But | fear my Ellen counts on Mr. Archer
hersdlf.”

“That,” said Dr. Carver, “isunfortunate—but hereis my
card.” Hehanded it to Archer, whoread onit, in Gothic char-
acters.

Agathon Carter
The Valley of Love
Kittasquattamy, N. Y.

Dr. Carver bowed himself out, and Mrs. Manson, with a
sghthat might have been ether of regret or relief, againwaved
Archer to aseat.

“Ellenwill bedown inamoment; and before she comes, |
am so glad of thisquiet moment withyou.”
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Archer murmured hispleasuret their meeting, andtheMar-
chionesscontinued, in her low sighing accents: “| know every-
thing, dear Mr. Archer—my child hastold meall you have
donefor her. Your wiseadvice: your courageousfirmness—
thank heaven it wasnot too late!”

Theyoung man listened with considerable embarrassment.
Wasthereany one, hewondered, to whom Madame Olenska
had not proclaimed hisinterventionin her privateaffairs?

“Madame Ol enska exaggerates; | ssimply gave her alegal
opinion, assheasked meto.”

“Ah, but in doing it—in doing it you were the unconscious
instrument of—of—what word have we modernsfor Provi-
dence, Mr. Archer?’ cried thelady, tilting her head on one
sideand drooping her lidsmysterioudy. “ Little did you know
that at that very moment | wasbeing appeal ed to: being ap-
proached, infact—from the other side of the Atlantic!”

Sheglanced over her shoulder, asthough fearful of being
overheard, and then, drawing her chair nearer, and raising a
tiny ivory fanto her lips, breathed behind it: “ By the Count
himself—my poor, mad, foolish Olenski; who asksonly to
take her back on her ownterms.”

“Good God!” Archer exclaimed, springing up.

“You are horrified? Yes, of course; | understand. | don’'t
defend poor Stanidlas, though he hasalways called mehis
best friend. He does not defend himself—he castshimself at
her feet: inmy person.” Shetapped her emaciated bosom. “|
havehisletter here.”

“A letter>—HasMadame Olenskaseenit?’ Archer stam-
mered, hisbrainwhirling withtheshock of theannouncement.

The Marchioness Manson shook her head softly. “ Time—
time; | must havetime. | know my Ellen—haughty, intractable;
shdl | say, just ashadeunforgiving?’

“But, good heavens, toforgiveisonething; to go back into
that hell—’

“Ah, yes,” the Marchioness acquiesced. “ So shedescribes
it—my sengitivechild! But onthemateria side, Mr. Archer, if
onemay stoop to consider suchthings; do you know what she
isgiving up? Thoserosesthere on the sofa—acreslike them,
under glassandintheopen, in hismatchlessterraced gardens
at Nice! Jewels—historic pearls: the Sobieski emeralds—
sables,—but she caresnothing for al these! Art and beauty,
those shedoescarefor, shelivesfor, asl awayshave; and
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thosea so surrounded her. Pictures, pricelessfurniture, music,
brilliant conversation—ah, that, my dear young man, if you'll
excuse me, iswhat you’ ve no conception of here! And she
had it all; and the homage of the greatest. Shetellsmesheis
not thought handsome in New York—good heavens! Her
portrait has been painted ninetimes; thegreatest artistsin Eu-
rope have begged for the privilege. Arethese thingsnothing?
And theremorseof an adoring husband?’
AstheMarchionessManson roseto her climax her faceas-
sumed an expression of ecdati ¢ retraspectionwhichwould have
moved Archer’ smirth had he not been numb with amazement.
Hewould havelaughed if any one had foretold to him that
hisfirst sight of poor MedoraMansonwould have beeninthe
guise of amessenger of Satan; but he wasin no mood for
laughing now, and she seemed to him to come straight out of
the hell from which Ellen Olenskahad just escaped.
“Sheknowsnothing yet—of al this?’ he asked abruptly.
Mrs. Manson laid apurplefinger on her lips. “Nothing di-
rectly—but does she suspect? Who cantell? Thetruthis, Mr.
Archer, | have been waiting to see you. From the moment |
heard of thefirm stand you had taken, and of your influence

over her, | hoped it might be possibleto count on your sup-
port—to convinceyou ...”

“That she ought to go back?1 would rather see her dead!”
criedtheyoung manviolently.

“Ah,” the Marchioness murmured, without visibleresent-
ment. For awhileshesat in her arm-chair, opening and shut-
ting the absurd ivory fan between her mittened fingers; but
suddenly shelifted her head and listened.

“Here shecomes,” shesaid in arapid whisper; and then,
pointing to the bouquet on the sofa: “Am | to understand that
you prefer that, Mr. Archer? After al, marriageismarriage
... andmy nieceisgtill awife...

XVIII.

WHAT ARE You Two plotting together, aunt Medora?” Ma-
dame Olenskacried as she cameinto theroom.

Shewasdressed asif for aball. Everything about her shim-
mered and glimmered softly, asif her dress had been woven
out of candle-beams; and she carried her head high, like a
pretty woman challenging aroomful of rivals.
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“Wewere saying, my dear, that herewas something beauti-
ful tosurpriseyouwith,” Mrs. Manson rejoined, rising to her
feet and pointing archly to theflowers.

Madame Olenska stopped short and looked at the bou-
quet. Her colour did not change, but asort of whiteradiance
of anger ran over her like summer lightning. “Ah,” she ex-
claimed, inashrill voicethat theyoung man had never heard,
“whoisridiculousenough to send meabouquet? Why abou-
quet? And why tonight of all nights?l annot goingtoaball; |
am not a girl engaged to be married. But some people are
adwaysridiculous.”

She turned back to the door, opened it, and called out:
“Nagtasal”

The ubiquitoushandmaiden promptly appeared, and Archer
heard Madame Olenska say, in an Italian that she seemed to
pronouncewithintentiona deliberatenessin order that hemight
follow it: “Here—throw thisinto the dustbin!” and then, as
Nastasastared protestingly: “But no—it’snot thefault of the
poor flowers. Tdll theboy to carry themto thehousethreedoors
away, thehouse of Mr. Winsett, thedark gentlemanwho dined
here. Hiswifeisill—they may giveher pleasure... Theboyis

out, you say? Then, my dear one, run yourself; here, put my
cloak over you andfly. | want thething out of the houseimme-
diately! And, asyoullive, don’t say they comefromme!”

Sheflung her velvet operacloak over themaid’ sshoulders
and turned back into the drawing-room, shutting the door
sharply. Her bosom wasrising high under itslace, and for a
moment Archer thought shewas about to cry; but she burst
intoalaughinstead, and looking from the Marchionessto Ar-
cher, asked abruptly: “ And you two—haveyou madefriends!”

“It'sfor Mr. Archer to say, darling; he haswaited patiently
whileyouweredressng.”

“Yes—I gaveyoutimeenough: my hair wouldn'tgo,” Ma
dame Olenskasaid, raising her hand to the heaped-up curlsof
her chignon. “But that remindsme: | see Dr. Carver isgone,
andyou’'ll belateat the Blenkers'. Mr. Archer, will you put
my aunt inthe carriage?’

Shefollowed the Marchionessinto the hall, saw her fitted
into amiscellaneous heap of overshoes, shawlsand tippets,
and called from the doorstep: “Mind, the carriage isto be
back for meat ten!” Then shereturned to the drawing-room,
where Archer, onre-enteringit, found her standing by theman-
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telpiece, examining herself inthemirror. It wasnot usual, in
New York society, for alady to address her parlour-maid as
“my dear one,” and send her out on an errand wrapped in her
own opera-cloak; and Archer, through al hisdeeper fedlings,
tasted the pleasurabl e excitement of being in aworld where
action followed on emotion with such Olympian speed.

M adame Olenskadid not move when he came up behind
her, and for asecond their eyes met in the mirror; then she
turned, threw herself into her sofa-corner, and sighed out:
“There stimefor acigarette.”

Hehanded her thebox and lit aspill for her; and astheflame
flashed up into her face sheglanced at himwith laughing eyes
and said: “What do you think of mein atemper?’

Archer paused amoment; then he answered with sudden
resolution: “ It makes me understand what your aunt hasbeen
saying about you.”

“1 knew she' d been talking about me. Well?’

“Shesaid youwereusedto al kindsof things—splendours
and amusements and excitements—that we could never hope
togiveyou here”

Madame Olenskasmiledfaintly intothecircleof smokeabout

her lips.

“Medoraisincorrigibly romantic. It hasmadeup to her for
somany thingsl”

Archer hestated again, and againtook hisrisk. “Isyour aunt’s
romanticism awayscons stent with accuracy?’

“You mean: does she speak thetruth?’ Her niece consid-
ered. “Wdl, I'll tell you: inadmost everything shesays, there's
something true and something untrue. But why do you ask?
What hasshe beentellingyou?’

Helooked away into thefire, and then back at her shining
presence. His heart tightened with the thought that thiswas
their last evening by that fireside, and that in amoment the
carriagewould cometo carry her away.

“ She says—she pretendsthat Count Olenski hasasked her
to persuade you to go back to him.”

Madame Olenskamadeno answer. Shesat motionless, hold-
ing her cigarettein her haf-lifted hand. Theexpression of her
face had not changed; and Archer remembered that he had
before noticed her apparent incapacity for surprise.

“You knew, then?’ he broke out.

Shewassilent for so long that the ash dropped from her
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cigarette. Shebrushedit to thefloor. “ She has hinted about a
|etter: poor darling! Medora shints—"

“Isit at your husband’s request that she has arrived here
suddenly?’

M adame Ol enska seemed to consider this question al so.
“Thereagain: onecan't tell. Shetold me shehad had a spiri-
tual summons,” whatever that is, from Dr. Carver. I'm afraid
she’sgoingtomarry Dr. Carver ... poor Medora, there'sal-
wayssomeone shewantsto marry. But perhapsthe peoplein
Cubajust got tired of her! | think shewaswiththem asasort
of paid companion. Really, | don’t know why she came.”

“But you do believe she hasaletter from your husband?’

AganMadameOlenskabrooded slently; then shesaid: “ Af-
ter all, it wasto be expected.”

Theyoung man rose and went to lean against thefireplace.
A sudden restlessness possessed him, and hewastongue-tied
by the sensethat their minuteswere numbered, and that at any
moment hemight hear thewheelsof thereturning carriage.

“You know that your aunt believesyouwill go back?’

Madame Olenskaraised her head quickly. A deep blush
roseto her face and spread over her neck and shoulders. She

blushed seldom and painfully, asif it hurt her likeaburn.

“Many crud thingshave been believed of me,” shesaid.

“Oh, Ellen—forgiveme, I’'mafool and abrute!”

Shesmiledalittle. “ Youarehorribly nervous, you haveyour
owntroubles. | know youthink the Wellandsare unreasonable
about your marriage, and of coursel agreewithyou. In Europe
peopledon’t understand our long American engagements;, | sup-
posethey arenot ascadmasweare.” She pronounced the* we”’
with afaint emphasisthat gaveit anironic sound.

Archer felt theirony but did not dareto takeit up. After dl,
she had perhaps purposely deflected the conversation from
her own affairs, and after the pain hislast wordshad evidently
caused her hefelt that all he could dowastofollow her lead.
But the sense of thewaning hour madehim desperate: hecould
not bear the thought that abarrier of words should drop be-
tweenthemagain.

“Yes,” hesaid abruptly; “| went south to ask May to marry
me after Easter. There’s no reason why we shouldn’t be
married then.”

“AndMay adoresyou—and yet you couldn’t convince her?
| thought her too intelligent to be the slave of such absurd
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uperditions.”

“ShelStoointelligent—she'snot their dave.”

Madame Olenskalooked at him. “Well, then—I don’t un-
derstand.”

Archer reddened, and hurried on with arush. “Wehad a
frank talk—almost thefirst. Shethinksmy impatience abad
sgn”

“Merciful heavens—abad sgn?’

“Shethinksit meansthat | can’t trust myself togoon caring
for her. Shethinks, in short, | want to marry her at onceto get
away from some onethat |—carefor more.”

Madame Olenskaexaminedthiscurioudy. “ But if shethinks
that—why isn’t sheinahurry too?’

“Because she'snot likethat: she’'sso much nobler. Shein-
sstsdl themoreon thelong engagement, to givemetime—"

“Timeto give her upfor the other woman?’

“If  want to.”

Madame Olenskaleaned toward thefireand gazed into it
with fixed eyes. Down the quiet street Archer heard the ap-
proaching trot of her horses.

“Thatisnoble,” shesaid, withadight break in her voice.

“Yes. Butit'sridiculous.”

“Ridiculous? Becauseyoudon't carefor any oneel se?’

“Becausel don’'t meanto marry any oneelse.”

“Ah.” Therewasanother longinterva. At length shelooked
up at him and asked: “ Thisother woman—doessheloveyou?’

“Oh, there’ sno other woman; | mean, the person that May
wasthinking of is—wasnever—"

“Then, why, after al, areyouin such haste?’

“There'syour carriage,” said Archer.

She half-rose and looked about her with absent eyes. Her
fan and gloveslay on the sofabes de her and she picked them
up mechanicaly.

“Yes; | supposel must begoing.”

“You'regoingto Mrs. Struthers s?’

“Yes.” She smiled and added: “1 must gowherel amin-
vited, or | should betoo lonely. Why not comewith me?’

Archer felt that at any cost he must keep her beside him,
must make her give himtherest of her evening. Ignoring her
question, he continued to lean against the chimney-piece, his
eyesfixed onthehand inwhich sheheld her glovesandfan, as
if watching to seeif he had the power to make her drop them.
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“May guessed thetruth,” hesaid. “ Thereisanother woman—
but not the one shethinks.”

Ellen Olenskamade no answer, and did not move. After a
moment he sat down beside her, and, taking her hand, softly
unclasped it, so that the gloves and fan fell on the sofabe-
tweenthem.

She started up, and freeing hersalf from him moved away to
the other side of the hearth. “ Ah, don’t makeloveto me! Too
many people have donethat,” shesaid, frowning.

Archer, changing colour, stood up also: it wasthe bitterest
rebuke she could havegivenhim. 1 have never madeloveto
you,” hesaid, “and | never shall. But you arethewoman |
would have marriedif it had been possiblefor either of us.”

“Possblefor either of us?” Shelooked a himwithunfeigned
agtonishment. “ And you say that—whenit' syouwho' vemade
itimpossble?”’

He stared at her, groping in ablackness through which a
snglearrow of light toreitsblinding way.

“I’vemadeitimpossible—?

“You, you, you!” shecried, her liptrembling likeachild’'son
thevergeof tears. “Isn't it you who made megive up divorc-

ing—giveit up becauseyou showed mehow selfishand wicked
itwas, how onemust sacrificeone' sslf to preservethedignity
of marriage ... and to spareone sfamily thepublicity, thescan-
dal? And because my family wasgoing to beyour family—for
May’ssake and for yours—I did what you told me, what you
proved to methat | ought to do. Ah,” she broke out with a
suddenlaugh, “I’ vemade no secret of having doneit for you!”

She sank down onthe sofaagain, crouching among thefes-
tiveripplesof her dresslikeastricken masquerader; and the
young man stood by thefireplace and continued to gaze at her
without moving.

“Good God,” hegroaned. “When | thought—"

“Youthought?’

“Ah, don’'t ask mewhat | thought!”

Still looking at her, he saw the same burning flush creep up
her neck to her face. She sat upright, facing himwitharigid
dignity.

“l doask you.”

“Well, then: therewerethingsin that | etter you asked meto
read—"

“My husband's|etter?’
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“Ves”

“I had nothing to fear from that | etter: absolutely nothing! All
| feared wasto bring notoriety, scandal, on the family—on
youand May.”

“Good God,” hegroaned again, bowing hisfaceinhishands.

Thesilencethat followed lay on them with the weight of
thingsfina andirrevocable. It seemed to Archer to be crush-
ing himdownlikehisowngrave-gtone; indl thewidefuturehe
saw nothing that would ever lift that |load from hisheart. He
did not movefrom hisplace, or raisehishead from hishands;
hishidden eyeballswent on staring into utter darkness.

“Atleast | loved you—" hebrought out.

Ontheother side of the hearth, from the sofa-corner where
he supposed that shestill crouched, he heard afaint stifled
cryinglikeachild’s. He started up and cameto her side.

“Ellen! What madnessl Why areyou crying?Nothing’sdone
that can’t beundone. I'm till free, and you' regoing to be.”
Hehad her in hisarms, her facelikeawet flower at hislips,
and al their vainterrorsshrivelling up like ghosts at sunrise.
The onething that astonished him now wasthat he should
have stood for five minutesarguing with her acrossthewidth

of theroom, when just touching her madeeverythingsosmple.

Shegavehimback al hiskiss, but after amoment hefelt her
gtiffeningin hisarms, and she put him aside and stood up.

“Ah, my poor Newland—I supposethishad to be. But it
doesn’'tintheleast dter things,” shesaid, looking downat him
in her turnfromthe hearth.

“It dtersthewholeof lifefor me.”

“No, no—it mustn’t, it can’'t. You're engaged to May
Weland; andI’'m married.”

He stood up too, flushed and resolute. “ Nonsense! It'stoo
latefor that sort of thing. We venoright to lieto other people
or to ourselves. Wewon't talk of your marriage; but do you
seememarrying May after this?’

Shestood silent, resting her thin € bows on the mantel piece,
her profilereflected in the glassbehind her. One of thelocks
of her chignon had become loosened and hung on her neck;
shelooked haggard and almost ol d.

“I don't seeyou,” shesaid at length, “ putting that question to
May. Doyou?’

Hegavearecklessshrug. “1t'stoolateto do anything else.”

“You say that because it’sthe easiest thing to say at this
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moment—not becauseit’strue. Inreality it’'stoo lateto do
anything but what we' d both decided on.”

“Ah, | don’'t understand you!”

Sheforced apitiful smilethat pinched her face instead of
smoothingit. “ You don’t understand because you haven't yet
guessed how you' vechanged thingsfor me: oh, fromthefirst—
long beforel knew all you' d done.”

“All'lI’ddone?’

“Yes. | was perfectly unconsciousat first that people here
were shy of me—that they thought | wasadreadful sort of
person. It seemsthey had even refused to meet meat dinner.
| found that out afterward; and how you' d made your mother
gowithyoutothevan der Luydens ; and how you' dinsisted
on announcing your engagement at the Beaufort ball, sothat |
might havetwo familiesto stand by meinstead of one—"

Atthat hebrokeinto alaugh.

“Jugtimagine,” shesaid, “how stupid and unobservant | wad!
| knew nothing of al thistill Granny blurted it out one day.
New York simply meant peace and freedom to me: it was
coming home. And | was so happy at being among my own
peoplethat every onel met seemed kind and good, and glad

to seeme. But fromthevery beginning,” she continued, “| felt
therewasno one askind asyou; no onewho gave mereasons
that | understood for doing what at first seemed so hard and—
unnecessary. Thevery good peopledidn’t convinceme; | felt
they’ d never been tempted. But you knew; you understood;
you had felt theworld outsidetugging & onewith dl itsgolden
hands—and yet you hated thethingsit asks of one; you hated
happinessbought by disloyalty and cruelty and indifference.
That waswhat I’ d never known before—and it’sbetter than
anything I’ veknown.”

Shespokeinalow evenvoice, without tearsor visible agi-
tation; and each word, asit dropped from her, fell into his
breast like burning lead. He sat bowed over, his head be-
tween hishands, staring at the hearthrug, and at thetip of the
satin shoe that showed under her dress. Suddenly he knelt
down and kissed the shoe.

Shebent over him, laying her handson hisshoulders, and
looking at himwith eyes so deep that he remained motionless
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
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you unless| giveyouup.”

Hisarmswereyearning up to her; but she drew away, and
they remained facing each other, divided by the distancethat
her wordshad created. Then, abruptly, hisanger overflowed.

“And Beaufort?Isheto replace me?’

Asthewords sprang out hewas prepared for an answering
flare of anger; and hewould havewelcomed it asfud for his
own. But Madame Olenskaonly grew ashade paer, and stood
with her armshanging down before her, and her head dightly
bent, as her way waswhen she pondered aquestion.

“He'swaiting for you now at Mrs. Struthers's; why don’t
yougotohim?’ Archer sneered.

Sheturnedtoringthebell. “I shall not go out thisevening;
tell the carriageto go and fetch the SignoraMarchesa,” she
saidwhenthemaid came.

After thedoor had closed again Archer continued tolook at
her with bitter eyes. “Why thissacrifice? Sinceyoutel methat
you'relonely I’ veno right to keep you fromyour friends.”

Shesmiled alittle under her wet lashes. “I shan’t belonely
now. | was lonely; | was afraid. But the emptiness and the
darknessaregone; when | turn back into myself now I’'mlike

achildgoing at night intoaroomwherethere sawaysalight.”

Her toneand her look still envel oped her in asoft inaccess-
bility, and Archer groaned out again: “| don’t understand you!”

“Yet you understand May!”

Hereddened under theretort, but kept hiseyeson her. “May
isready togivemeup.”

“What! Threedaysafter you' veentreated her onyour knees
to hasten your marriage?’

“ She' srefused; that givesmetheright—"

“Ah, you vetaught mewhat anugly wordthat is,” shesaid.

Heturned away with asense of utter weariness. Hefelt as
though he had been struggling for hoursup theface of asteep
precipice, and now, just as he had fought hisway to thetop,
hishold had given way and he was pitching down headlong
into darkness.

If he could have got her in hisarms again he might have
swept away her arguments; but shestill held him at adistance
by something inscrutably a oof in her look and attitude, and by
his own awed sense of her sincerity. At length he began to
plead again.

“If wedothisnow it will beworse afterward—worsefor
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every one—"

“No—no—no!” shealmost screamed, asif hefrightened
her.

At that moment the bell sent along tinklethroughthe house.
They had heard no carriage stopping at the door, and they
stood motionless, |ooking at each other with startled eyes.

Outside, Nastasia's step crossed the hall, the outer door
opened, and amoment later she camein carrying atelegram
which she handed to the Countess Olenska.

“Thelady was very happy at the flowers,” Nastasia said,
smoothing her gpron. “ Shethought it washer signor maritowho
had sent them, and shecried alittleand said it wasafolly.”

Her mistresssmiled and took theyellow envel ope. Shetore
it open and carried it to the lamp; then, when the door had
closed again, she handed thetelegramto Archer.

It wasdated from St. Augustine, and addressed to the Count-
essOlenska. Init heread: “ Granny’stelegram successful. Papa
and Mamma agree marriage after Easter. Amtelegraphing
Newland. Amtoo happy for wordsand loveyou dearly. Your
grateful May.”

HALF AN HOUR LATER, When Archer unlocked hisown front-
door, hefound asimilar envelope on the hall-table on top of
hispileof notesand | etters. The message inside the envel ope
wasasofrom May Welland, and ran asfollows: * Parentscon-
sent wedding Tuesday after Easter at twelve Grace Church
eight bridesmai ds please see Rector so happy love May.”

Archer crumpled up theyellow sheet asif the gesture could
annihilatethe newsit contained. Then he pulled out asmall
pocket-diary and turned over the pageswith trembling fin-
gers, but hedid not find what he wanted, and cramming the
telegraminto hispocket he mounted the stairs.

A light was shining through the door of thelittle hall-room
which served Janey asadressing-room and boudoir, and her
brother rapped impatiently on the panel. The door opened,
and hissister sood beforehimin herimmemoria purpleflan-
nel dressing-gown, with her hair “on pins.” Her facelooked
paleand apprehensive.

“Newland! | hopethere’sno bad newsin that telegram?I
waited on purpose, in case—" (No item of his correspon-
dencewas safefrom Janey.)

Hetook no notice of her question. “L ook here—what day
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isEagter thisyear?’

Shelooked shocked at such unchristianignorance. “ Easter?
Newland! Why, of course, thefirst week in April. Why?’

“Thefirst week?’ Heturned againto the pagesof hisdiary,
caculating rapidly under hisbreath. “ Thefirst week, didyou
say?’ Hethrew back hishead with along laugh.

“For mercy’ssakewhat’ sthe matter?’

“Nothing sthematter, except that I'm goingtobemarriedin
amonth.”

Janey fell upon hisneck and pressed himto her purpleflan-
nel breast. “ Oh Newland, how wonderful! I’'m so glad! But,
dearest, why do you keep on laughing? Do hush, or you'll
wakeMamma.”

Book 11

X1X.

THE DAY WASFRESH, With alively spring wind full of dust. All
the old ladiesin both familieshad got out their faded sables
andydlowing ermines, and thesmel| of camphor fromthefront
pewsamost smothered thefaint spring scent of theliliesbanking
thedtar.

Newland Archer, at asignal from the sexton, had come out
of thevestry and placed himsdf with hisbest man on thechan-
cel step of Grace Church.

Thesignal meant that the brougham bearing the brideand
her father wasin sight; but therewas sureto beaconsiderable
interva of adjustment and consultationin thelobby, wherethe
bridesmaidsweredready hoveringlikeacluster of Eagter blos-
soms. During thisunavoidablelapseof timethebridegroom, in
proof of hiseagerness, wasexpected to expose himsdlf alone
to the gaze of the assembled company; and Archer had gone
through thisformality asresignedly asthrough all the others
which made of anineteenth century New York wedding arite
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that seemed to belong to the dawn of history. Everythingwas
equally easy—or equally painful, asonechoseto put it—in
the path he was committed to tread, and he had obeyed the
flurried injunctionsof hisbest man aspioudy asother bride-
grooms had obeyed hisown, inthe dayswhen he had guided
them through the samelabyrinth.

Sofar hewasreasonably sureof havingfulfilled al hisobli-
gations. Thebridesmaids' eight bouquets of whitelilac and
lilies-of-the-valley had been sent in duetime, aswell asthe
gold and sapphiredeeve-linksof the eight ushersand the best
man’s cat’s-eye scarf-pin; Archer had sat up half the night
trying to vary thewording of histhanksfor thelast batch of
presentsfrom men friendsand ex-lady-loves; thefeesfor the
Bishop and the Rector were safely in the pocket of hisbest
man; hisown luggagewasaready at Mrs. Manson Mingott's,
where the wedding-breakfast wasto take place, and so were
thetravelling clothesinto which hewasto change; and apri-
vate compartment had been engaged in thetrain that wasto
carry theyoung coupleto their unknown destination—con-
ced ment of the spot in whichthe bridal night wasto be spent
being one of the most sacred taboos of the prehistoricritual.

“Got thering al right?” whispered young van der Luyden
Newland, who wasinexperienced in the duties of abest man,
and awed by theweight of hisresponsbility.

Archer madethe gesturewhich he had seen so many bride-
groomsmake: with hisungloved right hand hefdltinthe pocket
of hisdark grey waistcoat, and assured himself that thelittle
goldcirclet (engravedinsde: Newland to May, April —, 187-
) wasinitsplace; then, resuming hisformer attitude, histall hat
and pearl-grey gloveswith black stitchingsgraspedin hisleft
hand, he stood looking at the door of the church.

Overhead, Handel’sMarch swelled pompously through the
imitation stonevaulting, carrying onitswavesthefaded drift of
themany weddingsat which, with cheerful indifference, hehad
stood on the same chancel step watching other bridesfloat up
thenavetoward other bridegrooms.

“How likeafirgt night at the Operal” hethought, recognising
al the samefacesin the sameboxes (no, pews), and wonder-
ing if, when the Last Trump sounded, Mrs. SelfridgeMerry
would betherewith the sametowering ostrich feathersin her
bonnet, and Mrs. Beaufort with the same diamond earrings
and the same smile—and whether suitabl e proscenium seats
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werealready prepared for themin another world.

After that there was still time to review, one by one, the
familiar countenancesinthefirs rows,; thewomen'ssharpwith
curiosity and excitement, themen’ssulky with theobligation
of having to put on their frock-coats before luncheon, and
fight for food at thewedding-breakfast.

“Too bad the breakfast is at old Catherine's,” the bride-
groom could fancy Reggie Chiverssaying. “But I’ mtold that
Lovel Mingott insisted onitsbeing cooked by hisown chef,
soitought to begood if onecanonly get at it.” And hecould
imagine Sillerton Jackson adding with authority: “My deer fel-
low, haven't you heard?It’sto be served at small tables, inthe
new Englishfashion.”

Archer’seyeslingered amoment on theleft-hand pew, where
hismother, who had entered the church on Mr. Henry van der
Luyden’sarm, sat weeping softly under her Chantilly veil, her
handsin her grandmother’ sermine muff.

“Poor Janey!” hethought, looking at hissister, “even by
screwing her head around she can see only the peopleinthe
few front pews; and they’ re mostly dowdy Newlands and
Dagonets”

Onthehither side of thewhiteribbon dividing off the seats
reserved for thefamilieshe saw Beaufort, tall and redfaced,
scrutinising thewomen with hisarrogant stare. Besidehim sat
hiswife, dl slvery chinchillaand violets; and onthefar sdeof
theribbon, Lawrence L efferts sdeekly brushed head seemed
to mount guard over theinvisibledeity of “ Good Form” who
presided at the ceremony.

Archer wondered how many flaws Lefferts's keen eyes
would discover intheritual of hisdivinity; then he suddenly
recalled that he too had once thought such questionsimpor-
tant. Thethingsthat had filled his days seemed now likea
nursery parody of life, or like the wrangles of mediaeval
schoolmen over metaphysical termsthat nobody had ever un-
derstood. A stormy discussion astowhether thewedding pre-
sentsshould be* shown” had darkened thelast hoursbefore
thewedding; and it ssemedinconce vableto Archer that grown-
up people should work themselvesinto a state of agitation
over suchtrifles, and that the matter should have been decided
(inthenegative) by Mrs. W land' ssaying, withindignant tears:
“1 should as soon turn thereportersloosein my house.” Yet
there was atime when Archer had had definite and rather
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aggressive opinionson all such problems, and when every-
thing concerning the mannersand customsof hislittletribehad
seemed to him fraught with world-wide significance.

“Andal thewhile, | suppose,” hethought, “real peoplewere
living somewhere, and red thingshappeningtothem....”

“Therethey come!” breathed the best man excitedly; but
the bridegroom knew better.

The cautious opening of the door of the church meant only
that Mr. Brown thelivery-stable keeper (gownedin black in
hisintermittent character of sexton) wastaking apreliminary
survey of the scene before marshalling hisforces. The door
was Softly shut again; then after another interval it swung ma-
jestically open, and amurmur ran through the church: “The
family!”

Mrs. Welland camefirst, on thearm of her eldest son. Her
large pink face was appropriately solemn, and her plum-
coloured satin with pale blue side-panels, and blue ostrich
plumesinasmal satin bonnet, met with genera approva; but
before she had settled herself with astately rustlein the pew
oppositeMrs. Archer’sthe spectatorswere craning their necks
to see who was coming after her. Wild rumours had been

abroad the day beforeto the effect that Mrs. Manson Mingott,
inspiteof her physicd disabilities, had resolved on being present
at the ceremony; and theideawas so much inkeeping with her
sporting character that bets ran high at the clubs as to her
being ableto walk up the nave and squeezeinto asedt. It was
known that she had insisted on sending her own carpenter to
look into the possibility of taking down the end panel of the
front pew, and to measure the space between the seat and the
front; but the result had been discouraging, and for one anx-
iousday her family had watched her dallying with the plan of
being wheeled up the navein her enormous Bath chair and
sttingenthronedinit at thefoot of the chancel.

Theideaof thismonstrous exposure of her person was so
painful to her relationsthat they could have covered with gold
theingenious person who suddenly discovered that the chair
wastoo wideto passbetween theiron uprights of theawning
which extended from the church door to the curbstone. The
ideaof doingaway withthisawning, and revealing thebrideto
the mob of dressmakers and newspaper reporterswho stood
outsidefighting to get near thejointsof the canvas, exceeded
even old Catherine's courage, though for amoment she had
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weighed the possibility. “Why, they might take aphotograph
of my childand putitinthepapers” Mrs. Welland exclaimed
when her mother’slast plan washinted to her; and fromthis
unthinkableindecency the clan recoiled with acollective shud-
der. Theancestresshad had to givein; but her concessonwas
bought only by the promisethat the wedding-breakfast should
take place under her roof, though (asthe Washington Square
connection said) withtheWellands housein easy reachit was
hard to haveto make aspecid pricewith Brownto driveone
to the other end of nowhere.

Though all thesetransactionshad been widely reported by
the Jacksonsasporting minority still clungtothebelief that old
Catherinewould appear in church, and therewasadistinct
lowering of thetemperaturewhen shewasfound to have been
replaced by her daughter-in-law. Mrs. Lovell Mingott had the
high colour and glassy stareinduced inladies of her age and
habit by the effort of getting into anew dress; but once the
disappointment occasioned by her mother-in-law’ snon-ap-
pearance had subsided, it was agreed that her black Chantilly
over lilac satin, with abonnet of Parmaviolets, formed the
happiest contrast to Mrs. Welland’ sblueand plum-colour. Far

different wastheimpression produced by the gaunt and minc-
inglady whofollowed on Mr. Mingott'sarm, inawild dishev-
elment of stripesand fringesand floating scarves; and asthis
last apparition glided into view Archer’ sheart contracted and
stopped beating.

He had taken it for granted that the M archioness Manson
wasdtill in Washington, where she had gone somefour weeks
previoudy with her niece, Madame Olenska. It wasgenerally
understood that their abrupt departure was dueto Madame
Olenska sdesiretoremoveher aunt fromthebaeful € oquence
of Dr. Agathon Carver, who had nearly succeededin enlisting
her asarecruit for the Valey of Love; andinthecircumstances
no one had expected either of theladiesto return for thewed-
ding. For a moment Archer stood with his eyes fixed on
Medora' sfantastic figure, straining to seewho came behind
her; but thelittle procession wasat an end, for all thelesser
membersof thefamily had taken their seets, and theeight tall
ushers, gathering themsel vestogether likebirdsor insectspre-
paring for somemigratory manoeuvre, wereaready dipping
through the side doorsinto thelobby.

“Newland—I say: she'sherel” the best man whispered.
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Archer roused himsalf with astart.

A long time had apparently passed since his heart had
stopped besting, for thewhite and rosy processonwasinfact
half way up the nave, the Bishop, the Rector and two white-
winged ass stantswere hovering about the flower-banked al-
tar, and thefirst chords of the Spohr symphony werestrewing
their flower-like notesbeforethebride.

Archer opened hiseyes (but could they really have been
shut, asheimagined?), and felt hisheart beginning to resume
itsusual task. Themusic, the scent of theliliesonthedtar, the
visionof thecloud of tulleand orange-blossomsfloating nearer
and nearer, thesight of Mrs. Archer’sface suddenly convulsed
with happy sobs, thelow benedictory murmur of the Rector’s
voice, the ordered evol utions of the eight pink bridesmaids
and theeight black ushers: all these sights, soundsand sensa-
tions, so familiar in themselves, so unutterably strangeand
meaninglessin his new relation to them, were confusedly
mingledinhisbrain.

“My God,” hethought, “Havel got thering?—and once
more hewent through the bridegroom’sconvulsive gesture.

Then, inamoment, May was beside him, such radiance

sreaming from her that it sent afaint warmth through hisnumb-
ness, and he straightened himself and smiled into her eyes.

“Dearly beloved, we are gathered together here,” the Rec-
tor began ...

Thering wason her hand, the Bishop'sbenediction had been
given, the bridesmaidswere a-poiseto resumetheir placein
the procession, and the organ was showing preliminary symp-
tomsof breaking out into the Mendel ssohn March, without
which no newly-wedded couple had ever emerged upon New
York.

“Your arm—I say, give her your arm!” young Newland
nervously hissed; and once more Archer became aware of
having been adrift far off in the unknown. What wasit that had
sent himthere, hewondered? Perhapstheglimpse, anong the
anonymous spectatorsin the transept, of adark coil of hair
under ahat which, amoment |ater, revededitself asbelonging
to an unknown lady with along nose, so laughably unlikethe
person whoseimage she had evoked that he asked himself if
hewere becoming subject to hal lucinations.

And now heand hiswifewere pacing dowly downthenave,
carried forward on thelight Mendel ssohn rippl es, the spring
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day beckoning to them throughwidely opened doors, and Mrs.
WEelland's chestnuts, with big whitefavourson their frontlets,
curvetting and showing off at thefar end of the canvastunnel.

Thefootman, who had astill bigger whitefavour onhisla
pel, wrapped May’ swhite cloak about her, and Archer jumped
into thebrougham at her sde. Sheturned to himwith atrium-
phant smile and their hands clasped under her vell.

“Darling!” Archer said—and suddenly the sameblack abyss
yawned beforehim and hefelt himself sinking into it, deeper
and deeper, while hisvoicerambled on smoothly and cheer-
fully: “Yes, of coursel thought I’ d lost thering; no wedding
would becompleteif thepoor devil of abridegroomdidn’t go
through that. But you DID keep mewaiting, you know! | had
timetothink of every horror that might possibly happen.”

Shesurprised himby turning, infull Fifth Avenue, and fling-
ing her arms about his neck. “But none ever CAN happen
now, canit, Newland, aslong aswetwo aretogether?’

EvERY DETAIL OF THE DAY had been so carefully thought out
that theyoung couple, after thewedding-breakfast, had ample
timeto put ontheir travelling-cl othes, descend thewide Mingott

stairsbetween laughing bridesmai dsand weeping parents, and
get into the brougham under thetraditional shower of riceand
satindippers; and therewasstill haf an hour leftinwhichto
drivetothe gtation, buy thelast weekliesat the bookstall with
theair of seasoned travellers, and settlethemselvesin there-
served compartment inwhich May’smaid had already placed
her dove-coloured travelling cloak and glaringly new dress-
ing-bag from London.

Theold du Lac auntsat Rhinebeck had put their houseat the
disposal of thebridal couple, with areadinessinspired by the
prospect of spending aweek inNew York with Mrs. Archer;
and Archer, glad to escgpetheusud “ bridd suite” inaPhiladd-
phiaor Baltimore hotel, had accepted with an equa dacrity.

May was enchanted at theideaof going to the country, and
childishly amused at thevain efforts of theeight bridesmaidsto
discover wheretheir mysteriousretreat was situated. It was
thought “very English” to have acountry-houselent to one,
andthefact gavealast touch of distinction towhat wasgener-
aly conceded to bethemost brilliant wedding of theyear; but
where the house was no one was permitted to know, except
the parents of bride and groom, who, when taxed with the
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knowledge, pursedtheir lipsand said mysterioudy: “Ah, they
didn'ttell us—" whichwasmanifestly true, sncetherewasno
need to.

Oncethey were settled in their compartment, and thetrain,
shaking off the endlesswooden suburbs, had pushed out into
the palelandscape of spring, talk became easier than Archer
had expected. May wastill, inlook and tone, thesmplegirl
of yesterday, eager to compare noteswith him asto theinci-
dentsof thewedding, and discussing themasimpartially asa
bridesmaidtalkingit al over withan usher. At first Archer had
fancied that this detachment was the disguise of aninward
tremor; but her clear eyesrevealed only themost tranquil un-
awareness. Shewasaonefor thefirst timewith her husband;
but her husband was only the charming comrade of yesterday.
Therewasno onewhom sheliked asmuch, no onewhom she
trusted ascompletely, and the culminating “lark” of thewhole
delightful adventure of engagement and marriagewasto be off
with him alone on ajourney, like agrownup person, likea
“marriedwoman,” infact.

It was wonderful that—as he had learned inthe Mission
garden at St. Augustine—such depthsof fegling could coexist

with such absence of imagination. But heremembered how,
even then, she had surprised him by dropping back to inex-
pressivegirlishnessas soon as her conscience had been eased
of itsburden; and he saw that shewould probably go through
lifedealing to the best of her ability with each experienceasit
came, but never anticipating any by somuch asastolen glance.
Perhapsthat faculty of unawarenesswaswhat gave her eyes
their transparency, and her face thelook of representing atype
rather than aperson; asif shemight have been chosento pose
for aCivic Virtue or aGreek goddess. Theblood that ran so
closeto her fair skin might have been apreserving fluid rather
than aravaging e ement; yet her look of indestructibleyouth-
fulnessmade her seem neither hard nor dull, but only primitive
and pure. Inthethick of thismeditation Archer suddenly felt
himself looking at her with the startled gaze of astranger, and
plunged into areminiscence of thewedding-breakfast and of
Granny Mingott’simmense and triumphant pervasion of it.
May settled downto frank enjoyment of the subject. “1 was
surprised, though—weren’'t you?—that aunt Medoracame
after dl. Ellenwrotethat they wereneither of themwel enough
totakethejourney; | dowishit had been shewho had recov-
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ered! Did you seethe exquisite old lace she sent me?’

He had known that the moment must come sooner or | ater,
but he had somewhat imagined that by forceof willing hemight
holdit at bay.

“Yes—I—no: yes, it wasbeautiful,” hesaid, looking at her
blindly, and wondering if, whenever he heard those two syl-
lables, dl hiscarefully built-up world would tumble about him
likeahouseof cards.

“Aren’tyoutired?It will begood to have someteawhenwe
arrive—I’ m surethe aunts have got everything beautifully
reedy,” herattled on, taking her handinhis; and her mind rushed
away instantly to the magnificent teaand coffee service of
BdtimoresIver whichthe Beaufortshed sent, and which*“ went”
so perfectly withuncle Lovell Mingott’straysand sidedishes.

Inthe spring twilight thetrain stopped at the Rhinebeck sta-
tion, and they walked along the platform to the waiting car-
riage.

“Ah, how awfully kind of thevan der Luydens—they’ve
sent their man over from Skuytercliff tomeet us,” Archer ex-
claimed, as a sedate person out of livery approached them
and relieved themaid of her bags.

“I’mextremely sorry, sir,” said thisemissary, “that alittle
accident hasoccurred at theMissdu Lacs : aleak inthewa
ter-tank. It happened yesterday, and Mr. van der Luyden, who
heard of it thismorning, sent ahousemaid up by theearly train
to get the Patroon’shouseready. It will be quite comfortable,
| think you'll find, sir; and the Missdu L acs have sent their
cook over, sothat it will beexactly thesameasif you' d been
at Rhinebeck.”

Archer stared at the speaker so blankly that herepeatedin
still more apol ogetic accents: “ I’ Il beexactly thesame, gir, |
do assureyou—" and May’s eager voice broke out, covering
the embarrassed silence: “The same as Rhinebeck? The
Patroon’shouse?But it will beahundred thousand times bet-
ter—won’tit, Newland?It' stoo dear and kind of Mr. vander
L uyden to havethought of it.”

And asthey drove off, with the mai d bes de the coachman,
and their shining brida bagson the seat beforethem, shewent
onexcitedly: “Only fancy, I’ venever beeningdeit—haveyou?
Thevander Luydensshow it to sofew people. But they opened
itfor Ellen, it seems, and shetold mewhat adarling little place
itwas. she saysit’sthe only house she’'sseenin Americathat
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shecouldimaginebeing perfectly happy in.”

“Well—that’swhat we' regoing to be, isn't it?’ cried her
husband gaily; and sheanswered with her boyishsmile: “Ah,
it'sjust our luck beginning—thewonderful luck we realways
going to havetogether!”

XX.

OF course WE MusT dinewith Mrs. Carfry, dearest,” Archer
said; and hiswifelooked at him with an anxiousfrown across
themonumental Britanniawareof their |odging house break-
fagt-table.

Inall therainy desert of autumnal London therewereonly
two peoplewhom the Newland Archersknew; and thesetwo
they had seduloudly avoided, in conformity withtheold New
York tradition that it wasnot “ dignified” toforceone’ sself on
the notice of one' sacquaintancesinforeign countries.

Mrs. Archer and Janey, in the course of their visitsto Eu-
rope, had so unflinchingly lived up to thisprinciple, and met
thefriendly advancesof their fellow-travellerswithan air of
such impenetrablereserve, that they had amost achieved the

record of never having exchanged aword with a“foreigner”
other than thoseemployed in hotelsand railway-stations. Their
own compatriots—savethose previoudy known or properly
accredited—they treated with an even more pronounced dis-
dain; sothat, unlessthey ran acrossaChivers, aDagonet or a
Mingott, their months abroad were spent in an unbroken tete-
atete. But the utmost precautionsare sometimesunavailing;
and one night at Botzen one of thetwo English ladiesinthe
room acrossthe passage (whose names, dressand social Situ-
ation wereaready intimately known to Janey) had knocked
on thedoor and asked if Mrs. Archer had abottle of liniment.
The other lady—theintruder’ ssister, Mrs. Carfry—had been
seized with asudden attack of bronchitis; and Mrs. Archer,
who never travelled without acompletefamily pharmacy, was
fortunately ableto produce therequired remedy.

Mrs. Carfry wasvery ill, and assheand her sster MissHarle
weretravelling alonethey wereprofoundly grateful tothe Ar-
cher ladies, who supplied them with ingenious comfortsand
whoseéefficient maid helpedto nursetheinvalid back to hedth.

Whenthe Archersleft Botzen they had noideaof ever see-
ing Mrs. Carfry and Miss Harle again. Nothing, to Mrs.
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Archer’smind, would have been more* undignified” thanto
force one'sself onthe notice of a“foreigner” to whom one
had happened to render an accidental service. But Mrs. Carfry
and her sigter, towhom thispoint of view wasunknown, and
whowould havefound it utterly incomprehensible, felt them-
selveslinked by an eternd gratitudeto the” delightful Ameri-
cans’ who had been so kind at Botzen. With touching fiddlity
they seized every chance of meeting Mrs. Archer and Janey in
the course of their continental travel's, and displayed asuper-
natura acutenessin finding out whenthey wereto passthrough
London ontheir way to or from the States. Theintimacy be-
cameindissoluble, and Mrs. Archer and Janey, whenever they
alighted at Brown'sHotel, found themsel ves awaited by two
affectionatefriendswho, likethemselves, cultivated fernsin
Wardian cases, made macramelace, read thememoirsof the
Baroness Bunsen and had views about the occupants of the
leading London pulpits. AsMrs. Archer said, it made*“ an-
other thing of London” to know Mrs. Carfry and MissHarle;
and by the time that Newland became engaged the tie be-
tweenthefamilieswassofirmly established that it wasthought
“only right” to send awedding invitation to thetwo English

ladies, who sent, inreturn, apretty bouquet of pressed Alpine
flowersunder glass. And on the dock, when Newland and his
wifesailed for England, Mrs. Archer’slast word had been:
“You must take May to seeMrs. Carfry.”

Newland and hiswife had had no ideaof obeyingthisin-
junction; but Mrs. Carfry, with her usual acuteness, had run
them down and sent them aninvitationto dine; and it wasover
thisinvitationthat May Archer waswrinkling her browsacross
theteaand muffins.

“It'sall very well for you, Newland; you know them. But |
shall feel so shy among alot of peoplel’ve never met. And
what shall | wear?’

Newland leaned back in his chair and smiled at her. She
looked handsomer and more Diana-likethan ever. Themoist
English air seemed to have deepened the bloom of her cheeks
and softened thedight hardness of her virgina feetures; or else
itwassmply theinner glow of happiness, shining throughlike
alightunderice.

“Wear, dearest?| thought atrunkful of thingshad comefrom
Parislast week.”

“Yes, of course. | meant to say that | shan’t know whichto
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wear.” Shepouted alittle. “I’ ve never dined out in London;
and | don't want to beridiculous.”

Hetriedto enter into her perplexity. “ But don’t Englishwomen
dressjust likeeverybody el seintheevening?’

“Newland! How can you ask such funny questions?\When
they gotothetheatrein old ball-dressesand bare heads.”

“Well, perhapsthey wear new ball-dressesat home; but at
any rateMrs. Carfry and MissHarlewon't. They’ |l wear caps
likemy mother’'s—and shawls, very soft shawls.”

“Yes; but how will the other women bedressed?”’

“Not aswell asyou, dear,” hergjoined, wondering what had
suddenly developedinher Janey’ smorbidinterest in clothes.

She pushed back her chair withasigh. “ That’sdear of you,
Newland; but it doesn’'t help memuch.”

Hehad aninspiration. “Why not wear your wedding-dress?
That can’t bewrong, canit?’

“Oh, dearest! If | only had it here! But it’'sgoneto Paristo
be made over for next winter, and Worth hasn’t sent it back.”

“Oh, well—" said Archer, getting up. “ L ook here—thefog's
lifting. If we made adash for the National Gallery wemight
manageto catch aglimpse of the pictures.”

THe NEwLAND ARCHERS Wereon their way home, after athree
months wedding-tour which May, inwritingto her girl friends,
vaguely summarised as* blissful.”

They had not gonetotheltalian Lakes: onreflection, Archer
had not been ableto picture hiswifein that particular setting.
Her owninclination (after amonth with the Paris dressmak-
ers) wasfor mountaineering in July and swimming in August.
Thisplanthey punctualy fulfilled, spending July at Interlaken
and Grindelwald, and August at alittle place called Etretat, on
the Normandy coast, which some one had recommended as
quaint and quiet. Onceor twice, inthemountains, Archer had
pointed southward and said: “ There'sltaly”; and May, her
feet in agentian-bed, had smiled cheerfully, and replied: “It
would belovely to gotherenext winter, if only you didn’t have
tobein New York.”

Butinredlity travellinginterested her even lessthan hehad
expected. Sheregarded it (once her clotheswere ordered) as
merdly an enlarged opportunity for walking, riding, swimming,
andtrying her hand at thefascinating new gameof lawvntennis,
andwhenthey findly got back to London (wherethey wereto
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spend afortnight while he ordered his clothes) shenolonger
conceal ed the eagerness with which shelooked forward to
sling.

In London nothing interested her but the theatresand the
shops; and shefound thetheatres|essexciting than the Paris
cafeschantantswhere, under the bl ossoming horse-chestnuts
of the Champs Elysees, she had had the novel experience of
looking down from the restaurant terrace on an audience of
“cocottes,” and having her husband interpret to her asmuch of
the songsas hethought suitablefor bridal ears.

Archer had revertedto al hisoldinherited ideas about mar-
riage. It waslesstroubleto conform with the tradition and
treat May exactly asall hisfriendstreated their wivesthanto
try to putinto practicethetheorieswith which hisuntrammelled
bachel orhood had dallied. Therewasno useintrying to eman-
cipateawifewho had not the dimmest notion that shewasnot
free; and he had long since discovered that May’sonly use of
theliberty she supposed herself to possesswould betolay it
onthealtar of her wifely adoration. Her innate dignity would
awayskeep her from making thegift abjectly; and aday might
even come (asit once had) when shewould find strength to

takeit altogether back if shethought sheweredoingit for his
own good. But with aconception of marriage so uncompli-
cated and incurious as hers such acrisis could be brought
about only by something visibly outrageousin hisown con-
duct; and thefinenessof her feding for him madethat unthink-
able. Whatever happened, heknew, shewould awaysbeloya,
gallant and unresentful ; and that pledged him to the practice of
thesamevirtues.

All thistended to draw him back into hisold habitsof mind. If
her smplicity had beenthesmplicity of pettinesshewouldhave
chafed and rebelled; but sincethelinesof her character, though
so few, were on the samefinemould as her face, she became
thetutelary divinity of al hisold traditionsand reverences.

Such qualitieswere scarcely of thekind to enlivenforeign
travel, though they made her so easy and pleasant acompan-
ion; but he saw at once how they wouldfall into placeintheir
proper setting. He had no fear of being oppressed by them,
for hisartisticandintellectual lifewould go on, asit dways
had, outsidethedomestic circle; and withinit therewould be
nothing smal and stifling—coming back to hiswifewould never
be like entering astuffy room after atramp inthe open. And
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when they had children thevacant cornersin both their lives
would befilled.

All thesethingswent through hismind during their long dow
drivefromMayfair to South Kensington, where Mrs. Carfry
and her sister lived. Archer too would have preferred to es-
cgpether friends hospitdity: inconformity withthefamily tra-
dition he had alwaystravelled asasight-seer and looker-on,
affecting ahaughty unconsciousnessof the presenceof hisfd-
low-beings. Onceonly, just after Harvard, he had spent afew
gay weeks at Florence with aband of queer Europeanised
Americans, dancing al night withtitled ladiesin palaces, and
gambling half the day with therakesand dandiesof thefash-
ionable club; but it had al seemed to him, though the greatest
funintheworld, asunreal asacarnival. These queer cosmo-
politan women, deep in complicated love-affairswhich they
appeared to feel the need of retailing to every onethey met,
and the magnificent young officersand el derly dyed witswho
werethe subjectsor therecipients of their confidences, were
too different from the people Archer had grown up among,
too much like expensive and rather mal odorous hot-house
exotics, to detain hisimagination long. Tointroduce hiswife

into such asociety wasout of the question; and in the course
of histravelsno other had shown any marked eagernessfor
hiscompany.

Not long after their arrival in London he had run acrossthe
Dukeof St. Austrey, and the Duke, instantly and cordially
recognising him, had said: “ L ook meup, won't you?’—but no
proper-spirited American would have considered that asug-
gestion to be acted on, and the meeting waswithout asequel.
They had even managed to avoid May’s English aunt, the
banker’swife, who wasstill in Yorkshire; infact, they had
purposely postponed going to Londonttill theautumnin order
that their arrival during the season might not appear pushing
and snobbishto theseunknown rel atives.

“Probably there' || be nobody at Mrs. Carfry’s—London’s
adesert at this season, and you’ ve made yourself much too
beautiful,” Archer saidto May, who sat at hissidein the han-
som so spotlessly splendid in her sky-blue cloak edged with
swansdown that it seemed wicked to expose her totheLon-
dongrime,

“I don't want themto think that we dresslike savages,” she
replied, with ascorn that Pocahontas might have resented; and
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hewasstruck again by thereligiousreverence of eventhemost
unworldly Americanwomenfor thesocid advantagesof dress.

“It'stheir armour,” hethought, “ their defence againgt theun-
known, and their defiance of it.” And he understood for the
first timethe earnestnesswith which May, who wasincapable
of tyingaribbonin her hair to charm him, had gonethroughthe
solemnrite of selecting and ordering her extensivewardrobe.

He had beenright in expecting the party at Mrs. Carfry’sto
beasmal one. Besdestheir hostessand her sigter, they found,
inthelong chilly drawing-room, only another shawled lady, a
genial Vicar who was her husband, asilent lad whom Mrs.
Carfry named asher nephew, and asmall dark gentlemanwith
lively eyeswhom sheintroduced as histutor, pronouncing a
French nameasshedid so.

Intothisdimly-lit and dim-featured group May Archer floated
likeaswan with the sunset on her: she seemed larger, fairer,
more voluminoudly rustling than her husband had ever seen
her; and he perceived that the rosinessand rustlingnesswere
thetokensof an extreme and infantile shyness.

“What on earthwill they expect metotalk about?’ her help-
lesseyesimplored him, at the very moment that her dazzling

apparitionwascdling forththe same anxiety intheir own bo-
soms. But beauty, evenwhen distrustful of itsdlf, awakenscon-
fidenceinthemanly heart; and the Vicar and the French-named
tutor were soon manifesting to May their desireto put her at
her ease.

In spiteof their best efforts, however, thedinner wasalan-
guishing affair. Archer noticed that hiswife' sway of showing
herself at her ease with foreignerswasto become more un-
compromisingly local in her references, so that, though her
lovelinesswas an encouragement to admiration, her conver-
sation wasachill to repartee. The Vicar soon abandoned the
struggle; but thetutor, who spokethe most fluent and accom-
plished English, gallantly continued to pour it out to her until
theladies, tothemanifest relief of al concerned, went up to
thedrawing-room.

TheVicar, after aglassof port, wasobliged to hurry awvay
to ameeting, and the shy nephew, who appeared to be an
invalid, was packed off to bed. But Archer and thetutor con-
tinued to Sit over their wine, and suddenly Archer found him-
sdf talking ashe had not done since hislast symposiumwith
Ned Winsett. The Carfry nephew, it turned out, had been
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threatened with consumption, and had had to leave Harrow
for Switzerland, where he had spent two yearsinthemilder air
of LakeLeman. Being abookish youth, he had been entrusted
toM. Riviere, who had brought him back to England, and was
toremainwithhimtill hewent upto Oxford thefollowing spring;
and M. Riviereadded with smplicity that he should then have
tolook out for another job.

It seemedimpossible, Archer thought, that he should belong
without one, so varied werehisinterestsand so many hisgifts.
Hewasaman of about thirty, with athinugly face(May would
certainly have caled him common-looking) to whichthe play
of hisideasgavean intenseexpress veness, but therewasnoth-
ingfrivolousor chegpin hisanimation.

Hisfather, who had died young, had filled asmall diplomatic
post, and it had been intended that the son should follow the
same career; but aninsatiabletastefor |ettershad thrown the
young maninto journalism, then into authorship (apparently
unsuccessful), and at length—after other experimentsand vi-
cissitudeswhich hespared hislistener—into tutoring English
youthsin Switzerland. Beforethat, however, hehad lived much
in Paris, frequented the Goncourt grenier, been advised by

M aupassant not to attempt to write (even that seemed to Ar-
cher adazzling honour!), and had often talked with Merimee
inhismother’ shouse. He had obvioudy aways been desper-
ately poor and anxious (having amother and an unmarried
Sster to providefor), and it was apparent that hisliterary am-
bitionshad failed. Hissituation, in fact, seemed, materially
speaking, no more brilliant than Ned Winsett's; but he had
livedinaworldinwhich, ashesaid, no onewholoved ideas
need hunger mentally. Asit wasprecisely of that lovethat poor
Winsett was starving to death, Archer looked with asort of
vicariousenvy at thiseager impecuniousyoung manwho had
fared sorichly in hispoverty.

“You see, Monsieur, it sworth everything, isn'tit, to keep
one'sintellectual liberty, not to endlave one's powers of ap-
preciation, one' scritica independence? It was because of that
that | abandoned journaism, and took to so much duller work:
tutoring and private secretaryship. Thereisagood deal of
drudgery, of course; but one preservesone’ smoral freedom,
what wecall in French one'squant asoi. And when onehears
goodtak onecanjoininit without compromising any opinions
but one’sown; or one canlisten, and answer itinwardly. Ah,
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good conversation—there snothing likeit, isthere? Theair of
ideasisthe only air worth breathing. And so | have never
regretted giving up either diplomacy or journaism—two dif-
ferent formsof the same self-abdication.” Hefixed hisvivid
eyeson Archer ashelit another cigarette. “\Voyez-vous, Mon-
seur, tobeabletolook lifeintheface: that’sworthlivingina
garretfor, isn'tit?But, after al, onemust earn enough to pay
for thegarret; and | confessthat to grow old asaprivatetu-
tor—or a private anything—isamos aschillingtotheimagi-
nation asasecond secretaryship at Bucharest. Sometimesl
feel I must makeaplunge: animmense plunge. Do you sup-
pose, for instance, there would be any opening for mein
America—inNew York?’

Archer looked at him with startled eyes. New York, for a
young man who had frequented the Goncourtsand Flaubert,
andwho thought thelife of ideastheonly oneworthliving! He
continued to stareat M. Riviere perplexedly, wondering how
totell himthat hisvery superioritiesand advantageswould be
the surest hindrance to success.

“New York—New York—but must it be especially New
York?" hestammered, utterly unabletoimaginewhat lucrative

opening hisnativecity could offer to ayoung man to whom
good conversation appeared to be the only necessity.

A suddenflushroseunder M. Riviere'ssallow skin. “1—I
thought it your metropolis. isnot theintellectua lifemoreac-
tivethere?” hergjoined; then, asif fearingto give hishearer the
impression of having asked afavour, hewent on hastily: “ One
throws out random suggestions—moreto one' sself thanto
others. Inreality, | seenoimmediate prospect—" andrising
from his seat he added, without atrace of constraint: “But
Mrs. Carfry will think that | ought to betaking you upstairs.”

During thehomeward drive Archer pondered deeply onthis
episode. Hishour with M. Riviere had put new air into his
lungs, and hisfirstimpulse had beentoinvitehimto dinethe
next day; but he was beginning to understand why married
men did not dwaysimmediately yield tothelr first impul ses.

“That young tutor isan interesting fellow: we had some aw-
fully good talk after dinner about booksand things,” hethrew
out tentatively inthe hansom.

May roused herself from one of the dreamy silencesinto
which he had read so many meanings before six months of
marriage had given him thekey to them.
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“Thelittle Frenchman?Wasn't hedreadfully common?” she
questioned coldly; and heguessed that shenursed asecret dis-
appointment at having beeninvited out in London to meet a
clergyman and aFrench tutor. Thedisappointment wasnot oc-
casioned by the sentiment ordinarily defined as snobbishness,
but by old New York’s sense of what was dueto it when it
riskeditsdignity inforeignlands. If May’sparentshad enter-
tained the Carfrysin Ffth Avenuethey would haveoffered them
something more substantial than aparson and aschoolmaster.

But Archer wason edge, and took her up.

“Common—commonwhere?’ hequeried; and shereturned
with unusud readiness. “Why, | should say anywherebutinhis
school-room. Those people are alwaysawkward in society.
But then,” sheadded disarmingly, 1 supposel shouldn't have
knownif hewasclever.”

Archer didiked her useof theword* clever” dmaost asmuch
asher useof theword“common”; but hewasbeginningtofear
histendency to dwell onthethingshedidikedin her. After dll,
her point of view had dwaysbeenthesame. It wasthat of dl the
people he had grown up among, and hehad waysregarded it
ashecessary but negligible. Until afew monthsago hehad never

knowna“nice” womanwholooked at lifedifferently; andif a
man married it must necessarily beamongthenice.

“Ah—then | won't ask himtodine!” he concluded witha
laugh; and May echoed, bewildered: “ Goodness—ask the
Carfrys tutor?’

“Well, not onthe sameday withthe Carfrys, if you prefer |
shouldn’t. But | did rather want another talk with him. He's
looking for ajobin New York.”

Her surpriseincreased with her indifference: heamost fan-
cied that she suspected him of being tainted with*“foreignness.”

“A jobin New York? What sort of ajob? People don’t
have French tutors: what doeshewant to do?’

“Chiefly to enjoy good conversation, | understand,” her hus-
band retorted perversely; and she brokeinto an appreciative
laugh. “ Oh, Newland, how funny! Isn’'t that French?’

Onthewhole, hewasglad to havethe matter settled for him
by her refusingtotakeserioudy hiswishtoinvite M. Riviere.
Ancther after-dinner talk would havemadeit difficult toavoid
thequestion of New York; and themore Archer considered it
thelesshewasableto fit M. Riviere into any conceivable
picture of New York asheknew it.
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Hepercaivedwithaflash of chillingingght that infuturemany
problemswould bethus negatively solved for him; but ashe
paid the hansom and followed hiswife’slong traininto the
house hetook refugein the comforting platitudethat thefirst
sx monthswereawaysthemost difficultin marriage. “ After
that | supposeweshall have pretty nearly finished rubbing off
each other’'sangles,” hereflected; but theworst of it wasthat
May's pressurewas dready bearing on thevery angleswhose
sharpness he most wanted to keep.

XXI.

THE SMALL BRIGHT LAWN stretched away smoothly to the big
bright sea.

Theturf washemmed with an edge of scarlet geraniumand
coleus, and cagt-iron vasespai nted in chocol ate col our, sanding
at intervalsaong thewinding path that led to the sea, looped
their garlands of petuniaand ivy geranium abovethe neatly
raked gravel.

Half way between theedgeof thedliff and the squarewooden
house (which was al so chocolate-coloured, but with thetin

roof of theverandah striped inyellow and brown to represent
an awning) two largetargets had been placed against aback-
ground of shrubbery. Onthe other sideof thelawn, facing the
targets, waspitched areal tent, with benchesand garden-seats
about it. A number of ladiesin summer dressesand gentlemen
ingrey frock-coatsand tall hats stood on thelawn or sat upon
the benches; and every now and thenadender girl in starched
muslin would step from the tent, bow in hand, and speed her
shaft at one of the targets, while the spectatorsinterrupted
their talk to watch theresult.

Newland Archer, standing on the verandah of the house,
looked curiously down upon this scene. On each side of the
shiny painted stepswas alarge blue chinaflower-pot on a
bright yellow chinastand. A spiky green plant filled each paot,
and bel ow the verandah ran awide border of blue hydrangeas
edged with morered geraniums. Behind him, the Frenchwin-
dowsof thedrawing-roomsthrough which he had passed gave
glimpses, between swaying lace curtains, of glassy parquet
floorsidanded with chintz poufs, dwarf armchairs, and velvet
tablescovered withtriflesinslver.

TheNewport Archery Club awaysheldits August meeting
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at the Beauforts'. The sport, which had hitherto known no
rival but croquet, was beginning to bediscarded in favour of
lawn-tennis, but thelatter gamewas<till considered too rough
andinelegant for social occasions, and asan opportunity to
show off pretty dresses and graceful attitudesthe bow and
arrow held their own.

Archer looked down with wonder at thefamiliar spectacle.
It surprised him that life should be going onin the old way
when hisown reactionsto it had so completely changed. It
was Newport that had first brought hometo him the extent of
thechange. In New York, during the previouswinter, after he
and May had settled down inthe new greenish-yellow house
with the bow-window and the Pompeian vestibule, he had
dropped back with relief into the old routine of the office, and
therenewal of thisdaily activity had served asalink with his
former salf. Then there had been the pleasurabl e excitement of
choosing a showy grey stepper for May’s brougham (the
WEellands had giventhe carriage), and the abiding occupation
andinterest of arranging hisnew library, which, in spiteof fam-
ily doubts and disapprovals, had been carried out as he had
dreamed, with adark embossed paper, Eastlake book-cases

and “sincere” arm-chairsand tables. At the Century he had
found Winsett again, and at the K nickerbocker the fashion-
ableyoung men of hisown set; and what with the hours dedi-
cated to thelaw and those given to dining out or entertaining
friendsat home, with an occasional evening at the Operaor
theplay, thelifehewasliving had still seemed afairly real and
inevitable sort of business.

But Newport represented the escape from duty into an at-
mosphereof unmitigated holiday-making. Archer had triedto
persuade May to spend the summer on aremoteidand off the
coast of Maine(caled, appropriately enough, Mount Desert),
whereafew hardy Bostoniansand Philadel phianswere camp-
ingin*“native’ cottages, and whence camereportsof enchant-
ing scenery and awild, amost trapper-like existence amid
woodsand waters.

But the Wellands always went to Newport, where they
owned oneof the square boxeson thecliffs, and their son-in-
law could adduce no good reason why heand May should not
jointhemthere. AsMrs. Welland rather tartly pointed out, it
washardly worth whilefor May to haveworn herself out try-
ing on summer clothesin Parisif shewasnot to beallowedto
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wear them; and thisargument was of akind to which Archer
had asyet found no answer.

May herself could not understand hisobscurereluctanceto
fall inwith so reasonable and pleasant away of spending the
summer. Shereminded himthat he had awaysliked Newport
in hisbachelor days, and asthiswasindisputable he could
only professthat hewassurehewasgoingtolikeit better than
ever now that they wereto betheretogether. But ashe stood
on the Beaufort verandah and looked out on the brightly
peopled lawn it came hometo him with ashiver that hewas
notgoingtolikeitatal.

It wasnot May’sfault, poor dear. I, now and then, during
their travels, they had fallen dightly out of step, harmony had
been restored by their return to the conditions she was used
to. Hehad awaysforeseen that shewould not disappoint him;
and he had been right. He had married (as most young men
did) because he had met aperfectly charming girl at themo-
ment when aseriesof rather aimless sentimental adventures
were ending in premature disgust; and she had represented
peace, stability, comradeship, and the steadying sense of an

unescapableduty.

He could not say that he had been mistaken in hischoice, for
shehad fulfilled al that he had expected. It was undoubtedly
gratifying to be the husband of one of the handsomest and
most popular young married womenin New York, especially
when she was al so one of the sweetest-tempered and most
reasonabl e of wives; and Archer had never beeninsensibleto
such advantages. Asfor the momentary madnesswhich had
falenupon himontheeveof hismarriage, hehadtrained him-
self toregardit asthelast of hisdiscarded experiments. The
ideathat hecould ever, in hissenses, have dreamed of marry-
ing the Countess Ol enska had become almost unthinkabl e,
and sheremained in hismemory smply asthemost plaintive
and poignant of alineof ghosts.

But al theseabgiractionsand €iminationsmadeof hismind
arather empty and echoing place, and he supposed that was
oneof thereasonswhy the busy animated people on the Beau-
fort lawn shocked himasif they had been childrenplayingina
grave-yard.

Heheard amurmur of skirtsbesidehim, and theMarchio-
ness Manson fluttered out of the drawing-roomwindow. As
usual, shewasextraordinarily festooned and bedizened, with
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alimp Leghorn hat anchored to her head by many windingsof
faded gauze, and alittleblack velvet parasol onacarvedivory
handle absurdly balanced over her much larger hatbrim.

“My dear Newland, | had no idea that you and May had
arrived! Youyourself cameonly yesterday, you say?Ah, busi-
ness—business—professional duties... | understand. Many
husbands, | know, find it impossibletojointheir wiveshere
except for the week-end.” She cocked her head on one side
andlanguished a him through screwed-up eyes. “ But marriage
isonelong sacrifice, asl used oftentoremind my Ellen—"

Archer’sheart sopped with the queer jerk whichit had given
once before, and which seemed suddenly to Slam adoor be-
tween himsdlf and the outer world; but thisbreak of continuity
must have been of the briefest, for he presently heard Medora
answering aquestion he had apparently found voiceto put.

“No, | am not staying here, but with the Blenkers, intheir
delicioussolitude a Portsmouth. Beaufort waskind enoughto
send hisfamoustrottersfor methismorning, sothat | might
haveat |east aglimpse of oneof Regina sgarden-parties; but
thisevening | goback torurd life. The Blenkers, dear origina
beings, have hired aprimitive old farm-house at Portsmouth

wherethey gather about them representative people...” She
drooped dightly beneath her protecting brim, and added with
afaint blush: “ Thisweek Dr. Agathon Carver isholding ase-
riesof Inner Thought meetingsthere. A contrastindeed tothis
gay scene of worldly pleasure—but then | haveawayslived
on contrasts! To metheonly deathismonotony. | dwayssay
to Ellen: Beware of monotony; it'sthemother of al thedeadly
sins. But my poor childisgoing through aphase of exaltation,
of abhorrence of theworld. You know, | suppose, that she
hasdeclined dl invitationsto stay at Newport, evenwith her
grandmother Mingott?1 could hardly persuade her to come
with metotheBlenkers', if youwill believeit! Thelifeshe
leadsismorbid, unnatural. Ah, if shehad only listenedtome
whenitwasstill possible ... When thedoor wasstill open ...
But shall wego down and watch thisabsorbing match?1 hear
your May isoneof thecompetitors.”

Strolling toward them from the tent Beaufort advanced over
thelawn, tall, heavy, too tightly buttoned into aL.ondon frock-
coat, with one of hisown orchidsinits buttonhole. Archer,
who had not seen him for two or three months, was struck by
the change in his appearance. In the hot summer light his
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floridness seemed heavy and bloated, and but for hiserect
sguare-shouldered walk hewould havelooked like an over-
fed and over-dressed old man.

Thereweredl sortsof rumoursafloat about Beaufort. Inthe
spring hehad goneoff onalong cruisetotheWest Indiesin his
new steam-yacht, and it was reported that, at various points
where he had touched, alady resembling MissFanny Ring
had been seen in hiscompany. The steam-yacht, builtinthe
Clyde, andfitted with tiled bath-rooms and other unheard-of
luxuries, wassaid to have cost him haf amillion; and the pearl
necklacewhich he had presented to hiswifeon hisreturnwas
as magnificent as such expiatory offerings are apt to be.
Beaufort’sfortunewas substantial enoughto standthestrain;
and yet the disquieting rumours persisted, not only in Fifth
Avenue but in Wall Street. Some peopl e said he had specu-
lated unfortunately inrailways, othersthat hewasbeing bled
by one of the most insatiable membersof her profession; and
to every report of threatened insolvency Beaufort replied by a
fresh extravagance: thebuilding of anew row of orchid-houses,
the purchase of anew string of race-horses, or the addition of
anew Meissonnier or Cabanel to hispicture-gallery.

He advanced toward the Marchionessand Newland with
hisusud haf-sneering smile. “Hullo, Medoral Didthetrotters
do their business? Forty minutes, eh? ... Well, that’snot so
bad, considering your nerves had to be spared.” He shook
handswith Archer, and then, turning back with them, placed
himsalf on Mrs. Manson’sother Side, and said, inalow voice,
afew wordswhich their companion did not catch.

TheMarchionessreplied by one of her queer foreign jerks,
anda“ Quevoulez-vous?’ which deegpened Beaufort’sfrown;
but he produced agood semblance of acongratulatory smile
asheglanced at Archer to say: “You know May’sgoing to
carry off thefirst prize.”

“Ah, thenit remainsinthefamily,” Medorarippled; and at
that moment they reached thetent and Mrs. Beaufort met them
inagirlish cloud of mauvemudinandfloating vells.

May Welland wasjust coming out of thetent. In her white
dress, with apale green ribbon about thewaist and awreath
of ivy on her hat, she had the same Diana-like aloofness as
when she had entered the Beaufort ball-room on the night of
her engagement. Intheinterval not athought seemedto have
passed behind her eyes or afeeling through her heart; and

146



EdithWharton

though her husband knew that she had the capacity for both
hemarvelled afresh at the way inwhich experience dropped
away from her.

Shehad her bow and arrow in her hand, and placing herself
onthechak-mark traced on theturf shelifted the bow to her
shoulder and took aim. The attitudewas so full of aclassic
gracethat amurmur of gppreciation followed her gppearance,
and Archer felt theglow of proprietorship that so often cheated
him into momentary well-being. Her rivals—Mrs. Reggie
Chivers, theMerry girls, and diversrosy Thorleys, Dagonets
and Mingotts, stood behind her in alovely anxious group,
brown heads and golden bent above the scores, and pale
muslinsand flower-wreathed hats mingled in atender rain-
bow. All wereyoung and pretty, and bathed in summer bloom;
but not one had the nymph-like ease of hiswife, when, with
tense musclesand happy frown, she bent her soul upon some
feat of strength.

“Gad,” Archer heard Lawrence L effertssay, “ not oneof the
lot holdsthe bow asshedoes’; and Beaufort retorted: “ Yes;
but that’ sthe only kind of target she'll ever hit.”

Archer fdtirrationaly angry. Hishost’s contemptuoustrib-

uteto May’s" niceness’ wasjust what ahushand should have
wished to hear said of hiswife. Thefact that acoarseminded
man found her lackingin attraction wassmply another proof of
her quality; yet thewords sent afaint shiver through hisheart.
What if “niceness’ carried to that supremedegreewereonly a
negation, thecurtain dropped beforean emptiness? Ashelooked
a May, returning flushed and cdmfrom her find bull’ s-eye, he
had thefedling that he had never yet lifted that curtain.
Shetook the congratul ations of her rivalsand of therest of
thecompany with thessimplicity that washer crowning grace.
No one could ever be jealous of her triumphs because she
managed to givethefeeling that shewould havebeenjust as
sereneif she had missed them. But when her eyes met her
husband’sher face glowed with thepleasureshesaw inhis.
Mrs. Welland' sbasket-work pony-carriagewaswaiting for
them, and they drove off among the dispersing carriages, May
handling thereinsand Archer sitting at her side.
Theafternoon sunlight still lingered upon the bright lawns
and shrubberies, and up and down Bellevue Avenuerolled a
doublelineof victorias, dog-carts, landausand “vis-a-vis,”
carrying well-dressed |adies and gentlemen away from the
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Beaufort garden-party, or homeward from their daily after-
noon turn aong the Ocean Drive.

“Shall wegoto see Granny?’ May suddenly proposed. “|
should liketotell her myself that I’ vewon theprize. There's
lotsof timebeforedinner.”

Archer acquiesced, and she turned the ponies down
Narragansett Avenue, crossed Spring Street and drove out
toward therocky moorland beyond. In thisunfashionablere-
gion Catherinethe Great, dwaysindifferent to precedent and
thrifty of purse, had built hersdlf in her youth amany-peaked
and cross-beamed cottage-orne on abit of cheap land over-
looking thebay. Here, in athicket of stunted oaks, her veran-
dahs spread themselves above the island-dotted waters. A
winding driveled up betweeniron stagsand blue glasshballs
embedded in moundsof geraniumsto afront door of highly-
varnished wal nut under astriped verandah-roof; and behind it
ran anarrow hall with ablack and yellow star-patterned par-
quet floor, upon which opened four small squareroomswith
heavy flock-papersunder ceilingsonwhich an Italian house-
painter had lavished dl thedivinitiesof Olympus. Oneof these
roomshad been turned into abedroom by Mrs. Mingott when

the burden of flesh descended on her, and in theadjoining one
shespent her days, enthroned in alarge armchair betweenthe
open door and window, and perpetually waving apal m-leaf
fanwhich the prodigious projection of her bosom kept so far
fromtherest of her personthat theair it setin motion stirred
only thefringe of the anti-macassarsonthe chair-arms.

Since she had been the means of hastening hismarriageold
Catherine had shownto Archer the cordiaity which aservice
rendered excitestoward the person served. Shewas persuaded
that irrepressible passion wasthe cause of hisimpatience; and
being an ardent admirer of impulsiveness (whenit did not lead
to the spending of money) she alwaysreceived himwith a
genia twinkleof complicity and aplay of alusiontowhich
May seemed fortunately impervious.

Sheexamined and appraised with muchinterest thediamond-
tipped arrow which had been pinned on May’sbosom at the
conclusion of thematch, remarking that in her day afiligree
brooch would have been thought enough, but that therewas
no denying that Beaufort did thingshandsomely.

“Quiteanheirloom, infact, my dear,” theold lady chuckled.
“Youmust leaveitinfeetoyour edest girl.” ShepinchedMay's
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whitearm and watched the colour flood her face. “Well, well,
what have | said to make you shake out thered flag? Ain't
there going to be any daughters—only boys, eh? Good gra-
cious, ook at her blushing againal over her blushes! What—
can't | say that either? Mercy me—when my children beg me
to haveal those gods and goddesses painted out overhead |
alwayssay I’ mtoo thankful to have somebody about methat
nothing can shock!”

Archer burgt into alaugh, and May echoedit, crimsontothe
eyes.

“Well, now tell meall about the party, please, my dears, for
| shall never get a straight word about it out of that silly
Medora,” the ancestress continued; and, asMay exclaimed:
“Cousin Medora?But | thought shewas going back to Ports-
mouth?’ sheanswered placidly: “ So sheis—but she’'sgot to
comeherefirst to pick up Ellen. Ah—you didn’t know Ellen
had cometo spend the day with me? Such fol-de-rol, her not
comingfor thesummer; but | gaveup arguing withyoung people
about fifty yearsago. Ellen—Ellen!” shecriedin her shrill old
voice, trying to bend forward far enough to catch aglimpse of
thelawn beyond theverandah.

Therewasno answer, and Mrs. Mingott rapped impatiently
with her stick on the shiny floor. A mulatto maid-servantina
bright turban, replying to the summons, informed her mistress
that she had seen “Miss Ellen” going down the path to the
shore; and Mrs. Mingott turned to Archer.

“Run down and fetch her, like agood grandson; this pretty
lady will describethe party tome,” shesaid; and Archer stood
upasif inadream.

He had heard the Countess Olenska's name pronounced
often enough during theyear and ahaf sincethey had last met,
andwasevenfamiliar withthemainincidentsof her lifeinthe
interval . He knew that she had spent the previous summer at
Newport, where she appeared to have gone agreat deal into
society, but that in the autumn she had suddenly sub-let the
“perfect house” which Beaufort had been at such painstofind
for her, and decided to establish herself in Washington. There,
during thewinter, he had heard of her (asoneawaysheard of
pretty womenin Washington) asshininginthe* brilliant diplo-
matic society” that was supposed to make up for the social
short-comingsof the Administration. Hehad listened to these
accounts, and to various contradictory reportson her appear-
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ance, her conversation, her point of view and her choice of
friends, with the detachment with which onelistenstoreminis-
cencesof someonelong sincedead; not till Medorasuddenly
spoke her name at the archery match had Ellen Olenskabe-
comealiving presenceto himagain. TheMarchioness sfoolish
lisp had called up avison of thelittlefire-lit drawing-room and
the sound of the carriage-whedl sreturning down the deserted
street. Hethought of astory he had read, of some peasant chil-
drenin Tuscany lighting abunch of straw inawayside cavern,
andrevedingoldslentimagesinther paintedtomb...
Theway to the shore descended from the bank onwhichthe
house was perched to awalk above the water planted with
weeping willows. Throughtheir veil Archer caught theglint of
theLimeRock, withitswhite-washed turret and thetiny house
inwhichtheheroiclight-housekeeper, IdaLewis, wasliving her
last venerableyears. Beyondit lay theflat reachesand ugly gov-
ernment chimneysof Goat 1dand, the bay soreading northward
inashimmer of goldto Prudenceldand withitslow growth of
oaks, and the shoresof Conanicut faint inthe sunset haze.
Fromthewillow walk projected adight wooden pier ending
inasort of pagoda-like summer-house; and inthe pagodaa

lady stood, leaning against therail, her back to the shore. Ar-
cher stopped at the sight asif he had waked from deep. That
visonof the past wasadream, and theredlity waswhat awaited
him in the house on the bank overhead: wasMrs. Welland's
pony-carriagecircling around and around theoval at thedoor,
wasMay sitting under the shameless Olympiansand glowing
with secret hopes, was the Welland villa at the far end of
Bellevue Avenue, and Mr. Welland, already dressed for din-
ner, and pacing the drawing-room floor, watch in hand, with
dyspepticimpatience—for it wasone of thehousesin which
oneawaysknew exactly what ishappening at agiven hour.
“What am1?A son-in-lav—" Archer thought.
Thefigureat the end of the pier had not moved. For along
moment theyoung man stood half way down the bank, gazing
at the bay furrowed with the coming and going of sailboats,
yacht-launches, fishing-craft and thetrailing black coa-barges
hauled by noisy tugs. Thelady in the summer-house seemed
to beheld by the same sight. Beyond the grey bastions of Fort
Adamsalong-drawn sunset was splintering up into athou-
sand fires, and the radiance caught the sail of acatboat asit
beat out through the channel between the Lime Rock and the
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shore. Archer, ashewatched, remembered the sceneinthe
Shaughraun, and Montaguelifting AdaDyas sribbonto his
lipswithout her knowing that hewasintheroom.

“ She doesn’t know—she hasn’t guessed. Shouldn’t | know
if she came up behind me, | wonder?’” he mused; and sud-
denly hesaidto himself: “If shedoesn’t turn before that sail
crossestheLimeRock light I [l go back.”

Theboat wasgliding out onthereceding tide. It did before
theLimeRock, blotted out IdaL ewis slittlehouse, and passed
acrosstheturretinwhich thelight washung. Archer waitedtill
awide space of water sparkled between the last reef of the
idand and the stern of the boat; but till thefigurein the sum-
mer-house did not move.

Heturned and walked up the hill.

“I’™m sorry You didn’t find Ellen—I should haveliked to see
her again,” May said asthey drove homethrough the dusk.
“But perhaps she wouldn’t have cared—she seems so
changed.”

“Changed?’ echoed her husband inacolourlessvoice, his
eyesfixed ontheponies twitching ears.

“Soindifferent to her friends, | mean; giving up New York
and her house, and spending her timewith such queer people.
Fancy how hideously uncomfortable she must be at the
Blenkers'! She saysshedoesit to keep cousin Medoraout of
mischief: to prevent her marrying dreadful people. But | some-
timesthink we' veawaysbored her.”

Archer made no answer, and she continued, with atinge of
hardnessthat he had never before noticedin her frank fresh
voice: “After dl, | wonder if shewouldn’t be happier with her
husband.”

Heburstinto alaugh. “ Sanctasimplicitas!” heexclaimed;
and as sheturned apuzzled frown on him headded: “1 don’t
think | ever heard you say acruel thing before.”

“Crud?’

“Well—watching the contortions of the damned issupposed
to beafavourite sport of theangels, but | believe even they
don’t think peoplehappierinhell.”

“It'sapity sheever married abroad then,” said May, inthe
placid tonewith which her mother met Mr. Welland' svagar-
ies; and Archer felt himsdlf gently relegated to the category of
unreasonable husbands.
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They drovedown Bellevue Avenue and turned in between
the chamfered wooden gate-posts surmounted by cast-iron
lampswhich marked the gpproachtothe Welland villa. Lights
wereadready shining throughitswindows, and Archer, asthe
carriage stopped, caught aglimpse of hisfather-in-law, ex-
actly ashehad pictured him, pacing the drawing-room, watch
in hand and wearing the pained expression that he had long
sincefound to be much more efficaciousthan anger.

Theyoung man, ashefollowed hiswifeintothehall, was
conscious of acuriousreversal of mood. There was some-
thing about theluxury of the Welland house and the density of
the Welland atmosphere, so charged with minute observances
and exactions, that dwaysstoleinto hissystem likeanarcotic.
Theheavy carpets, thewatchful servants, the perpetually re-
minding tick of disciplined clocks, the perpetually renewed
stack of cardsandinvitationson the hall table, thewholechain
of tyrannicd triflesbinding onehour tothenext, and eechmem-
ber of the household to all the others, made any less
systematised and affluent existence seem unreal and precari-
ous. But now it wasthe Welland house, and thelife hewas
expected tolead init, that had becomeunrea and irrelevant,

and the brief scene on the shore, when he had stood irreso-
lute, halfway down the bank, wasas closeto him asthe blood
inhisveins,

All night helay awakeinthebig chintz bedroom at May’s
side, watching themoonlight dant along the carpet, and think-
ing of Ellen Olenskadriving homeacrossthegleaming beaches
behind Beaufort' strotters.

XXI1.

“A PARTY FOR THE BLENKERs—the Blenkers?’

Mr. Welland laid down hisknifeand fork and |ooked anx-
ioudy andincreduloudy acrosstheluncheon-tableat hiswife,
who, adjusting her gold eye-glasses, read a oud, inthetone of
high comedy: “ Professor and Mrs. Emerson Sillerton request
thepleasure of Mr. and Mrs. Welland’scompany at the meet-
ing of the Wednesday Afternoon Club on August 25th at 3
o' clock punctualy. Tomeet Mrs. and theMissesBlenker. “ Red
Gables, Catherine Street.

“R.S.V.P”

“Good gracious—" Mr. Welland gasped, asif asecond read-
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ing had been necessary to bring themonstrous absurdity of the
thinghometohim.

“Poor Amy Sillerton—you never cantell what her husband
will donext,” Mrs. Welland sighed. “1 supposehe’sjust dis-
coveredthe Blenkers.”

Professor Emerson Sillertonwasathornin theside of New-
port society; and athorn that could not be plucked out, for it
grew on avenerable and venerated family tree. Hewas, as
people said, aman who had had “ every advantage.” Hisfa-
ther was Sillerton Jackson’suncle, hismother aPennilow of
Boston; on each sidetherewaswealth and position, and mu-
tual suitability. Nothing—as Mrs. Welland had often re-
marked—nothing on earth obliged Emerson Sillertonto bean
archaeologist, or indeed a Professor of any sort, or tolivein
Newport inwinter, or do any of theother revol utionary things
that hedid. But at least, if hewasgoing to break with tradition
and flout society in theface, he need not have married poor
Amy Dagonet, who had aright to expect “ something differ-
ent,” and money enough to keep her own carriage.

No one in the Mingott set could understand why Amy
Sillerton had submitted sotamely to the eccentricitiesof ahus-

band who filled the house with long-haired men and short-
haired women, and, when hetravelled, took her to explore
tombsin Yucataninstead of going to Parisor Italy. But there
they were, setintheir ways, and apparently unawarethat they
weredifferent from other people; and when they gave one of
their dreary annual garden-partiesevery family onthe Cliffs,
because of the Sillerton-Pennilow-Dagonet connection, had
to draw lotsand send an unwilling representative.

“It' sawonder,” Mrs. Welland remarked, “ that they didn’t
choosethe Cup Race day! Do you remember, two years ago,
their givingaparty for ablack manontheday of JuliaMingott's
the dansant? L uckily thistimethere’ snothing elsegoing on
that | know of—for of course some of uswill haveto go.”

Mr. Welland sighed nervoudly. “ " Someof us,” my dear—
morethan one? Three o’ clock issuch avery awkward hour. |
haveto be hereat half-past threeto takemy drops: it'sredly
no usetrying tofollow Bencomb’snew treatment if | don’t do
it systematically; andif | joinyoulater, of coursel shall miss
my drive.” Atthethought helaid downhisknifeandfork again,
and aflush of anxiety roseto hisfinely-wrinkled cheek.

“There’sno reason why you should go at al, my dear,” his
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wifeanswered with acheerfulnessthat had become autométic.
“I have somecardsto leave at the other end of Bellevue Av-
enue, and I'll dropin at about half-past three and stay long
enough to makepoor Amy fedl that shehasn’t been dighted.”
Sheglanced hesitatingly at her daughter. “ Andif Newland's
afternoonisprovided for perhapsMay can driveyou out with
theponies, andtry their new russet harness.”

It wasaprincipleinthe Welland family that people sdays
and hoursshould bewhat Mrs. Welland called “ provided for.”
Themeancholy possibility of havingto“kill time” (especialy
for thosewho did not carefor whist or solitaire) wasavision
that haunted her asthe spectre of the unemployed hauntsthe
philanthropist. Anather of her principleswasthat parentsshoul d
never (at least vishly) interferewith the plansof their married
children; and thedifficulty of adjusting thisrespect for May’s
independencewith theexigency of Mr. Welland'sclaimscould
be overcomeonly by the exercise of aningenuity which left
not asecond of Mrs. Welland’sown timeunprovided for.

“Of coursel’ll drivewith Papa—I’ m sureNewland will find
somethingtodo,” May said, inatonethat gently reminded her
husband of hislack of response. It was a cause of constant

distressto Mrs. Welland that her son-in-law showed sollittle
foresight in planning hisdays. Often aready, during thefort-
night that he had passed under her roof, when she enquired
how he meant to spend hisafternoon, he had answered para-
doxicaly: “Oh, I think for achangel’ll just saveit instead of
spendingit—" and once, when sheand May had hadtogoon
along-postponed round of afternoon calls, he had confessed
to having lain al the afternoon under arock on the beach be-
low the house.

“Newland never sesemstolook ahead,” Mrs. Welland once
ventured to complainto her daughter; and May answered se-
rendy: “No; but you seeit doesn’'t matter, becausewhenthere's
nothing particular to do hereadsabook.”

“Ah, yes—likehisfather!” Mrs. Welland agreed, asif al-
lowing for aninherited oddity; and after that the question of
Newland'sunemployment wastacitly dropped.

Nevertheless, as the day for the Sillerton reception ap-
proached, May began to show anatura solicitudefor hiswel-
fare, and to suggest atennismatch at the Chiverses', or asall
on JuliusBeaufort’s cutter, asameansof atoning for her tem-
porary desertion. “1 shall be back by six, you know, dear:
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Papa never drives|ater than that—" and she was not reas-
sured till Archer said that hethought of hiring arun-about and
driving up theidand to astud-farmtolook at asecond horse
for her brougham. They had been looking for thishorsefor
sometime, and the suggestion was so acceptablethat May
glanced at her mother asif to say: “You see heknowshow to
planout histimeaswell asany of us.”

Theideaof thestud-farmand thebrougham horse had germi-
nated in Archer’s mind on the very day when the Emerson
Sillertoninvitation had first been mentioned; but hehad kept it
tohimsdf asif thereweresomething clandestineintheplan, and
discovery might prevent itsexecution. Hehad, however, taken
the precaution to engagein advance arunabout withapair of
oldlivery-gtabletrottersthat could till dotheir eighteenmileson
level roads; and at two o' clock, hastily deserting theluncheon-
table, hespranginto thelight carriageand drove off.

Theday was perfect. A breezefrom the north drovelittle
puffsof white cloud across an ultramarine sky, with abright
searunning under it. Bellevue Avenuewasempty at that hour,
and after dropping the stable-lad at the corner of Mill Street
Archer turned down the Old Beach Road and drove across

Eastman’sBeach.

Hehad thefeding of unexplained excitement withwhich, on
half-holidaysat school, he used to start off into the unknown.
Taking hispair at an easy gait, he counted on reaching the
stud-farm, which wasnot far beyond Paradise Rocks, before
three o’ clock; sothat, after looking over thehorse (and trying
himif he seemed promising) hewould still havefour golden
hoursto dispose of .

Assoon asheheard of the Sillerton’s party hehad said to
himsdlf that the MarchionessMansonwould certainly cometo
Newport with the Blenkers, and that M adame Olenskamight
againtaketheopportunity of spending theday with her grand-
mother. At any rate, the Blenker habitation would probably
be deserted, and he would be able, without indiscretion, to
satisfy avague curiosity concerning it. Hewasnot surethat he
wanted to seethe Countess Olenskaagain; but ever sincehe
had |ooked at her from the path abovethe bay he had wanted,
irrationally and indescribably, to seethe place shewasliving
in, and to follow themovementsof her imaginedfigureashe
had watched thereal oneinthe summer-house. Thelonging
waswith him day and night, anincessant undefinable craving,
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like the sudden whim of asick man for food or drink once
tasted and long since forgotten. He could not see beyond the
craving, or picturewhat it might lead to, for hewas not con-
scious of any wish to speak to Madame Olenskaor to hear
her voice. Hesmply fdt that if hecould carry away thevision
of the spot of earth shewalked on, and the way the sky and
seaenclosed it, therest of theworld might seem lessempty.
When he reached the stud-farm a glance showed him that
the horsewas not what hewanted; neverthelesshetook aturn
behinditinorder to proveto himsdf that hewasnotinahurry.
But at three o’ clock he shook out thereinsover thetrotters
and turned into the by-roadsleading to Portsmouth. Thewind
had dropped and afaint haze on the horizon showed that afog
waswaiting to steal up the Saconnet ontheturn of thetide; but
all about himfieldsand woodswere steepedin goldenlight.
Hedrove past grey-shingled farm-housesin orchards, past
hay-fidldsand grovesof oak, past villageswith white steeples
rising sharply into thefading sky; and at |ast, after stoppingto
ask theway of somemen at work inafield, heturneddowna
lane between high banks of goldenrod and brambles. At the
end of thelanewasthe blue glimmer of theriver; totheleft,

standing infront of aclump of oaksand maples, hesaw along
tumble-down housewithwhitepaint peding fromitsclgpboards.

Ontheroad-sidefacing the gateway stood one of the open
shedsinwhichtheNew Englander sheltershisfarmingimple-
mentsandvigtors”hitch” their “teams.” Archer, jumping down,
led hispair into the shed, and after tying them to apost turned
toward the house. The patch of lawn beforeit had rel apsed
into ahay-field; but to theleft an overgrown box-gardenfull of
dahliasand rusty rose-bushes encircled aghostly summer-
house of trellis-work that had once been white, surmounted
by awooden Cupid who had | ost hisbow and arrow but con-
tinued to takeineffectua aim.

Archer leaned for awhile against the gate. No onewasin
sight, and not a sound came from the open windows of the
house: a grizzled Newfoundland dozing before the door
seemed asineffectual aguardian asthearrowless Cupid. It
was strangeto think that this place of silence and decay was
the home of theturbulent Blenkers; yet Archer was surethat
hewas not mistaken.

For along time he stood there, content to takein the scene,
and gradually falling under itsdrowsy spdll; but at length he
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roused himsdlf to the sense of the passing time. Should helook
hisfill and then drive away?He stood irresol ute, wishing sud-
denly to seetheinside of the house, so that he might picture
theroom that Madame Olenskasat in. Therewasnothing to
prevent hiswalking up tothedoor and ringing thebdll; if, ashe
supposed, shewas away with therest of the party, he could
eadly givehisname, and ask permissionto gointothesitting-
room to writeamessage.

But instead, he crossed thelawn and turned toward the box-
garden. Asheentered it he caught sight of something bright-
coloured in the summer-house, and presently madeit out to
beapink parasol. Theparasol drew himlikeamagnet: hewas
sureit washers. Hewent into the summer-house, and sitting
down ontherickety seat picked up the silkenthing and looked
at itscarved handl e, which was made of somerarewood that
gaveout an aromatic scent. Archer lifted thehandleto hislips.

Heheard arustle of skirtsagainst the box, and sat motion-
less, leaning on the parasol handle with clasped hands, and
|etting the rustle come nearer without lifting hiseyes. Hehad
alwaysknown that thismust happen ...

“Oh, Mr. Archer!” exclaimed aloud young voice; and look-

ing up hesaw beforehimtheyoungest and largest of the Blenker
girls, blonde and blowsy, in bedraggled mudlin. A red blotch
ononeof her cheeks seemed to show that it had recently been
pressed against apillow, and her half-awakened eyes stared
at him hospitably but confusedly.

“Gracious—where did you drop from?1 must have been
sound asleep in the hammock. Everybody else hasgoneto
Newport. Didyou ring?’ sheincoherently enquired.

Archer’sconfusonwasgreater than hers. “I—no—that is, |
wasjust going to. | had to come up theisland to see about a
horse, and | drove over on achance of finding Mrs. Blenker
andyour visitors. But the house seemed empty—so | sat down
towait.”

MissBlenker, shaking off thefumesof deep, looked at him
withincreasinginterest. “ The house | S empty. Mother’snot
here, or the Marchioness—or anybody but me.” Her glance
becamefaintly reproachful. “ Didn’t you know that Professor
andMrs. Sillerton aregiving agarden-party for mother and al
of usthisafternoon? It wastoo unlucky that | couldn’t go; but
I’ve had a sore throat, and mother was afraid of the drive
homethisevening. Didyou ever know anything so disappoint-
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ing? Of course,” sheadded gaily, “1 shouldn’t have minded
half asmuchif I’d known youwerecoming.”

Symptoms of alumbering coquetry becamevisiblein her,
and Archer found the strength to break in: “But Madame
Olenska—has she goneto Newport too?’

Miss Blenker looked at him with surprise. “Madame
Olenska—didn’t you know she' d been called away?’

“Cdledavay?>—"

“Oh, my best parasol! | lent it to that goose of a Katie,
becauseit matched her ribbons, and the carelessthing must
have dropped it here. We Blenkersareall likethat ... real
Bohemians!” Recovering the sunshade with apowerful hand
sheunfurled it and suspended itsrosy dome above her head.
“Yes, Ellen was called away yesterday: sheletsuscall her
Ellen, you know. A telegram camefrom Boston: shesaid she
might begonefor two days. | do LOV E theway shedoesher
hair, don’'t you?’ MissBlenker rambled on.

Archer continued to stare through her asthough she had
been transparent. All he saw wasthe trumpery parasol that
archeditspinknessabove her giggling head.

After amoment he ventured: “You don’t happen to know

why Madame Olenskawent to Boston? | hopeit wasnot on
account of bad news?’

Miss Blenker took thiswith acheerful incredulity. “Oh, |
don't believe so. Shedidn't tell uswhat wasinthetelegram. |
think shedidn’t want the Marchionessto know. She'ssoro-
mantic-looking, isn't she? Doesn’t she remind you of Mrs.
Scott-Siddonswhen shereads "L ady Geradine'sCourtship’ ?
Didyou never hear her?’

Archer wasdealing hurriedly with crowding thoughts. His
wholefuture seemed suddenly to be unrolled before him; and
passing downitsendlessemptiness he saw thedwindling fig-
ureof aman towhom nothing wasever to happen. Heglanced
about him at the unpruned garden, the tumble-down house,
and the oak-grove under which thedusk wasgathering. It had
seemed so exactly the placein which he ought to havefound
Madame Olenska; and shewasfar away, and even the pink
sunshadewasnot hers...

Hefrowned and hesitated. “ You don’t know, | suppose— |
shall bein Bostontomorrow. If | could manageto see her—"

Heféelt that MissBlenker waslosing interest in him, though
her smile persisted. “ Oh, of course; how lovely of you! She's
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staying at the Parker House; it must be horriblethereinthis
westher.”

After that Archer was but intermittently aware of there-
marksthey exchanged. He could only remember stoutly re-
sisting her entreaty that he should await the returning family
and have high teawith them before hedrove home. At length,
with hishostessstill at hisside, he passed out of range of the
wooden Cupid, unfastened hishorsesand drove off. At the
turn of thelane he saw MissBlenker standing at the gate and
waving the pink parasol.

XXI11.

THE NEXT MORNING, When Archer got out of the Fall River
train, he emerged upon asteaming midsummer Boston. The
dreetsnear the station werefull of thesmell of beer and coffee
and decaying fruit and ashirt-d eeved populacemoved through
them with theintimate abandon of boarders going down the
passageto the bathroom.

Archer found a cab and drove to the Somerset Club for
breakfast. Even thefashionable quartershad theair of untidy

domesticity to which no excessof heat ever degradesthe Eu-
ropean cities. Care-takersin calico lounged on the door-steps
of thewed thy, and the Common | ooked like apleasure-ground
on the morrow of aMasonic picnic. If Archer had tried to
imagine Ellen Olenskain improbable sceneshe could not have
cdled upany intowhichitwasmoredifficult tofit her thanthis
heat-prostrated and deserted Boston.

He breakfasted with appetite and method, beginningwitha
diceof melon, and studying amorning paper whilehewaited
for histoast and scrambled eggs. A new sense of energy and
activity had possessed him ever since he had announced to
May thenight beforethat he had businessin Boston, and should
taketheFal River boat that night and go onto New York the
following evening. It had dwayshbeen understood that hewould
returnto town early intheweek, and when he got back from
his expedition to Portsmouth aletter from the office, which
fate had conspicuously placed on acorner of the hall table,
sufficed to justify his sudden change of plan. Hewaseven
ashamed of the ease with which thewhol ething had been done:
it reminded him, for an uncomfortable moment, of Lawrence
L efferts smasterly contrivancesfor securing hisfreedom. But
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thisdid not long trouble him, for hewas not in an analytic
maood.

After breakfast he smoked acigarette and glanced over the
Commercid Advertiser. Whilehewasthusengagedtwo or three
men heknew camein, and theusua greetingswereexchanged:
it was the same world after all, though he had such a queer
senseof having dipped through the meshes of timeand space.

Helooked at hiswatch, and finding that it washaf-past nine
got up and went into thewriting-room. There hewroteafew
lines, and ordered a messenger to take a cab to the Parker
House and wait for the answer. He then sat down behind an-
other newspaper and tried to cal culate how long it would take
acab to get to the Parker House.

“Thelady wasout, sir,” he suddenly heard awaiter’svoice
at hiselbow; and hestammered: “ Out?—" asif it wereaword
inastrangelanguage.

Hegot up and went into the hall. It must beamistake: she
could not be out at that hour. Heflushed with anger a hisown
stupidity: why had he not sent the note assoon ashearrived?

Hefound hishat and stick and went forthintothe street. The
city had suddenly become as strange and vast and empty asif

hewereatraveller fromdistant |ands. For amoment he stood
on the door-step hesitating; then hedecided to goto the Parker
House. What if themessenger had been misinformed, and she
weredtill there?

He started to walk across the Common; and on the first
bench, under atree, he saw her sitting. She had agrey silk
sunshade over her head—how could he ever haveimagined
her with apink one? As he approached hewas struck by her
listlessattitude: she sat there asif shehad nothing elseto do.
Hesaw her drooping profile, and theknot of hair fastened low
intheneck under her dark hat, and thelong wrinkled gloveon
thehand that held the sunshade. He cameastep or two nearer,
and sheturned and looked at him.

“Oh”"—shesaid; and for thefirst time he noticed astartled
look on her face; but in another moment it gaveway toasow
smileof wonder and contentment.

“Oh”—shemurmured again, on adifferent note, ashestood
looking down at her; and without rising shemadeaplacefor
him onthebench.

“1’m here on business—just got here,” Archer explained;
and, without knowing why, he suddenly beganto feign aston-
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ishment a seeing her. “ But what on earth areyou doinginthis
wilderness?” Hehadredly noideawhat hewassaying: hefelt
asif hewere shouting at her acrossendlessdistances, and she
might vanish again before he could overtake her.

“1?Oh, I’m here on businesstoo,” she answered, turning
her head toward him so that they werefaceto face. Thewords
hardly reached him: hewasawareonly of her voice, and of the
gartling fact that not an echo of it had remained in hismemory.
Hehad not even remembered that it waslow-pitched, witha
faint roughnesson the consonants.

“Youdoyour hair differently,” hesaid, hisheart beating asif
he had uttered something irrevocable.

“Differently? No—it’sonly that | doit asbest | can when
I’mwithout Nastasia.”

“Nastasig; but isn’t shewithyou?’

“No; I'm aone. For two days it was not worth while to
bring her.”

“You' rea one—at the Parker House?’

Shelooked at him with aflash of her old malice. “Doesit
strikeyou asdangerous?’

“No; not dangerous—"

“But unconventional ?| see; | supposeitis.” Sheconsidered
amoment. “I hadn’t thought of it, becausel’ vejust donesome-
thing so much moreunconventiona.” Thefaint tingeof irony
lingeredin her eyes. “I’ vejust refused to take back asum of
money—that belongedtome.”

Archer sprang up and moved astep or two away. She had
furled her parasol and sat absently drawing patternson the
gravel. Presently he cameback and stood before her.

“ Some one—has come hereto meet you?’

“Ves”

“Withthisoffer?’

Shenodded.

“ And you refused—because of the conditions?’

“I refused,” shesaid after amoment.

Hesat down by her again. “What werethe conditions?’

“Oh, they were not onerous: just to sit at the head of his
tablenow and then.”

Therewas another interval of silence. Archer’sheart had
dammed itself shutinthe queer way it had, and he sat vainly
groping for aword.

“Hewantsyou back—at any price?’
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“Well—aconsiderableprice. At least the sumisconsider-
ablefor me”

He paused again, beating about the question hefelt hemust
put.

“It wasto meet him herethat you came?’

She stared, and then burst into alaugh. “Meet him—my
husband? Here? At this season he's always at Cowes or
Baden.”

“He sent someone?”’

“Ves”

“Withaletter?’

She shook her head. “ No; just amessage. He never writes.
| don’t think I’ ve had more than oneletter from him.” The
allusion brought the colour to her cheek, and it reflected itself
inArcher’svivid blush.

“Why doeshenever write?’

“Why should he? What does one have secretariesfor?’

Theyoung man’s blush deepened. She had pronounced the
word asif it had no more significance than any other in her
vocabulary. For amoment it wason thetip of histongueto
ask: “Did hesend hissecretary, then?’ But theremembrance

of Count Olenski’sonly letter to hiswifewastoo present to
him. He paused again, and then took another plunge.

“Andthe person?’ —

“The emissary? The emissary,” Madame Olenskare-
joined, still smiling, “might, for all | care, haveleft already;
but he hasinsisted onwaitingtill thisevening ... incase...
onthechance...”

“ And you cameout hereto think the chance over?’

“| cameout to get abreath of air. Thehotd’stoo stifling. I'm
taking theafternoon train back to Portsmouth.”

They sat slent, not looking at each other, but straight ahead
at the people passing along the path. Finally sheturned her
eyesagainto hisfaceand said: “ You' renot changed.”

Hefdtlikeanswering: “I was, till | saw you again;” butin-
stead he stood up abruptly and glanced about him at the un-
tidy sweltering park.

“Thisishorrible. Why shouldn’t we go out alittle on the
bay? There' sabreeze, and it will be cooler. Wemight takethe
steamboat downto Point Arley.” Sheglanced up at him hesi-
tatingly and hewent on: “ On aMonday morning therewon't
beanybody onthe boat. My train doesn’t leavetill evening:
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I’m going back to New York. Why shouldn’t we?’ hein-
sisted, looking down at her; and suddenly he broke out:
“Haven't wedoneall wecould?’

“Oh”—she murmured again. She stood up and reopened
her sunshade, glancing about her asif to take counsel of the
scene, and assure herself of theimpossibility of remaininginit.
Then her eyesreturned to hisface. * You mustn’t say things
likethat to me,” shesaid.

“I'll say anything you like; or nothing. I won't openmy mouth
unlessyou tell meto. What harm canit do to anybody? Al |
wantistolistentoyou,” hestammered.

Shedrew out alittlegold-faced watch on anenamelled chain.
“Oh, don’'t calculate,” hebrokeout; “ give metheday! | want
to get you away fromthat man. At what timewashe coming?’

Her colour roseagain. “ At eleven.”

“Thenyoumust comeat once.”

“You needn’t beafraid—if | don’t come.”

“Nor you either—if you do. | swear | only want to hear
about you, to know what you’ ve been doing. It'sahundred
yearssincewe ve met—it may be another hundred beforewe
meet again.”

Shedtill wavered, her anxiouseyeson hisface. “Why didn’t
you come down to the beach to fetch me, the day | was at
Granny’s?’ sheasked.

“Becauseyou didn’t look round—becauseyou didn’'t know
| wasthere. | sworel wouldn’t unlessyou looked round.” He
laughed asthe childishnessof the confession struck him.

“But | didn’t1ook round on purpose.”

“On purpose?’

“I knew you werethere; whenyou drovein | recognised the
ponies. So | went down to the beach.”

“To get away from measfar asyou could?’

Sherepeated inalow voice: “To get away fromyou asfar
asl could.”

Helaughed out again, thistimein boyish satisfaction. “Well,
you seeit’'snouse. | may aswell tell you,” headded, “that the
business| came herefor wasjust to find you. But, ook here,
wemust start or we shall missour boat.”

“Our boat?” Shefrowned perplexedly, and then smiled. “Oh,
but | must go back tothe hotel first: | must leave anote—"

“ As many notes as you please. You can write here.” He
drew out anote-case and one of the new stylographic pens.
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“I’ veeven got an envel ope—you see how everything spre-
destined! There—steady thething onyour knee, and I’ ll get
the pen going inasecond. They haveto be humoured; wait—
" Hebanged the hand that hel d the pen against the back of the
bench. “1t’slikejerking down the mercury inathermometer:
just atrick. Now try—"

Shelaughed, and bending over the sheet of paper which he
hadlaid on hisnote-case, begantowrite. Archer walked avay
afew steps, staring with radiant unseeing eyes at the pass-
ersby, who, intheir turn, paused to stare at the unwonted sight
of afashionably-dressed lady writing anote on her kneeona
benchinthe Common.

Madame Olenskadipped the sheet into the envel ope, wrote
anameonit, and put it into her pocket. Then shetoo stood up.

They walked back toward Beacon Street, and near the
club Archer caught sight of the plush-lined “herdic” which
had carried hisnoteto the Parker House, and whose driver
was reposing from this effort by bathing hisbrow at the
corner hydrant.

“| told you everythingwas predestined! Here'sacabfor us.
You see!” They laughed, astoni shed at the miracle of picking

up apublic conveyanceat that hour, andinthat unlikely spot,
inacity wherecab-standsweretill a“foreign” novelty.

Archer, looking at hiswatch, saw that there was time to
driveto the Parker House before going to the steamboat land-
ing. They rattled through the hot streetsand drew up at the
door of thehotdl.

Archer held out hishand for theletter. “ Shdl | takeitin?” he
asked; but Madame Olenska, shaking her head, sprang out
and disappeared through the glazed doors. It wasbarely half-
past ten; but what if the emissary, impatient for her reply, and
not knowing how elseto employ histime, wereaready seated
amongthetravelerswith cooling drinksat their ebowsof whom
Archer had caught aglimpseasshewent in?

Hewaited, pacing up and down beforethe herdic. A Sicil-
ian youth with eyeslike Nastasia s offered to shine hisboots,
and an Irish matronto sell him peaches; and every few mo-
ments the doors opened to let out hot men with straw hats
tilted far back, who glanced at him asthey went by. He mar-
velled that the door should open so often, and that dl the people
it let out should look so like each other, and so like all the
other hot menwho, at that hour, through thelength and breadth
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of theland, were passing continuoudy inand out of theswing-
ing doorsof hotels.

And then, suddenly, cameafacethat he could not relateto
the other faces. He caught but aflash of it, for his pacings
had carried himto thefarthest point of hisbeat, and it wasin
turning back to the hotel that he saw, in agroup of typical
countenances—thelank and weary, the round and surprised,
thelantern-jawed and mild—thisother facethat was so many
morethingsat once, and things so different. It wasthat of a
young man, paletoo, and half-extinguished by the heat, or
worry, or both, but somehow, quicker, vivider, more con-
scious; or perhaps seeming so because hewas so different.
Archer hung amoment on athin thread of memory, but it
snapped and floated of f with the di sappearing face—appar-
ently that of someforeign businessman, looking doubly for-
eignin such asetting. He vanished in the stream of pass-
ersby, and Archer resumed hispatrol.

Hedid not careto be seen watch in hand within view of the
hotel, and hisunaided reckoning of thelgpseof timeledhimto
concludethat, if Madame Olenskawas so long in reappear-
ing, it could only be because she had met the emissary and

been waylaid by him. At thethought Archer’sapprehension
roseto anguish.

“If shedoesn't comesoonI’ll goinand find her,” hesaid.

Thedoors swung open again and shewasat hisside. They
got into the herdic, and asit drove off hetook out hiswatch
and saw that she had been absent just three minutes. Inthe
clatter of loosewindowsthat madetak impossiblethey bumped
over thedigointed cobblestonesto thewharf.

SEATED SIDE BY SIDE 0N abench of the half-empty boat they
found that they had hardly anything to say to each other, or
rather that what they had to say communicated itself bestin
theblessed silenceof their releaseand their isolation.

Asthe paddle-wheel sbegan to turn, and wharves and ship-
ping to recede through the veil of heat, it seemed to Archer
that everythingintheoldfamiliar world of habit wasreceding
also. Helonged to ask Madame Olenskaif shedid not have
the samefeding: thefedling that they were starting on some
long voyage from which they might never return. But hewas
afraidtosay it, or anything el sethat might disturb thedelicate
balance of her trust in him. Inredlity hehad nowishto betray
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that trust. There had been days and nightswhen the memory
of their kiss had burned and burned on hislips; the day be-
foreeven, on thedriveto Portsmouth, the thought of her had
run through him likefire; but now that shewasbeside him,
and they were drifting forth into thisunknown world, they
seemed to have reached the kind of deeper nearnessthat a
touch may sunder.

Astheboat | eft the harbour and turned seaward abreeze
stirred about them and the bay brokeup intolong oily undula
tions, theninto ripplestipped with spray. Thefog of sultriness
still hung over the city, but ahead lay afresh world of ruffled
waters, and distant promontorieswith light-housesin the sun.
Madame Olenska, leaning back against the boat-rail, drank in
the cool ness between parted lips. She had wound along vell
about her hat, but it |eft her face uncovered, and Archer was
struck by thetranquil gaiety of her expression. Sheseemedto
taketheir adventureasamatter of course, and to beneither in
fear of unexpected encounters, nor (what wasworse) unduly
elated by their possibility.

Inthe baredining-room of theinn, which hehad hoped they
would haveto themselves, they found astrident party of inno-

cent-looking young men and women—school-teacherson a
holiday, thelandlord told them—and Archer’sheart sank at
theideaof havingtotalk throughtheir noise.

“Thisishopeess—I’ Il ask for aprivateroom,” hesaid; and
Madame Olenska, without offering any objection, waited while
hewent in search of it. Theroom opened on along wooden
verandah, withthe seacoming in at thewindows. It wasbare
and cool, with atable covered with acoarse checkered cloth
and adorned by abottle of picklesand ablueberry pieunder a
cage. No more guileless-looking cabinet particulier ever of -
fereditsshdlter to aclandestine couple: Archer fancied he saw
the sense of itsreassurancein thefaintly amused smilewith
which Madame Olenskasat down oppositeto him. A woman
who had run away from her husband—and reputedly with
another man—waslikely to have mastered the art of taking
thingsfor granted; but somethinginthequality of her compo-
sure took the edge from hisirony. By being so quiet, so
unsurprised and so S mple she had managed to brush away the
conventionsand make him feel that to seek to be alonewas
thenatura thing for two old friendswho had so muchto say to
eachother... .
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XXIV.

THEY LUNCHED sLowLy and meditatively, with muteintervals
between rushes of talk; for, the spell once broken, they had
much to say, and yet momentswhen saying becamethemere
accompaniment tolong duologuesof silence. Archer kept the
talk from hisown affairs, not with consciousintention but be-
cause hedid not want to missaword of her history; and lean-
ing on thetable, her chin resting on her clasped hands, she
talked to him of theyear and ahalf sincethey had met.

Shehad growntired of what people called “ society” ; New
York waskind, it wasamost oppressively hospitable; sheshould
never forget theway inwhich it had welcomed her back; but
after thefirg flush of novety shehad found hersdf, asshephrased
it, too“ different” to carefor thethingsit cared about—and so
she had decided to try Washington, where onewas supposed
to meet more varieties of people and of opinion. And onthe
wholesheshould probably settledownin Washington, and meke
ahometherefor poor Medora, who had worn out the patience
of dl her other reationsjust at thetimewhen shemost needed
looking after and protecting from matrimonid perils.

“But Dr. Carver—aren’t you afraid of Dr. Carver?| hear
he’ sbeen stayingwith you at the Blenkers'.”

Shesmiled. “ Oh, the Carver danger isover. Dr. Carverisa
very clever man. Hewantsarichwifetofinancehisplans, and
Medoraissimply agood advertisement asaconvert.”

“A converttowhat?’

“Toall sortsof new and crazy social schemes. But, doyou
know, they interest memorethan the blind conformity to tradi-
tion—somebody el se'stradition—that | seeamong our own
friends. It seems stupid to have discovered Americaonly to
makeit into acopy of another country.” She smiled acrossthe
table. " Doyou suppose Chrigtopher Columbuswoul d havetaken
dl that troublejust togotothe Operawith the SdfridgeMerrys?’

Archer changed colour. “ And Beaufort—do you say these
thingsto Beaufort?’ heasked abruptly.

“1 haven’t seen him for along time. But | used to; and he
understands.”

“Ah,it'swhat I’ vealwaystold you; youdon'tlikeus. And
you like Beaufort becausehe'sso unlikeus.” Helooked about
thebareroom and out at the bare beach and therow of stark
whitevillage houses strung along the shore. “We re damnably
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dull. We' ve no character, no colour, no variety.—l wonder,”
he broke out, “why you don’t go back?’

Her eyesdarkened, and he expected an indignant rejoinder.
But shesat silent, asif thinking over what he had said, and he
grew frightened lest she should answer that shewondered too.

Atlengthshesaid: “| believeit’ sbecause of you.”

It wasimpossibleto makethe confession more dispassion-
ately, or inatonelessencouraging to the vanity of the person
addressed. Archer reddened to the temples, but dared not
move or speak: it was asif her words had been some rare
butterfly that theleast motion might drive off on startled wings,
but that might gather aflock about it if it wereleft undisturbed.

“Atleast,” shecontinued, “it wasyouwho made meunder-
stand that under the dulInesstherearethingsso fineand sensi-
tiveand delicatethat eventhosel most caredforinmy other life
look cheap in comparison. | don’'t know how to explain my-
self”—shedrew together her troubled brows— “but it seems
asif I’d never before understood with how much that ishard
and shabby and basethemost exquisite pleasuresmay bepaid.”

“Exquigte pleasures—it’ ssomething to have had them!” he
felt likeretorting; but the appeal in her eyeskept him silent.

“1 want,” shewent on, “to be perfectly honest with you—
andwithmysdf. For alongtimel’ ve hoped thischancewould
come: that | might tell you how you' ve helped me, what you' ve
made of me—"

Archer sat staring beneath frowning brows. Heinterrupted
her with alaugh. “ And what do you make out that you' ve
madeof me?’

Shepaedalittle. “ Of you?’

“Yes: for I’mof your making much morethanyou ever were
of mine. I’ m the man who married one woman because an-
other onetold himto.”

Her paenessturnedtoafugitiveflush. “I thought—you prom-
ised—you were not to say such thingstoday.”

“ Ah—how likeawoman! None of you will ever seeabad
bus nessthrough!”

Shelowered her voice. “ISit abad business—for May?’

Hestood in thewindow, drumming against the raised sash,
andfedinginevery fibrethewistful tendernesswithwhich she
had spoken her cousin’'sname.

“For that’ sthething we' ve dwaysgot to think of—haven't
we—Dby your own showing?’ sheinsisted.
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“My ownshowing?’ heechoed, hisblank eyesdtill onthesea.

“Orif not,” she continued, pursuing her ownthought witha
painful gpplication, “if it’'snot worth whileto havegivenup, to
have missed things, so that othersmay be saved from disillu-
sionment and misery—then everything I came homefor, ev-
erything that made my other life seem by contrast so bareand
S0 poor because no onetheretook account of them—all these
thingsareasham or adream—"

Heturned around without moving from hisplace. “Andin
that case there's no reason on earth why you shouldn’t go
back?’ he concluded for her.

Her eyeswereclinging to him desperately. “ Oh, isthereno
reason?’

“Not if you staked your all on the successof my marriage.
My marriage,” hesaid savagely, “isn’t goingto beasight to
keepyou here.” Shemadeno answer, and hewent on: “What's
theuse?You gavememy firs glimpseof ared life, and a the
same moment you asked meto go on with ashamone. It’s
beyond human enduring—that’sall.”

“Oh, don’t say that; whenI’m enduringit!” she burst out,
her eyesfilling.

Her armshad dropped aong thetable, and she sat with her
face abandoned to hisgaze asif in therecklessness of ades-
perate peril. Theface exposed her asmuch asif it had been
her whole person, with the soul behindiit: Archer stood dumb,
overwhelmed by what it suddenly told him.

“Youtoo—oh, dl thistime, youtoo?’

For answer, shelet thetearson her lidsoverflow and run
dowly downward.

Half thewidth of theroom wastill between them, and nei-
ther made any show of moving. Archer was conscious of a
curiousindifferenceto her bodily presence: hewould hardly
have been awareof it if one of the hands she had flung out on
thetable had not drawn hisgaze ason the occasionwhen, in
thelittle Twenty-third Street house, he had kept hiseyeonitin
order not to look at her face. Now hisimagination spun about
the hand as about the edge of avortex; but still he made no
effort to draw nearer. He had known the love that isfed on
caressesand feedsthem; but this passion that was closer than
hisboneswasnot to be superficialy satisfied. Hisoneterror
wasto do anything which might effacethe sound andimpres-
sion of her words; hisonethought, that he should never again
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fed quitedone.

But after amoment the sense of waste and ruin overcame
him. Therethey were, closetogether and safeand shut in; yet
so chained to their separate destiniesthat they might aswell
have been half theworld apart.

“What'sthe use—when you will go back?’ hebrokeout, a
great hopeless how on earth can | keep you? crying out to
her beneath hiswords.

Shesat motionless, with loweredlids. “ Oh—I shan't goyet!”

“Not yet? Sometime, then? Some time that you already
foresee?”

At that sheraised her clearest eyes. “1 promiseyou: not as
long asyou hold out. Not aslong aswe can ook straight at
each other likethis.”

Hedroppedinto hischair. What her answer redly said was:
“If youlift afinger you' Il drive meback: back to al theabomi-
nationsyou know of, and al thetemptationsyou half guess.”
Heunderstood it asclearly asif she had uttered the words,
and thethought kept him anchored to hisside of thetableina
kind of moved and sacred submission.

“What alifefor youl—" hegroaned.

“Oh—aslong asit’'sapart of yours.”

“And mineapart of yours?’

Shenodded.

“Andthat’sto beal—for either of us?’

“Wel;itlsal,isn'tit?’

At that hesprang up, forgetting everything but the sweetness
of her face. Sherosetoo, not asif to meet him or to fleefrom
him, but quietly, asthough theworst of thetask weredoneand
she had only to wait; so quietly that, as he came close, her
outstretched hands acted not asacheck but asaguideto him.
They fell into his, while her arms, extended but not rigid, kept
him far enough off tolet her surrendered face say therest.

They may havestoodinthat way for along time, or only for
afew moments; but it waslong enough for her silenceto com-
municateall shehadto say, and for himtofeel that only one
thing mattered. He must do nothing to makethismeeting their
last; hemust leavetheir futurein her care, asking only that she
should keep fast hold of it.

“Don’t—don’t be unhappy,” shesaid, withabreak in her
voice, asshedrew her handsaway; and he answered: “You
won't go back—you won’'t go back?’ asif it werethe one
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possibility he could not bear.

“1 won't go back,” she said; and turning away she opened
thedoor and led theway into the public dining-room.

The strident school-teacherswere gathering up their pos-
sessionspreparatory to astraggling flight to thewharf; across
the beach lay the white steam-boat at the pier; and over the
sunlit watersBostonloomedinaline of haze.

XXV.

ONCE MORE ON THE BOAT, and in the presence of others, Ar-
cher felt atranquillity of spirit that surprised asmuch asit sus-
tainedhim.

Theday, according to any current va uation, had been arather
ridiculousfailure; he had not so much astouched Madame
Olenska'shand with hislips, or extracted oneword from her
that gave promiseof farther opportunities. Nevertheless, for a
man sick with unsatisfied love, and parting for anindefinite
period from the object of hispassion, hefelt himself almost
humiliatingly calm and comforted. It wasthe perfect balance
shehad held between their loydty to othersand their honesty

tothemselvesthat had so stirred and yet tranquillized him; a
balance not artfully calculated, asher tearsand her faterings
showed, but resulting naturally from her unabashed sincerity.
It filled himwith atender awe, now the danger wasover, and
made him thank the fatesthat no personal vanity, no sense of
playing apart before sophisticated witnesses, had tempted
himto tempt her. Even after they had clasped handsfor good-
byeat the Fall River station, and he had turned away alone,
the conviction remained with him of having saved out of their
meeting much morethan he had sacrificed.

Hewandered back to the club, and went and sat alonein
thedeserted library, turning and turning over in histhoughts
every separate second of their hourstogether. It wasclear to
him, and it grew more clear under closer scrutiny, that if she
shouldfinaly decideonreturning to Europe—returning to her
husband—it would not be because her old lifetempted her,
even onthe new termsoffered. No: shewould goonly if she
felt hersalf becoming atemptation to Archer, atemptation to
fall away from the standard they had both set up. Her choice
would be to stay near him aslong as he did not ask her to
comenearer; andit depended on himself to keep her just there,
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safe but secluded.

Inthetrainthesethoughtsweredtill with him. They enclosed
himinakind of golden haze, through which the faces about
him looked remote and indistinct: hehad afeeling that if he
spoketo hisfellow-travel lersthey would not understand what
hewassaying. Inthisstate of abstraction hefound himsdlf, the
following morning, waking totheredity of agtifling September
day in New York. The heat-withered facesinthelong train
streamed past him, and he continued to stare at them through
the same golden blur; but suddenly, asheleft the station, one
of thefacesdetached itsalf, came closer and forced itsalf upon
hisconsciousness. It was, asheinstantly recalled, theface of
theyoung man he had seen, theday before, passing out of the
Parker House, and had noted as not conforming to type, as
not having an American hotel face.

Thesamething struck him now; and again hebecameaware
of adim stir of former associations. The young man stood
looking about him with the dazed air of theforeigner flung
upon the harsh merciesof Americantravel; then he advanced
toward Archer, lifted hishat, and said in English: “ Surely,
Mons eur, wemetinLondon?’

“Ah, tobesure: in London!” Archer grasped hishand with
curiosity and sympathy. “So you DID get here, after all?” he
exclaimed, casting awondering eye on the astute and haggard
little countenance of young Carfry’sFrench tutor.

“Oh, | got here—yes,” M. Rivieresmiled with drawn lips.
“But not for long; | return the day after tomorrow.” He stood
grasping hislight valisein oneneetly gloved hand, and gazing
anxioudly, perplexedly, dmost gppedingly, into Archer’sface.

“1 wonder, Monsieur, sincel’ ve had the good luck to run
acrossyou, if | might—"

“| wasjust going to suggest it: cometo luncheon, won't you?
Downtown, | mean: if you'll look meupinmy officel’ll take
you to avery decent restaurant in that quarter.”

M. RivierewasVisibly touched and surprised. “ You' retoo
kind. But | wasonly goingto ask if youwould tell mehow to
reach some sort of conveyance. Thereare no porters, and no
onehereseemsto listen—"

“1 know: our American stations must surpriseyou. When
you ask for aporter they giveyou chewing-gum. But if you' |l
comeaongI’ll extricateyou; and you must really lunchwith
me, you know.”
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Theyoung man, after ajust perceptible hesitation, replied,
with profusethanks, and inatonethat did not carry complete
conviction, that hewas already engaged; but when they had
reached the comparative reassurance of the street he asked if
hemight cal that afternoon.

Archer, a easein themidsummer leisure of theoffice, fixed
an hour and scribbled hisaddress, which the Frenchman pock-
eted with reiterated thanksand awideflourish of hishat. A
horse-car received him, and Archer walked away.

Punctually at the hour M. Riviere appeared, shaved,
smoothed-out, but still unmistakably drawn and serious. Ar-
cher wasaonein hisoffice, and the young man, before ac-
cepting the seat he proffered, began abruptly: “I believel saw
you, Sit, yesterday in Boston.”

The statement wasinsignificant enough, and Archer was
about to frame an assent when hiswords were checked by
something mysteriousyet illuminatingin hisvisitor'sinsis-
tent gaze.

“Itisextraordinary, very extraordinary,” M. Rivierecontin-
ued, “that we should havemet in the circumstancesinwhich|
findmysdf.”

“What circumstances?’ Archer asked, wondering alittle
crudely if heneeded money.

M. Riviere continued to study him with tentative eyes. “I
have come, not to look for employment, as| spoke of doing
whenwelast met, but on aspecial misson—"

“Ah—!" Archer exclamed. Inaflashthetwo meetingshad
connected themselvesin hismind. He paused to takein the
Stuationthussuddenly lighted up for him, and M. Riviereaso
remained slent, asif awarethat what he had said wasenough.

“A specia mission,” Archer at length repeated.

The young Frenchman, opening his palms, raised them
dlightly, and the two men continued to look at each other
acrossthe office-desk till Archer roused himself to say: “Do
st down”; whereupon M. Rivierebowed, took adistant chair,
and again waited.

“It was about this mission that you wanted to consult me?’
Archer finaly asked.

M. Rivierebent hishead. “Not in my own behalf: on that
scorel—I havefully dedt withmysdlf. | shouldlike—if | may—
to speak to you about the Countess Olenska.”

Archer had known for thelast few minutesthat thewords
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were coming; but when they camethey sent the blood rushing
to histemplesasif he had been caught by abent-back branch
inathicket.

“And onwhose behalf,” hesaid, “doyouwishtodothis?’

M. Rivieremet thequestion urdily. “Well—I might say hers,
ifitdid not soundlikealiberty. Shal | say instead: on behalf of
abstract justice?’

Archer considered himironicaly. “In other words. you are
Count Olenski’smessenger?’

Hesaw hisblush moredarkly reflectedinM. Riviere' ssal-
low countenance. “Not to you, Monsieur. If | cometoyou, it
isonquiteother grounds.”

“What right have you, in the circumstances, to BE on any
other ground?’ Archer retorted. “If you' rean emissary you're
anemissay.”

Theyoung man considered. “My missionisover: asfar as
the Countess Olenskagoes, it hasfailed.”

“I can't hdpthat,” Archer rejoined onthesamenoteof irony.

“No: but you canhelp—" M. Riviere paused, turned hishat
about in hisstill carefully gloved hands, looked intoitslining
and then back at Archer’sface. “ You can help, Monsieur, |

am convinced, tomakeit equally afailurewith her family.”

Archer pushed back hischair and stood up. “ Well—and by
God I will!” heexclaimed. Hestood with hishandsin hispock-
ets, staring downwrathfully a thelittle Frenchman, whoseface,
though hetoo had risen, wastill aninch or two below theline
of Archer’seyes.

M. Rivierepaedto hisnorma hue: paler thanthat hiscom-
plexion could hardly turn.

“Why thedevil,” Archer explosively continued, “shouldyou
have thought—sincel supposeyou’ re appealing to meonthe
ground of my relationship to Madame Olenska—that | should
takeaview contrary totherest of her family?’

The change of expressionin M. Riviere'sface wasfor a
timehisonly answer. Hislook passed from timidity to abso-
lutedistress. for ayoung man of hisusualy resourceful mienit
would have been difficult to appear more disarmed and
defenceless. “ Oh, Monsieur—"

“I can’'timagine,” Archer continued, “why you should have
cometo mewhenthereareothersso much nearer to the Count-
ess, still lesswhy you thought | should be more accessibleto
thearguments| supposeyou were sent over with.”
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M. Rivieretook thisond aught with adisconcerting humility.
“Thearguments| want to present to you, Monsieur, are my
own and not those | was sent over with.”

“Then| seedtill lessreason for listening to them.”

M. Riviereagainlookedinto hishat, asif condgdering whether
theselast wordswere not asufficiently broad hint to put it on
and be gone. Then he spoke with sudden decision. “Mon-
seur—will youtdl meonething?lsit my right to be herethat
you question? Or do you perhaps believethewhole matter to
beaready closed?’

Hisquiet insstence made Archer fedl theclumsinessof his
own bluster. M. Riviere had succeeded inimposing himself:
Archer, reddening dightly, dropped into hischair again, and
signed to the young man to be seated.

“1 beg your pardon: but why isn’t the matter closed?’

M. Riviere gazed back at him with anguish. “ You do, then,
agreewith therest of thefamily that, inface of the new pro-
posds| havebrought, itishardly possblefor MadameOlenska
not to return to her husband?’

“Good God!” Archer exclaimed; and hisvisitor gaveout a
[ow murmur of confirmation.

“Before seeing her, | sawv—at Count Olenski’srequest—
Mr. Lovell Mingott, withwhom | had several talksbeforego-
ing to Boston. | understand that he representshismother’s
view; and that Mrs. Manson Mingott’s influence is great
throughout her family.”

Archer sat slent, withthe sense of clinging totheedgeof a
diding precipice. Thediscovery that he had been excluded
fromasharein these negotiations, and even from the knowl-
edgethat they wereonfoot, caused himasurprisehardly dulled
by the acuter wonder of what hewaslearning. Hesaw ina
flashthat if thefamily had ceased to consult him it wasbecause
some deep tribal instinct warned them that hewasno longer
ontheir sde; and herecalled, with astart of comprehension, a
remark of May’sduring their drive homefrom Mrs. Manson
Mingott’son theday of the Archery Meeting: “ Perhaps, after
al, Ellen would be happier with her husband.”

Eveninthetumult of new discoveries Archer remembered
hisindignant exclamation, and thefact that sincethen hiswife
had never named Madame Olenskato him. Her carelessalu-
sion had no doubt been the straw held up to see which way
thewind blew; theresult had been reported to thefamily, and
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thereafter Archer had beentacitly omitted fromtheir counsdls.
Headmired thetribal disciplinewhich madeMay bow tothis
decision. Shewould not have done so, he knew, had her con-
science protested; but she probably shared thefamily view that
Madame Olenskawould be better off asan unhappy wifethan
asaseparated one, and that therewasno usein discussing the
casewith Newland, who had an awvkward way of suddenly not
seeming to takethemost fundamentd thingsfor granted.

Archer looked up and met hisvigitor’ sanxiousgaze. “ Don't
you know, Monsieur—isit possibleyou don’t know—that
thefamily beginto doubt if they havetheright to advisethe
Countessto refuse her husband’slast proposals?’

“Theproposalsyou brought?’

“Theproposas| brought.”

It wason Archer’slipsto exclaim that whatever he knew
or did not know wasno concern of M. Riviere's; but some-
thinginthehumbleand yet courageoustenacity of M. Riviere's
gaze made him regject this conclusion, and he met theyoung
man’ s question with another. “What isyour object in speak-
ingto meof this?’

He had not to wait amoment for the answer. “ To beg you,

Mons eur—to beg youwith all theforcel’ m capable of—not
tolet her go back.—Oh, don't let her!” M. Riviereexclaimed.

Archer looked at himwithincreasing astonishment. There
wasno mistaking thesincerity of hisdistressor the strength of
hisdetermination: he had evidently resolvedtolet everything
go by the board but the supreme need of thus putting himself
onrecord. Archer considered.

“May | ask,” hesaid at length, “if thisisthelineyou took
with the Countess Olenska?”’

M. Rivierereddened, but hiseyesdid not fater. “No, Mon-
seur: | accepted my missoningoodfaith. | really believed—
for reasons| need not troubleyou with—that it woul d be bet-
ter for Madame Olenskato recover her situation, her fortune,
thesocia consderation that her husband’sstanding givesher.”

“So | supposed: you could hardly have accepted such a
missonotherwise”

“| should not have acceptedit.”

“Well, then—7" Archer paused again, and their eyesmetin
another protracted scrutiny.

“Ah, Monsieur, after | had seen her, after | had listened to
her, | knew shewas better off here.”
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“You knew—7?’

“Monsieur, | discharged my mission faithfully: | put the
Count’sarguments, | stated hisoffers, without adding any com-
ment of my own. The Countess was good enough to listen
patiently; she carried her goodness so far asto seemetwice;
sheconsidered impartialy al | had cometo say. Anditwasin
the course of thesetwo talksthat | changed my mind, that |
cameto seethingsdifferently.”

“May | ask what led to thischange?’

“Simply seeingthechangeinher,” M. Rivierereplied.

“Thechangein her? Thenyou knew her before?’

Theyoung man’scolour againrose. | used to seeher inher
husband’shouse. | haveknown Count Olenski for many years.
You can imagine that he would not have sent astranger on
suchamission.”

Archer’sgaze, wandering away to the blank walls of the
office, rested on ahanging calendar surmounted by therugged
features of the President of the United States. That such a
conversation should be going on anywherewithinthemillions
of square milessubject to hisrule seemed asstrange asany-
thing that theimagination could invent.

“Thechange—what sort of achange?’

“Ah, Monsieur, if | could tell you!” M. Riviere paused.
“Tenez—thediscovery, | suppose, of what I’ d never thought
of before: that she'san American. Andthat if you' rean Ameri-
can of her kind—of your kind—thingsthat are acceptedin
certain other societies, or at least put up with as part of a
generd convenient give-and-take—becomeunthinkable, sm-
ply unthinkable. If Madame Olenska srel ations understood
what thesethingswere, their oppositionto her returning would
no doubt be as unconditional as her own; but they seemto
regard her husband’s wish to have her back as proof of an
irresistiblelonging for domesticlife.” M. Riviere paused, and
then added: “Whereasit'sfar from beingassmpleasthat.”

Archer looked back to the President of the United States,
and then down at hisdesk and at the papers scattered onit.
For asecond or two he could not trust himself to speak. Dur-
ingthisinterval heheard M. Riviere'schair pushed back, and
wasawarethat theyoung man had risen. When heglanced up
again hesaw that hisvisitor wasasmoved ashimself.

“Thank you,” Archer ssidsmply.

“There snothing to thank mefor, Monsieur: itisl, rather—
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” M. Rivierebroke off, asif speech for himtoo weredifficult.
“I should like, though,” he continued inafirmer voice, “toadd
onething. You asked meif | wasin Count Olenski’semploy. |
am at thismoment: | returned to him, afew monthsago, for
reasons of private necessity such asmay happen to any one
who haspersons, ill and ol der persons, dependent on him. But
from the moment that | have taken the step of coming hereto
say thesethingsto you | consider myself discharged, and |
shall tel him soon my return, and givehimthereasons. That's
al,Monseur.”

M. Riviere bowed and drew back a step.

“Thank you,” Archer said again, astheir hands met.

XXVI.

Every YEAR ON THE FIFTEENTH Of October Fifth Avenue opened
itsshutters, unrolled itscarpetsand hung upitstriplelayer of
window-curtains.

By thefirst of November thishouseholdritua wasover, and
society had begun to look about and take stock of itself. By
thefifteenth the season wasin full blast, Operaand theatres

were putting forth their new attractions, dinner-engagements
were accumulating, and datesfor dances being fixed. And
punctudly at about thistimeMrs. Archer dwayssaid that New
York wasvery much changed.

Observing it from thelofty stand-point of anon-participant,
shewasable, withthehelp of Mr. Sillerton Jacksonand Miss
Sophy, totraceeach new crack initssurface, and al thestrange
weeds pushing up between the ordered rows of social veg-
etables. It had been one of theamusementsof Archer’syouth
towait for thisannual pronouncement of hismother’s, and to
hear her enumerate the minute signsof disintegration that his
careless gaze had overlooked. For New York, to Mrs.
Archer’smind, never changed without changing for theworse;
andinthisview Miss Sophy Jackson heartily concurred.

Mr. Sillerton Jackson, as became aman of theworld, sus-
pended hisjudgment and listened with an amused impartial-
ity to the lamentations of theladies. But even he never de-
nied that New York had changed; and Newland Archer, in
the winter of the second year of hismarriage, was himself
obliged to admit that if it had not actually changed it was
certainly changing.
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These points had been raised, asusual, at Mrs. Archer’s
Thanksgiving dinner. At the datewhen shewasofficidly en-
joinedto givethanksfor the blessings of theyear it washer
habit to take amournful though not embittered stock of her
world, and wonder what therewasto bethankful for. At any
rate, not the state of society; society, if it could besaidtoexig,
wasrather aspectacle onwhichto cal down Biblical impre-
cations—andinfact, every oneknew what the Reverend Dr.
Ashmore meant when he choseatext from Jeremiah (chap. ii.,
verse 25) for hisThanksgiving sermon. Dr. Ashmore, the new
Rector of St. Matthew’s, had been chosen because he was
very “advanced”: hissermonswere consdered bold in thought
and novd inlanguage. When hefulminated againgt fashionable
society healwaysspoke of its“trend” ; and to Mrs. Archer it
wasterrifying and yet fascinating to fed hersdlf part of acom-
munity that wastrending.

“There’s no doubt that Dr. Ashmoreisright: there IS a
marked trend,” shesaid, asif it were something visible and
measurable, likeacrack inahouse.

“It wasodd, though, to preach about it on Thanksgiving,”
Miss Jackson opined; and her hostessdrily rgjoined: “ Oh, he

meansusto givethanksfor what'sleft.”

Archer had been wont to smileat theseannual vaticinations
of hismother’s; but thisyear even hewasobliged to acknowl-
edge, ashelistened to an enumeration of the changes, that the
“trend” wasvisble.

“The extravagance in dress—" Miss Jackson began.
“Sillerton took meto thefirst night of the Opera, and | can
only tell you that Jane Merry’s dress was the only one |
recognised from last year; and even that had had the front
panel changed. Yet | know shegot it out from Worth only two
years ago, because my seamstress always goesin to make
over her Parisdressesbefore shewearsthem.”

“Ah, JaneMerry isoneof us,” said Mrs. Archer sighing, as
if it werenot suchan enviablethingto beinan agewhenladies
were beginning to flaunt abroad their Parisdressesassoon as
they were out of the Custom House, instead of |etting them
mellow under lock and key, inthe manner of Mrs. Archer’s
contemporaries.

“Yes; she'soneof thefew. In my youth,” Miss Jackson re-
joined, “it was considered vulgar to dressinthe newest fash-
ions, and Amy Sillerton hasawaystold methat in Bostonthe
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rulewasto put away one’s Parisdressesfor two years. Old
Mrs. Baxter Pennilow, who did everything handsomely, used
toimport twelveayear, two velvet, two satin, two silk, and
the other six of poplinand thefinest cashmere. It wasastand-
ing order, and asshewasill for two yearsbeforeshedied they
foundforty-eight Worth dressesthat had never been taken out
of tissue paper; and when thegirlsleft off their mourning they
wereabletowear thefirst ot at the Symphony concertswith-
out looking in advance of thefashion.”

“Ah, well, Bostonismore conservativethan New York; but
| dwaysthink it sasaferulefor alady tolay aside her French
dressesfor oneseason,” Mrs. Archer conceded.

“It was Beaufort who started the new fashion by making
hiswife clap her new clothes on her back as soon asthey
arrived: | must say at timesit takesall Regina sdistinction
not tolook like ... like...” Miss Jackson glanced around
thetable, caught Janey’ sbulging gaze, and took refugeinan
unintelligiblemurmur.

“Likeherrivas,” said Mr. Sillerton Jackson, with theair of
producing an epigram.

“Oh,—" theladiesmurmured; and Mrs. Archer added, partly

todidract her daughter’ sattention from forbidden topics: “ Poor
Reginal Her Thanksgiving hasn't been avery cheerful one,
I’m afraid. Have you heard the rumours about Beaufort’s
speculations, Sillerton?’

Mr. Jackson nodded carelessly. Every one had heard the
rumoursin question, and he scorned to confirm ataethat was
aready common property.

A gloomy silencefell upon the party. No oneredly liked
Beaufort, and it was not wholly unpleasant to think theworst
of hisprivatelife; but theideaof hishaving brought financial
dishonour on hiswife sfamily wastoo shocking to beenjoyed
even by hisenemies. Archer’sNew York tolerated hypocrisy
inprivaterdations; but in businessmattersit exacted alimpid
and impeccable honesty. It wasalong time sinceany well-
known banker had failed discreditably; but every oneremem-
bered thesocid extinction visited ontheheadsof thefirmwhen
thelast event of the kind had happened. It would bethe same
with the Beauforts, in spite of hispower and her popularity;
not all theleagued strength of the Dallas connection would
savepoor Reginaif therewere any truth inthereportsof her
husband’ sunlawful speculations.
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Thetalk took refugein lessominoustopics; but everything
they touched on seemed to confirm Mrs. Archer’ssenseof an
accelerated trend.

“Of course, Newland, | know you let dear May goto Mrs.
Struthers sSunday evenings—" shebegan; and May interposed
galy:“Oh, youknow, everybody goesto Mrs. Struthers snow;;
and shewasinvitedto Granny’slast reception.”

It wasthus, Archer reflected, that New York managed its
trangitions: conspiring toignorethemtill they werewell over,
andthen, indl goodfaith, imagining that they had taken place
inapreceding age. Therewasawaysatraitor inthecitadel;
and after he (or generally she) had surrendered the keys, what
wastheuseof pretending that it wasimpregnable? Once people
had tasted of Mrs. Struthers’'s easy Sunday hospitality they
were not likely to sit at home remembering that her cham-
pagnewastransmuted Shoe-Polish.

“1 know, dear, | know,” Mrs. Archer sighed. “ Such things
haveto be, | suppose, aslong asamusement iswhat people
goout for; but I’ ve never quiteforgiven your cousin Ma-
dame Olenskafor being thefirst person to countenance
Mrs. Struthers.”

A sudden blush roseto young Mrs. Archer’sface; it sur-
prised her husband asmuch asthe other guestsabout thetable.
“Oh, Ellen—" shemurmured, much inthe sameaccusing and
yet deprecating toneinwhich her parentsmight havesaid: “ Oh,
the Blenkers—.”

It wasthe note which the family had taken to sounding on
the mention of the Countess Olenska' s name, since she had
surprised and inconveni enced them by remaining obdurateto
her husband’ s advances; but on May’slipsit gavefood for
thought, and Archer looked at her with the sense of strange-
nessthat sometimes cameover himwhen shewasmostinthe
toneof her environment.

Hismother, with lessthan her usual sensitivenessto atmo-
sphere, fill indgsted: 1’ veawaysthought that peoplelikethe
Countess Olenska, who havelived in aristocratic societies,
ought to help usto keep up our socia distinctions, instead of
ignoringthem.”

May’sblush remained permanently vivid: it seemed to have
asignificance beyond that implied by the recognition of Ma
dame Olenska ssocial bad faith.

“I’veno doubt weall seemdiketoforeigners,” said Miss
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Jackson tartly.

“1 don’t think Ellen caresfor society; but nobody knows
exactly what shedoescarefor,” May continued, asif shehad
been groping for something noncommittal.

“Ah, well—" Mrs. Archer sghed again.

Everybody knew that the Countess Olenskawasno longer
inthegood gracesof her family. Even her devoted champion,
old Mrs. Manson Mingott, had been unable to defend her
refusal to return to her husband. The Mingotts had not pro-
claimed their disapprova aoud: their senseof solidarity was
too strong. They had smply, asMrs. Welland said, “ | et poor
Ellenfind her own level”—and that, mortifyingly and incom-
prehensibly, wasin the dim depthswhere the Blenkers pre-
vailed, and* peoplewhowrote’ celebrated their untidy rites.
It wasincredible, but it wasafact, that Ellen, in spiteof all her
opportunitiesand her privileges, had becomesimply “ Bohe-
mian.” Thefact enforced the contention that she had madea
fatal mistakein not returning to Count Olenski. After all, a
young woman’s place was under her husband’s roof, espe-
cialy when shehadleftitincircumstancesthat ... well ... if
onehad cared to look into them ...

“Madame Olenskaisagreat favourite with the gentlemen,”
said MissSophy, with her air of wishing to put forth something
conciliatory when sheknew that shewas planting adart.

“Ah, that’sthe danger that ayoung woman like Madame
Olenskaisdwaysexposedto,” Mrs. Archer mournfully agreed,
and theladies, on thisconclusion, gathered up their trainsto
seek thecarcel globesof the drawing-room, while Archer and
Mr. Sillerton Jackson withdrew to the Gothiclibrary.

Onceestablished beforethegrate, and consoling himsdlf for
theinadequacy of thedinner by the perfection of hiscigar, Mr.
Jackson became portentous and communicable.

“If the Beaufort smash comes,” he announced, “thereare
goingto bedisclosures.”

Archer raised hishead quickly: hecould never hear thename
without the sharp vision of Beaufort’sheavy figure, opulently
furred and shod, advancing through the snow at Skuytercliff.

“There’'sboundto be,” Mr. Jackson continued, “the nastiest
kind of acleaning up. Hehas't spent dl hismoney onRegina”

“Oh, well—that’sdiscounted, isn'tit?My bdief ishe |l pull
out yet,” said the young man, wanting to change the subject.

“Perhaps—perhaps. | know hewasto see someof thein-
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fluential peopletoday. Of course,” Mr. Jackson rel uctantly con-
ceded, “it’sto be hoped they can tide him over—thistime
anyhow. | shouldn’t liketo think of poor Regina s spending
therest of her lifein some shabby foreign watering-placefor
bankrupts.”

Archer said nothing. It seemed to him so naturad—however
tragic—that money ill-gotten should be cruelly expiated, that
hismind, hardly lingering over Mrs. Beaufort’sdoom, wan-
dered back to closer questions. What was the meaning of
May’ sblushwhenthe Countess Olenskahad been mentioned?

Four months had passed since the midsummer day that he
and M adame Ol enska had spent together; and sincethen he
had not seen her. He knew that she had returned to Washing-
ton, to thelittle house which she and Medora M anson had
takenthere: he had writtento her once—afew words, asking
whenthey wereto meet again—and she had even morebriefly
replied: “Not yet.”

Sincethen there had been no farther communi cation be-
tween them, and he had built up within himself akind of sanc-
tuary in which she throned among his secret thoughts and
longings. Littleby littleit becamethe sceneof hisred life, of

hisonly rationd activities; thither he brought the booksheread,
theideasand fedingswhich nourished him, hisjudgmentsand
hisvisons. Outsdeit, inthesceneof hisactud life, hemoved
with agrowing senseof unredity andinsufficiency, blundering
againg familiar prejudicesand traditiona pointsof view asan
absent-minded man goeson bumping into thefurniture of his
own room. Absent—that waswhat hewas: so absent from ev-
erything most densely real and near to those about himthat it
sometimesgtartled himtofind they gill imagined hewasthere.

Hebecame awarethat Mr. Jackson was clearing histhroat
preparatory tofarther revelations.

“1 don’'t know, of course, how far your wife'sfamily are
aware of what people say about—well, about Madame
Olenska' srefusal to accept her hushand’slatest offer.”

Archer wassilent, and Mr. Jackson obliquely continued: “It's
apity—it’'scertainly apity—that sherefusedit.”

“A pity?In God’sname, why?’

Mr. Jackson looked down hisleg to the unwrinkled sock
that joined it to aglossy pump.

“Well—to put it on thelowest ground—what’ sshegoing to
liveon now?’
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“Now—7?"

“If Beaufort—"

Archer sprang up, hisfist banging down on the black wal-
nut-edge of thewriting-table. Thewellsof the brass double-
inkstand danced intheir sockets.

“What thedevil doyoumean, Sr?’

Mr. Jackson, shifting himself dightly in hischair, turned a
tranquil gaze ontheyoung man’sburning face.

“Well—I haveit on pretty good authority—infact, on old
Catherine’'s herself—that the family reduced Countess
Olenska salowance consderably when shedefinitely refused
to go back to her husband; and as, by thisrefusal, sheaso
forfeitsthe money settled on her when she married—which
Olenski wasready to make over to her if shereturned—why,
what the devil do you mean, my dear boy, by asking mewhat
| mean?’ Mr. Jackson good-humouredly retorted.

Archer moved toward the mantel piece and bent over to
knock hisashesintothegrate.

“1 don’t know anything of Madame Olenska s private af-
fairs; but | don’t need to, to be certain that what you in-
Snuate—"

“Oh, | don't: it'sLefferts, for one,” Mr. Jackson interposed.

“Lefferts—who madeloveto her and got snubbed for it!”
Archer broke out contemptuously.

“Ah—did he?’ snapped theother, asif thiswereexactly the
fact he had beenlaying atrap for. He still sat sidewaysfrom
thefire, sothat hishard old gazeheld Archer’sfaceasifina
spring of sted!.

“Well, well: it'sapity shedidn’t go back before Beaufort's
cropper,” herepeated. “ If shegoesNOW, and if hefails, it
will only confirm the genera impression: whichisn’t by any
meanspeculiar to Lefferts, by theway.

“Oh, shewon’t go back now: lessthan ever!” Archer had
no sooner said it than he had oncemorethefeding that it was
exactly what Mr. Jackson had been waiting for.

Theold gentleman considered him attentively. “ That’ syour
opinion, eh?Well, no doubt you know. But everybody will tell
you that the few penniesMedoraManson hasleft areall in
Beaufort’shands; and how thetwo women areto keep their
heads abovewater unlesshedoes, | can’t imagine. Of course,
Madame Olenskamay still soften old Catherine, who'sbeen
themost inexorably opposed to her staying; and old Catherine
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could make her any allowance she chooses. But wedl know
that she hates parting with good money; andtherest of thefam-
ily haveno particular interestin kegping Madame Olenskahere”

Archer wasburning with unavailing wrath: hewasexactly in
the statewhen amanissureto do something stupid, knowing
al thewhilethat heisdoingit.

He saw that Mr. Jackson had been instantly struck by the
fact that Madame Ol enska sdifferenceswith her grandmother
and her other relationswere not known to him, and that the
old gentleman had drawn hisown conclusionsasto therea-
sonsfor Archer’sexclusonfromthefamily councils. Thisfact
warned Archer to go warily; but theins nuations about Beau-
fort made himreckless. Hewasmindful, however, if not of his
owndanger, at least of thefact that Mr. Jacksonwasunder his
mother’sroof, and consequently hisguest. Old New York
scrupuloudy observed the etiquette of hospitality, and nodis-
cussion with aguest wasever allowed to degenerateinto a
disagreement.

“Shall we go up andjoin my mother?’ he suggested curtly,
as Mr. Jackson’slast cone of ashes dropped into the brass
ashtray at hiselbow.

Onthedrivehomeward May remained oddly silent; through
thedarkness, hestill felt her envel opedin her menacing blush.
What itsmenace meant he could not guess: but he was suffi-
ciently warned by thefact that Madame Olenska s name had
evokedit.

They went upstairs, and heturned into thelibrary. Sheusu-
aly followed him; but he heard her passing down the passage
to her bedroom.

“May!” hecalled out impatiently; and she cameback, witha
dight glanceof surpriseat histone.

“Thislampissmoking again; | should think the servantsmight
seethat it’skept properly trimmed,” he grumbled nervoudly.

“I’msosorry: it shan't happenagain,” sheanswered, inthe
firm bright tone she had |earned from her mother; and it exas-
perated Archer tofed that shewasdready beginning to humour
him likeayounger Mr. Welland. She bent over to lower the
wick, and asthelight struck up on her white shouldersand the
clear curvesof her face hethought: “How young sheis! For
what endlessyearsthislifewill havetogoon!”

Hefdt, withakind of horror, hisown strong youth and the
boundingbloodin hisveins. “Look here,” hesaid suddenly, “I
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may haveto go to Washington for afew days—soon; next
week perhaps.”

Her hand remained on the key of thelamp assheturned to
him dowly. The heat fromitsflame had brought back aglow
to her face, but it paled as shelooked up.

“Onbusiness?’ sheasked, inatonewhichimpliedthat there
could beno other conceivablereason, and that shehad put the
question automatically, asif merdly tofinish hisown sentence,

“On business, naturally. There’sapatent case coming up
before the Supreme Court—" He gavethe name of theinven-
tor, andwent onfurnishing detailswith al LawrenceLefferts's
practised glibness, while shelistened attentively, saying at in-
tervals “Yes, | see”

“Thechangewill doyou good,” she said smply, when he
had finished; “and you must be sureto go and seeEllen,” she
added, looking him gtraight intheeyeswith her cloudlessamiile,
and speaking inthetone she might have employedin urging
him not to neglect someirksomefamily duty.

It wastheonly word that passed between them on the sub-
ject; but in the code in which they had both been trained it
meant: “ Of courseyou understand that | know al that people

have been saying about Ellen, and heartily sympathisewith my
family intheir effort to get her to return to her husband. | lso
know that, for some reason you have not chosento tell me,
you have advised her against thiscourse, which al the older
men of thefamily, aswell asour grandmother, agreein ap-
proving; andthat it isowing to your encouragement that Ellen
defiesusall, and exposes herself to the kind of criticism of
which Mr. Sillerton Jackson probably gaveyou, thisevening,
the hint that hasmadeyou soirritable... . Hintshaveindeed
not been wanting; but since you gppear unwilling to takethem
from others, | offer you thisone myself, intheonly formin
whichwell-bred peopleof our kind can communicate unpless-
ant thingsto each other: by letting you understand that | know
you mean to see Ellen when you arein Washington, and are
perhaps going there expresdy for that purpose; and that, since
you are sureto see her, | wish you to do sowithmy full and
explicit approval—and to take the opportunity of letting her
know what the course of conduct you have encouraged herin
islikeytoleadto.”

Her hand was4till onthekey of thelamp when thelast word
of thismute message reached him. Sheturned thewick down,
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lifted off the globe, and breathed on the sulky flame.

“They smdll lessif oneblowsthemout,” sheexplained, with
her bright housekeeping air. Onthethreshold sheturned and
paused for hiskiss.

XXVII.

WALL STREET, THE NEXT DAY, had more reassuring reports of
Beaufort’ssituation. They were not definite, but they were
hopeful. It wasgeneraly understood that he could call on pow-
erful influencesin case of emergency, and that hehad done so
with success, and that evening, when Mrs. Beaufort appeared
at the Operawearing her old smileand anew emerald neck-
lace, society drew abreath of relief.

New York wasinexorableinitscondemnation of business
irregularities. So far there had been no exceptionto itstacit
rulethat those who brokethelaw of probity must pay; and
every onewasawarethat even Beaufort and Beaufort’ swife
would be offered up unflinchingly to thisprinciple. But to be
obliged to offer them up would be not only painful but incon-
venient. The disappearance of the Beaufortswould leavea

considerablevoidintheir compact littlecircle; and thosewho
weretoo ignorant or too carelessto shudder at themoral ca-
tastrophe bewailed in advance theloss of the best ball-room
inNew York.

Archer had definitely made up hismind to go to Washing-
ton. Hewaswaiting only for the opening of the law-suit of
which he had spoken to May, so that itsdate might coincide
withthat of hisvisit; but onthefollowing Tuesday helearned
from Mr. Letterblair that the case might be postponed for sev-
eral weeks. Neverthel ess, hewent homethat afternoon deter-
mined in any event to leave the next evening. The chances
werethat May, who knew nothing of hisprofessiond life, and
had never shown any interest init, would not learn of the post-
ponement, should it take place, nor remember the names of
thelitigantsif they werementioned beforeher; and at any rate
he could no longer put off seeing Madame Olenska. There
weretoo many thingsthat he must say to her.

On the Wednesday morning, when he reached his office,
Mr. Letterblair met himwith atroubled face. Beaufort, after
all, had not managed to “tide over”; but by setting afl oat the
rumour that he had done so he had reassured his depositors,
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and heavy paymentshad poured into thebank till the previous
evening, when disturbing reports again began to predominate.
In consequence, arun on the bank had begun, and itsdoors
werelikely to closebeforetheday wasover. Theugliest things
werebeing said of Beaufort’sdastardly manoeuvre, and his
failure promised to be one of the most discreditablein the
history of Wall Street.

Theextent of thecalamity left Mr. Letterblair whiteandin-
capacitated. “ I’ ve seen bad thingsin my time; but nothing as
bad asthis. Everybody we know will be hit, oneway or an-
other. And what will be done about Mrs. Beaufort?\What can
be done about her?| pity Mrs. Manson Mingott asmuch as
anybody: coming at her age, there’sno knowing what effect
thisaffair may haveon her. Sheawaysbelieved in Beaufort—
shemadeafriend of him! And there'sthewholeDallas con-
nection: poor Mrs. Beaufort isrelated to every one of you.
Her only chance would beto leave her husband—yet how
canany onetell her so?Her duty isat hisside; and luckily she
seemsawaysto have been blind to his private weaknesses.”

There was a knock, and Mr. Letterblair turned his head
sharply. “What isit?| can’t bedisturbed.”

A clerk brought in a letter for Archer and withdrew.
Recognising hiswife shand, theyoung man opened theenve-
lope and read: “Won’t you please come up town asearly as
you can? Granny had adight strokelast night. Insome myste-
riousway shefound out before any one e sethisawful news
about thebank. UncleLovell isaway shooting, and theideaof
the disgrace has made poor Papa so nervous that he has a
temperature and can’'t leave hisroom. Mamma needs you
dreadfully, and | do hope you can get away at once and go
sraight to Granny’s.”

Archer handed the noteto hissenior partner, and afew min-
uteslater was crawling northward in acrowded horse-car,
which he exchanged at Fourteenth Street for one of the high
staggering omnibuses of the Fifth Avenueline. It was after
twelve o’ clock whenthislaboriousvehicledropped himat old
Catherine's. Thesitting-room window on the ground floor,
where she usually throned, wastenanted by theinadequate
figure of her daughter, Mrs. Welland, who signed ahaggard
wel come as she caught sight of Archer; and at the door he
wasmet by May. Thehall worethe unnatural appearance pe-
culiar to well-kept houses suddenly invaded by ilIness: wraps
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and furslay in heapsonthe chairs, adoctor’sbag and over-
coat were on thetable, and beside them | ettersand cards had
already piled up unheeded.

May looked pale but smiling: Dr. Bencomb, who had just
comefor the second time, took amore hopeful view, and Mrs.
Mingott’sdauntlessdetermination to liveand get well wasal-
ready having an effect on her family. May led Archer into the
oldlady’ssitting-room, wherethe diding doorsopening into
the bedroom had been drawn shut, and the heavy yellow dam-
ask portieresdropped over them; and hereMrs. Welland com-
municated to himin horrified undertonesthedetailsof theca-
tastrophe. It gppeared that the evening before something dread-
ful and mysterioushad happened. At about eight o' clock, just
after Mrs. Mingott had finished the game of solitairethat she
alwaysplayed after dinner, the door-bell had rung, and alady
sothickly veiled that theservantsdid not immediatel y recognise
her had asked to be received.

Thebutler, hearing afamiliar voice, had thrown openthe
sitting-room door, announcing: “Mrs. Julius Beaufort”—and
had then closed it again on thetwo ladies. They must have
been together, hethought, about an hour. When Mrs. Mingott's

bell rang Mrs. Beaufort had aready dipped away unseen, and
theoldlady, whiteand vast and terrible, sat donein her great
chair, and signed to the butler to help her into her room. She
seemed, a that time, though obvioudly distressed, incomplete
control of her body and brain. The mulatto maid put her to
bed, brought her acup of teaasusual, laid everything straight
inthe room, and went away; but at threein the morning the
bell rang again, and thetwo servants, hasteningin at thisun-
wonted summons(for old Catherine usualy dept likeababy),
had found their mistress sitting up against her pillowswitha
crooked smile on her face and onelittle hand hanging limp
fromitshugearm.

Thestrokehad clearly been adight one, for shewasableto
articulate and to make her wishesknown; and soon after the
doctor’sfirgt visit shehad begunto regain control of her facia
muscles. But the alarm had been great; and proportionately
great was the indignation when it was gathered from Mrs.
Mingott' sfragmentary phrasesthat ReginaBeaufort had come
to ask her—incredibl e effrontery!—to back up her husband,
seethem through—not to* desert” them, asshecalledit—in
fact to induce the wholefamily to cover and condonetheir
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monstrousdishonour.

“1 saidto her: “Honour’saways been honour, and honesty
honesty, in Manson Mingott’shouse, and will betill I’ m car-
ried out of it feet first,”” the old woman had stammered into
her daughter’sear, in thethick voice of the partly paralysed.
“Andwhenshesaid: "But my name, Auntie—my name sRegina
Dallas, | said: "It was Beaufort when he covered you with
jewels, and it’s got to stay Beaufort now that he's covered
youwithshame.””

So much, with tearsand gaspsof horror, Mrs. Welland im-
parted, blanched and demolished by the unwonted obligation
of having at last to fix her eyes onthe unpleasant and the dis-
creditable. “If only | could keepit fromyour father-in-law: he
alwayssays. "Augusta, for pity’ssake, don't destroy my last
illusons —and how am | to prevent hisknowing these hor-
rors?’ the poor lady wailed.

“After al, Mamma, hewon't haveseenthem,” her daughter
suggested; and Mrs. Welland sighed: “ Ah, no; thank heaven
he’'ssafein bed. And Dr. Bencomb has promised to keep him
theretill poor Mammaisbetter, and Reginahasbeen got away
somewhere.”

Archer had seated himself near thewindow and wasgazing
out blankly at the deserted thoroughfare. It was evident that
he had been summoned rather for the moral support of the
stricken ladiesthan because of any specific aid that he could
render. Mr. Lovell Mingott had been telegraphed for, and
messageswere being despatched by hand to the members of
thefamily livingin New York; and meanwhiletherewasnoth-
ing to do but to discussin hushed tones the consequences of
Beaufort’ sdishonour and of hiswife sunjustifiableaction.

Mrs. Lovell Mingott, who had beeninanother roomwriting
notes, presently reappeared, and added her voicetothedis-
cussion. Intheir day, the elder ladies agreed, the wife of a
man who had doneanything disgraceful in businesshad only
oneidea: to efface hersalf, to disappear with him. “ Therewas
the case of poor Grandmamma Spicer; your great-grand-
mother, May. Of course,” Mrs. Welland hastened to add, “your
great-grandfather’ smoney difficultieswere private—l ossesa
cards, or signing anote for somebody—I never quite knew,
because Mammawould never speak of it. But shewasbrought
up inthe country because her mother had to leave New York
after the disgrace, whatever it was: they lived up the Hudson
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aone, winter and sum-met, till Mammawas sixteen. It would
never have occurred to GrandmammaSpicer to ask thefamily
to “countenance’ her, asl understand Reginacalsit; thougha
private disgraceisnothing compared to the scandd of ruining
hundreds of innocent people.”

“Yes, it would be more becoming in Reginato hide her
own countenance than to talk about other people’'s,” Mrs.
Lovell Mingott agreed. | understand that the emerald neck-
lace she wore at the Opera last Friday had been sent on
approval from Ball and Black’sinthe afternoon. | wonder if
they’ll ever get it back?’

Archer listened unmoved to therelentlesschorus. Theidea
of absolutefinancia probity asthefirst law of agentleman’s
codewastoo deeply ingrainedin him for sentimental consid-
erationsto weaken it. An adventurer like Lemuel Struthers
might build up themillionsof his Shoe Polish onany number of
shady dealings; but unblemished honesty wasthe noblesse
oblige of old financial New York. Nor did Mrs. Beaufort’s
fate greatly move Archer. Hefelt, no doubt, more sorry for
her than her indignant relatives; but it ssemedto himthat thetie
between husband and wife, evenif breakablein prosperity,

should beindissolublein misfortune. AsMr. Letterblair had
said, awife' splacewasat her hushand’ssidewhen hewasin
trouble; but society’s place was not at his side, and Mrs.
Beaufort’scool assumptionthat it was seemed amost to make
her hisaccomplice. Themereideaof awoman’sappealingto
her family to screen her husband’s business dishonour was
inadmissible, sinceit wasthe onething that the Family, asan
ingtitution, could not do.

Themulatto maid called Mrs. Lovell Mingott into the hall,
and thelatter came back inamoment with afrowning brow.

“Shewantsmeto telegraph for Ellen Olenska. | had written
to Ellen, of course, and to Medora; but now it seemsthat’s
not enough. I’ mtotelegraphto her immediately, andtotell her
that she’sto comealone.”

The announcement wasreceived in silence. Mrs. Welland
sighed resignedly, and May rose from her seat and went
to gather up some newspapersthat had been scattered on
thefloor.

“1 supposeit must bedone,” Mrs. Lovell Mingott contin-
ued, asif hoping to be contradicted; and May turned back
toward themiddle of theroom.
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“Of courseit must bedone,” shesaid. “ Granny knowswhat
shewants, and we must carry out al her wishes. Shall | write
thetelegramfor you, Auntie?If it goesat once Ellen can prob-
ably catch tomorrow morning’strain.” She pronounced the
syllablesof the namewith apeculiar clearness, asif shehad
tapped ontwo silver bells.

“Well, it can’t go at once. Jasper and the pantry-boy are
both out with notesand telegrams.”

May turned to her husband with a smile. “But here's
Newland, ready to do anything. Will you take thetelegram,
Newland?There |l bejust time beforeluncheon.”

Archer rose with amurmur of readiness, and she seated
herself at old Catherine' srosewood “ Bonheur du Jour,” and
wrote out the messagein her largeimmature hand. When it
waswritten sheblotted it neatly and handed it to Archer.

“What apity,” shesaid, “that you and Ellen will crosseach
other on the way!—Newland,” she added, turning to her
mother and aunt, “ isobliged to go to Washington about apatent
law-suit that iscoming up before the Supreme Court. | sup-
pose Uncle Lovel will beback by tomorrow night, and with
Granny improving somuchit doesn't ssemright toask Newland

to give up animportant engagement for thefirm—doesit?’

She paused, asif for an answer, and Mrs. Welland hastily
declared: “Oh, of course not, darling. Your Granny would
bethelast persontowishit.” AsArcher left theroomwith
thetelegram, he heard hismother-in-law add, presumably to
Mrs. Lovell Mingott: “But why on earth she should make
you telegraph for Ellen Olenska—" and May’sclear voice
rejoin: “Perhapsit’sto urge on her again that after all her
duty iswith her husband.”

Theouter door closed on Archer and hewalked hastily away
toward thetelegraph office.

XXVIII.

OL-oL—HOWJER SPELL IT, ANYHOW?" asked the tart young
lady to whom Archer had pushed hiswife stelegram across
thebrassledge of the Western Union office.
“Olenska—O-len-ska,” herepeated, drawing back themes-
sagein order to print out theforeign syllablesabove May’s
rambling script.
“It'sanunlikely namefor aNew York telegraph office; at
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least inthisquarter,” an unexpected voice observed; and turn-
ingaround Archer saw Lawrence L effertsat hiselbow, pulling
animperturbable moustache and affecting not to glance at the
message.

“Hdlo, Newland: thought I’ d catchyou here. I’ vejust heard
of old Mrs. Mingott’sstroke; and as| was on my way to the
house | saw you turning down this street and nipped after you.
| supposeyou’ vecomefromthere?’

Archer nodded, and pushed histelegram under thelattice.

“Very bad, en?’ Leffertscontinued. “Wiringtothefamily, |
suppose. | gather it is bad, if you're including Countess
Olenska”

Archer’slipsstiffened; hefelt asavageimpulsetodash his
figintothelong vain handsomefaceat hisside.

“Why?’" hequestioned.

L efferts, who wasknown to shrink from discussion, raised
hiseye-browswith anironic grimacethat warned the other of
thewatching damsel behind thelattice. Nothing could beworse
“form” thelook reminded Archer, than any display of temper
inapublicplace.

Archer had never been moreindifferent to the requirements

of form; but hisimpulseto do Lawrence L effertsaphysical
injury was only momentary. The idea of bandying Ellen
Olenska snamewith him at such atime, and on whatsoever
provocation, was unthinkable. He paid for histelegram, and
the two young men went out together into the street. There
Archer, having regained hissdf-control, went on: “ Mrs. Mingott
is much better: the doctor feels no anxiety whatever”; and
L efferts, with profuse expressions of relief, asked himif he
had heard that there were beastly bad rumours again about
Beaufort... .

That afternoon the announcement of theBeaufort failurewas
inall the papers. It overshadowed thereport of Mrs. Manson
Mingott’sstroke, and only thefew who had heard of themys-
terious connection between the two eventsthought of ascrib-
ing old Catherin€ sillnessto anything but the accumul ation of
fleshandyears.

The whole of New York was darkened by the tale of
Beaufort’sdishonour. Therehad never, asMr. Letterblair said,
been aworse casein hismemory, nor, for that matter, inthe
memory of thefar-off Letterblair who had given hisnameto
thefirm. The bank had continued to takein money for awhole

193



TheAgeof Innocence

day after itsfaillurewasinevitable; and asmany of itsclients
belonged to one or another of theruling clans, Beaufort’sdu-
plicity seemed doubly cynical. If Mrs. Beaufort had not taken
thetonethat such misfortunes (theword was her own) were
“thetest of friendship,” compassion for her might havetem-
pered thegenera indignation againgt her husband. Asit was—
and especially after the object of her nocturnal visit to Mrs.
Manson Mingott had becomeknown—her cynicisnwasheld
to exceed his; and she had not theexcuse—nor her detractors
the sati sfaction—of pleading that shewas*aforeigner.” It was
some comfort (to those whose securitieswere not in jeop-
ardy) to be able to remind themselvesthat Beaufort WAS;
but, after all, if aDallasof South Carolinatook hisview of the
case, and glibly talked of hissoon being“on hisfeet again,” the
argument lost its edge, and there was nothing to do but to
accept thisawful evidence of theindissolubility of marriage.
Society must manage to get on without the Beauforts, and
therewasan end of it—except indeed for such haplessvictims
of the disaster asMedoraManson, the poor old MissLannings,
and certain other misguided ladiesof good family who, if only
they had listened to Mr. Henry vander Luyden ...

“The best thing the Beaufortscan do,” said Mrs. Archer,
summingit up asif shewere pronouncing adiagnosisand pre-
scribing acourse of treatment, “istogoandliveat Regina's
little placein North Carolina. Beaufort hasawayskept arac-
ing stable, and he had better breed trotting horses. | should
say hehad all thequalitiesof asuccessful horsededler.” Every
oneagreed with her, but no one condescended to enquirewhat
the Beaufortsreally meant to do.

Thenext day Mrs. Manson Mingott was much better: she
recovered her voicesufficiently to giveordersthat no oneshould
mention the Beaufortsto her again, and asked—when Dr.
Bencomb appeared—what in theworld her family meant by
making such afussabout her health.

“If people of my agewill eat chicken-salad inthe evening
what arethey to expect?’ she enquired; and, the doctor hav-
ing opportunely modified her dietary, the strokewastrans-
formed into an attack of indigestion. But in spite of her firm
tone old Catherinedid not wholly recover her former attitude
towardlife. Thegrowing remotenessof old age, thoughit had
not diminished her curiogity about her neighbours, had blunted
her never very lively compassion for their troubles; and she
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seemed to have no difficulty in putting the Beaufort disaster
out of her mind. But for thefirst time shebecameabsorbedin
her own symptoms, and began to takeasentimental interestin
certain membersof her family to whom she had hitherto been
contemptuoudy indifferent.

Mr. Welland, in particular, had the privilege of attracting her
notice. Of her sons-in-law hewasthe one shehad most consis-
tently ignored; and all hiswife'seffortsto represent himasa
man of forceful character and marked intellectual ability (if he
had only “ chosen”) had been met with aderisive chuckle. But
hiseminence as aval etudinarian now made him an object of
engrossing interest, and Mrs. Mingott issued animperia sum-
monsto him to come and compare diets as soon as histem-
perature permitted; for old Catherine was now the first to
recogni sethat one could not betoo careful about temperatures.

Twenty-four hoursafter Madame Olenska ssummonsatele-
gram announced that shewould arrive from Washington on
theevening of thefollowing day. At theWellands', wherethe
Newland Archers chanced to be lunching, the question asto
who should meet her at Jersey City wasimmediately raised;
andthematerid difficultiesamid which the Welland household

struggled asif it had been afrontier outpost, lent animationto
the debate. It was agreed that Mrs. Welland could not possi-
bly goto Jersey City because shewasto accompany her hus-
band to old Catherine sthat afternoon, and the brougham could
not be spared, since, if Mr. Welland were*“ upset” by seeing
hismother-in-law for thefirst timeafter her attack, hemight
have to be taken home at amoment’s notice. The Welland
sonswould of course be“downtown,” Mr. Lovell Mingott
would bejust hurrying back from hisshooting, and theMingott
carriage engaged in meeting him; and one could not ask May,
at theclose of awinter afternoon, to go aloneacrosstheferry
to Jersey City, evenin her own carriage. Neverthel ess, it might
appear inhospitable—and contrary to old Catherine sexpress
wishes—if Madame Olenskawereallowed to arrivewithout
any of thefamily being at the station to receive her. It wasjust
likeEllen, Mrs. Welland'stired voiceimplied, to placethefamily
insuch adilemma. “It'salways onething after another,” the
poor lady grieved, inoneof her rarerevoltsagainst fate; “the
only thing that makesmethink Mammamust belesswell than
Dr. Bencomb will admit isthismorbid desireto have Ellen
come at once, however inconvenientitisto meet her.”
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Thewords had been thoughtless, asthe utterances of impa-
tience often are; and Mr. Welland was upon them with a
pounce.

“Augusta,” hesaid, turning paleand laying down hisfork,
“haveyou any other reason for thinking that Bencombisless
to berelied on than he was? Have you noticed that he has
been less conscientiousthan usua infollowing up my caseor
your mother’s?’

ItwasMrs. Welland'sturnto grow paleasthe endlesscon-
sequencesof her blunder unrolled themsel ves before her; but
shemanaged to laugh, and take asecond hel ping of scalloped
oysters, before she said, struggling back into her old armour
of chearfulness. “My dear, how could youimaginesuchathing?
| only meant that, after the decided stand Mammatook about
itsbeing Ellen’sduty to go back to her hushand, it seemsstrange
that she should be seized with this sudden whim to see her,
whentherearehaf adozen other grandchildren that shemight
have asked for. But we must never forget that Mamma, in
spiteof her wonderful vitality, isavery old woman.”

Mr. Welland’sbrow remained clouded, and it was evident
that hisperturbed imagination had fastened a onceonthislast

remark. “Yes. your mother’savery old woman; and for al we
know Bencomb may not be assuccessful with very old people.
Asyou say, my dear, it sawaysonething after another; andin
another ten or fifteen years| supposel shdl havethepleasing
duty of looking about for anew doctor. It'salways better to
make such achange beforeit’sabsolutely necessary.” And
having arrived at this Spartan decison Mr. Welland firmly took
up hisfork.

“But all thewhile,” Mrs. Welland began again, assherose
fromtheluncheon-table, and led theway into thewilderness
of purple satin and malachite known as the back drawing-
room, “I don’'t see how Ellen’s to be got here tomorrow
evening; and | doliketo havethingssettled for at least twenty-
four hoursahead.”

Archer turned from thefascinated contempl ation of asmall
painting representing two Cardinal scarousing, in an octagona
ebony frame set with medallionsof onyx.

“Shall | fetch her?’ he proposed. “| can easily get away
from the officein timeto meet the brougham at theferry, if
May will sendit there.” Hisheart wasbesating excitedly ashe
spoke.
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Mrs. Welland heaved asigh of gratitude, and May, who had
moved away to thewindow, turned to shed on him abeam of
approval. “ So you see, Mamma, everything WILL besettled
twenty-four hoursin advance,” shesaid, stooping over tokiss
her mother’ stroubled forehead.

May’s brougham awaited her at the door, and she was to
driveArcher to Union Square, wherehecould pick up aBroad-
way car to carry himto the office. Asshe settled herself in her
corner shesad: “I didn’t want toworry Mammaby raising fresh
obstacles; but how can you meet Ellentomorrow, and bring her
back to New York, when you' regoing to Washington?’

“Oh, I’'mnot going,” Archer answered.

“Not going? Why, what’s happened?’ Her voice was as
clear asabdll, and full of wifely solicitude.

“Thecaseisoff—postponed.”

“Postponed?How odd! | saw anotethismorning from Mr.
L etterblair to Mammasaying that hewasgoing to Washington
tomorrow for the big patent case that he wasto argue before
the Supreme Court. You saidit wasapatent case, didn’t you?’

“Well—that'sit: thewhole office can’'t go. Letterblair de-
cidedtogothismorning.”

“Thenit’snot postponed?’ she continued, withaninsstence
so unlike her that hefelt the blood rising to hisface, asif he
were blushing for her unwonted lapsefrom all thetraditional
delicacies.

“No: but my goingis,” heanswered, cursing the unneces-
sary explanationsthat he had given when he had announced
hisintention of going to Washington, and wondering wherehe
had read that clever liarsgivedetalls, but that the cleverest do
not. It did not hurt him half asmuchtotell May anuntruth asto
see her trying to pretend that she had not detected him.

“I’'mnot going till later on: luckily for the convenience of
your family,” he continued, taking baserefugein sarcasm. As
he spoke hefelt that shewaslooking at him, and heturned his
eyesto hersinorder not to appear to beavoiding them. Their
glancesmet for asecond, and perhapslet theminto eech other’s
meanings more deeply than either cared to go.

“Yes, itisawfully convenient,” May brightly agreed, “ that
you should be ableto meet Ellen after al; you saw how much
Mammaappreciated your offeringtodoit.”

“Oh, I’'mdelightedtodoit.” The carriage stopped, and as
he jJumped out she leaned to him and laid her hand on his.
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“Good-bye, dearest,” shesaid, her eyesso bluethat hewon-
dered afterward if they had shoneon himthrough tears.

Heturned away and hurried across Union Square, repeat-
ingto himsdlf, inasort of inward chant: “It'sall of two hours
from Jersey City toold Catherine's. It'sall of two hours—and
it may bemore.”

XXIX.

HiswiFg’ s DARK BLUE brougham (with the wedding varnish
still onit) met Archer at theferry, and conveyed him luxuri-
oudy to the Pennsylvaniaterminusin Jersey City.

It wasasombre snowy afternoon, and the gas-lampswerelit
inthebig reverberating station. Ashepaced theplatform, wait-
ing for the Washington express, heremembered that therewere
peoplewho thought therewould one day beatunnel under the
Hudson through which thetrains of the Pennsylvaniarailway
would run straight into New York. They were of the brother-
hood of visionarieswho likewise predicted thebuilding of ships
that would crossthe Atlantic in five days, theinvention of a
flyingmachine, lighting by dectricity, tel ephoniccommunication

without wires, and other Arabian Night marvels.

“1 don't carewhich of their visions comestrue,” Archer
mused, “aslong asthetunnel isn’t built yet.” In hissenseless
school-boy happiness he pi ctured M adame Ol enska’ sdescent
fromthetrain, hisdiscovery of her alongway off, amongthe
throngsof meaninglessfaces her dingingtohisarmasheguided
her to the carriage, their slow approach to the wharf among
dipping horses, laden carts, vociferating teamsters, and then
thestartling quiet of theferry-boat, wherethey would st side
by side under the snow, in the motionlesscarriage, whilethe
earth seemed to glide away under them, rolling to the other
sideof thesun. It wasincredible, the number of thingshehad
to say to her, and in what eloquent order they wereforming
themselvesonhislips...

Theclanging and groaning of thetrain came nearer, and it
staggered dowly into the stationlikeaprey-laden monster into
itslair. Archer pushed forward, el bowing through the crowd,
and gtaring blindly intowindow after window of the high-hung
carriages. And then, suddenly, he saw Madame Olenska'spae
and surprised face close at hand, and had again the mortified
sensation of having forgotten what shelooked like.
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They reached each other, their hands met, and he drew her
armthrough his. “ Thisway—I havethecarriage,” hesaid.

After that it all happened as he had dreamed. He hel ped
her into the brougham with her bags, and had afterward the
vague recollection of having properly reassured her about
her grandmother and given her asummary of the Beaufort
situation (he was struck by the softness of her: “Poor
Reginal”). Meanwhilethe carriage had worked itsway out
of the coil about the station, and they were crawling down
thedippery inclineto thewharf, menaced by swaying coal-
carts, bewildered horses, dishevelled express-wagons, and
an empty hearse—ah, that hearse! She shut her eyesasit
passed, and clutched at Archer’s hand.

“If only it doesn’'t mean—poor Granny!”

“Oh, no, no—she's much better—she’'s al right, really.
There—we vepassedit!” heexclaimed, asif that madeal the
difference. Her hand remainedin his, and asthecarriagelurched
acrossthe gang-plank onto theferry he bent over, unbuttoned
her tight brown glove, and kissed her pam asif he had kissed
arelic. Shedisengaged herself withafaint smile, and hesaid:
“Youdidn't expect metoday?’

“Oh, no.”

“1 meant to go to Washington to seeyou. I’d madeall my
arrangements—I very nearly crossed youinthetrain.”

“Oh—" sheexclaimed, asif terrified by the narrowness of

their escape.
“Doyou know—I hardly remembered you?’
“Hardly remembered me?’

“1 mean: how shall | explain?|—it'salwaysso. eachtime
you happen to me all over again.”

“Oh, yes: | know! | know!”

“Doesit—do| too: toyou?’ heinsisted.

Shenodded, |ooking out of thewindow.

“Ellen—Hlen—Hllen!”

She made no answer, and he sat in silence, watching her
profilegrow indistinct against the snow-streaked dusk beyond
thewindow. What had she been doingin all thosefour long
months, he wondered? How little they knew of each other,
after all! The precious momentswere dipping away, but he
had forgotten everything that he had meant to say to her and
could only helplessly brood onthe mystery of their remote-
nessand their proximity, which seemed to be symbolised by
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thefact of their sitting so closeto each other, and yet being
unableto see each other’ sfaces.

“What apretty carriage! Isit May’s?’ sheasked, suddenly
turning her facefrom thewindow.

“Ves”

“It was May who sent you to fetch me, then? How kind of
her!”

Hemade no answer for amoment; then hesaid explosively:
“Your hushand’s secretary cameto see methe day after we
metinBoston.”

Inhisbrief |etter toher hehad madenodlusontoM. Riviere's
visit, and hisintention had been to bury theincident in hisbo-
som. But her reminder that they werein hiswife' scarriage
provoked himto animpulseof retaliation. Hewould seeif she
liked hisreferenceto Riviereany better than heliked hersto
May! Ason certain other occasionswhen he had expected to
shakeher out of her usua composure, she betrayed no sign of
surprise: and at once he concluded: “Hewritesto her, then.”

“M. Rivierewent to seeyou?’

“Yes. didn't you know?’

“No,” sheanswered smply.

“Andyou renot surprised?’

Shehesitated. “Why should | be?Hetold mein Boston that
heknew you; that he’d met youin England | think.”

“Ellen—I must ask you onething.”

“Ves”

“l wantedto ask it after | saw him, but | couldn’t putitina
|etter. It was Rivierewho hel ped you to get away—when you
left your husband?’

Hisheart wasbegting suffocatingly. Would shemeet thisques-
tion with the same composure?

“Yes. | owehim agreat debt,” sheanswered, without the
least tremor in her quiet voice.

Her tonewasso natural, so dmost indifferent, that Archer’s
turmoil subsided. Once more she had managed, by her sheer
samplicity, tomakehimfed stupidly conventiond just whenhe
thought hewasflinging conventionto thewinds.

“I think you’ rethemost honest woman | ever met!” heex-
clamed.

“Oh, no—but probably oneof theleast fussy,” sheanswered,
asmileinher voice.

“Cal itwhat youlike: youlook at thingsasthey are.”
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“Ah—I’vehadto. I’ ve had tolook at the Gorgon.”

“Well—it hasn’t blinded you! You' ve seenthat she'sjustan
oldbogey likeall theothers.”

“Shedoesn’t blind one; but shedriesup one'stears.”

Theanswer checked thepleading on Archer’slips: it seemed
to come from depths of experience beyond hisreach. The
slow advance of the ferry-boat had ceased, and her bows
bumped against the piles of the dip with aviolencethat made
the brougham stagger, and flung Archer and Madame Olenska
against each other. Theyoung man, trembling, felt the pres-
sure of her shoulder, and passed hisarm about her.

“If you' renat blind, then, you must seethat thiscan’t last.”

“What can't?’

“QOur being together—and not together.”

“No. You ought not to have come today,” she said in an
altered voice; and suddenly sheturned, flung her armsabout
him and pressed her lipsto his. At the same moment the car-
riage began to move, and agas-lamp at the head of thedlip
flashed itslight into thewindow. Shedrew away, and they sat
silent and motionlesswhilethe brougham struggled through
the congestion of carriagesabout theferry-landing. Asthey

gained the street Archer began to speak hurriedly.

“Don’'t beafraid of me: you needn’ t squeeze yourself back
intoyour corner likethat. A stolenkissisn'twhat | want. Look:
I”’m not even trying to touch the deeve of your jacket. Don't
supposethat | don't understand your reasonsfor not wanting to
let thisfedling between usdwindleinto an ordinary hole-and-
corner love-affair. | couldn’'t have spoken likethisyesterday,
because when we' ve been apart, and I’ mlooking forward to
seeing you, every thought isburnt upin agreat flame. But then
you come; and you’ re o much morethan | remembered, and
what | want of you isso much morethan an hour or two every
now and then, withwastes of thirsty waiting between, that | can
gt perfectly ill besideyovu, likethis, with that other visoninmy
mind, just quietly trustingtoit to cometrue.”

For amoment shemadenoreply; then sheasked, hardly above
awhisper: “What doyou mean by trustingtoit to cometrue?’

“Why—you know it will, don't you?’

“Your vision of youand metogether?” Sheburst into asud-
den hard laugh. “You chooseyour placewd | to putit tome!”

“Doyou mean becausewe reinmy wife shrougham?Shdl we
get out andwalk, then?1 don’t supposeyou mindalittlesnow?’
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Shelaughed again, moregently. “No; | shan’t get out and
walk, because my businessisto get to Granny’sasquickly as
| can. Andyou' |l sit beside me, and we' Il [ook, not at visions,
but &t redlities.”

“1 don’t know what you mean by redlities. Theonly reality
tomeisthis.”

She met thewordswith along silence, during which the
carriagerolled down an obscure side-street and then turned
intothe searchingillumination of Fifth Avenue.

“Isit your idea, then, that | should live with you as your
mistress—sincel can’t beyour wife?’ she asked.

The crudeness of the question startled him: theword was
onetha women of hisclassfought shy of, evenwhentheir talk
flitted closest about the topic. Henoticed that Madame Olenska
pronounced it asif it had arecognised placein her vocabulary,
and hewonderedif it had been used familiarly in her presence
inthe horriblelife shehad fled from. Her question pulled him
upwith ajerk, and hefloundered.

“I want—I want somehow to get away with youintoaworld
where words like that—categories like that—won’t exist.
Wherewe shall be simply two human beingswho love each

other, who arethewholeof lifeto each other; and nothing else
onearthwill matter.”

Shedrew adeep sigh that ended in another laugh. “ Oh, my
dear—whereisthat country? Haveyou ever beenthere?’ she
asked; and asheremained sullenly dumb shewent on: “1 know
so many who' vetried tofindit; and, believe me, they al got
out by mistakeat wayside stations. at placeslike Boulogne, or
Pisa, or Monte Carlo—and it wasn't at dl different fromthe
oldworldthey’ dleft, but only rather smaller and dingier and
more promiscuous.”

He had never heard her speak in such atone, and he re-
membered the phrase she had used alittlewhile before.

“Yes, the Gorgon hasdried your tears,” he said.

“Well, she opened my eyestoo; it'sadelusion to say that
she blinds people. What she doesisjust the contrary—she
fastenstheir eyelidsopen, so that they’ re never againinthe
blessed darkness. |sn't thereaChinesetorturelikethat? There
ought to be. Ah, believeme, it'samiserablelittle country!”

The carriage had crossed Forty-second Street: May’ssturdy
brougham-horse was carrying them northward asif he had
been a Kentucky trotter. Archer choked with the sense of

202



EdithWharton

wasted minutesand vain words.

“Thenwhat, exactly, isyour planfor us?’ heasked.

“For us? But there’sno usin that sense! We're near each
other only if we stay far from each other. Then we can be
ourselves. Otherwisewe reonly Newland Archer, the hus-
band of Ellen Olenska scousin, and Ellen Olenska, thecousin
of Newland Archer’swife, trying to be happy behind the backs
of the peoplewho trust them.”

“Ah, I’m beyondthat,” hegroaned.

“No, you'renot! You' venever been beyond. And | have,”
shesad,inagtrangevoice, “and | know what itlookslikethere”

Hesat slent, dazed withinarticulate pain. Then hegropedin
thedarknessof thecarriagefor thelittlebell that signalled or-
dersto the coachman. He remembered that May rang twice
when she wished to stop. He pressed the bell, and the car-
riagedrew up besidethe curbstone.

“Why are we stopping? Thisisnot Granny’s,” Madame
Olenskaexclaimed.

“No: | shall get out here,” he stammered, opening the door
and jumping to the pavement. By thelight of astreet-lamp he
saw her startled face, and theinstinctive motion shemadeto

detain him. He closed the door, and leaned for amoment in
thewindow.

“You'reright: | ought not to have cometoday,” hesaid, low-
ering hisvoiceso that the coachman should not hear. She bent
forward, and seemed about to speak; but he had aready called
out the order to drive on, and the carriagerolled awvay while
he stood on the corner. The snow was over, and atingling
wind had sprung up, that lashed hisface as he stood gazing.
Suddenly hefelt something stiff and cold on hislashes, and
perceived that he had been crying, and that thewind had fro-
zenhistears.

Hethrust hishandsin his pockets, and walked at asharp
pace down Fifth Avenueto hisown house.

XXX.

THAT EVENING WHEN ARCHER came down before dinner he
found thedrawing-room empty.

Heand May weredining done, al thefamily engagements
having been postponed since Mrs. Manson Mingott’sillness,
and as May was the more punctual of the two he was sur-
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prised that she had not preceded him. He knew that shewas
at home, for while he dressed he had heard her moving about
in her room; and hewondered what had delayed her.

Hehad faleninto theway of dwelling on such conjectures
asameansof tying histhoughtsfast to reaity. Sometimeshe
fdt asif hehad found the clueto hisfather-in-law’ sabsorption
intrifles, perhaps even Mr. Welland, long ago, had had es-
capes and visions, and had conjured up all the hosts of do-
mesticity to defend himsdlf against them.

When May appeared hethought shelooked tired. She had
put on the low-necked and tightly-laced dinner-dresswhich
the Mingott ceremonial exacted onthe most informal occa-
sons, and had built her fair hair intoitsusua accumulated coils,
and her face, in contrast, waswan and almost faded. But she
shoneon himwith her usual tenderness, and her eyeshad kept
theblue dazzle of the day before.

“What became of you, dear?’ sheasked. “| waswaiting at
Granny’s, and Ellen came alone, and said she had dropped
youontheway becauseyou hadtorush off onbusiness. There's
nothingwrong?’

“Only someletters|’ d forgotten, and wanted to get off be-

foredinner.”

“Ah—" shesaid; and amoment afterward: “1’ m sorry you
didn’t cometo Granny’s—unlesstheletterswere urgent.”

“They were,” hergjoined, surprised at her insstence. “Be-
sides, | don’'t see why | should have gone to your
grandmother’s. | didn’t know you werethere.”

Sheturned and moved to thel ooking-glass abovethe man-
tel-piece. Asshestood there, lifting her longarmtofastena
puff that had dipped fromitsplacein her intricatehair, Archer
wasstruck by something languid and inelasticin her attitude,
andwondered if thedeadly monotony of their liveshad laidits
weight on her aso. Then heremembered that, ashe had | eft
the house that morning, shehad called over thestairsthat she
would meet him at her grandmother’ssothat they might drive
hometogether. He had called back acheery “Yes!” and then,
absorbed in other visions, had forgotten hispromise. Now he
was smitten with compunction, yet irritated that sotrifling an
omission should bestored up againgt him after nearly twoyears
of marriage. Hewasweary of livinginaperpetua tepid hon-
eymoon, without thetemperature of passion yet withall its
exactions. If May had spoken out her grievances (he suspected
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her of many) he might have laughed them away; but shewas
trained to conceal imaginary woundsunder aSpartan smile,

To disguise hisown annoyance he asked how her grand-
mother was, and she answered that Mrs. Mingott was still
improving, but had beenrather disturbed by thelast newsabout
the Beauforts.

“What news?’

“It seemsthey’ regoingto stay in New York. | believehe's
going into aninsurancebusiness, or something. They’ relook-
ing about for asmall house.”

The preposterousness of the case was beyond discussion,
and they went into dinner. During dinner their talk movedin
itsusud limited circle; but Archer noticed that hiswifemade
no allusion to Madame Olenska, nor to old Catherine’sre-
ception of her. Hewasthankful for thefact, yet feltit to be
vaguely ominous.

They went uptothelibrary for coffee, and Archer litacigar
andtook down avolumeof Michelet. Hehad takento history in
the evenings since May had shown atendency to ask himto
read a oud whenever she saw himwith avolumeof poetry: not
that he disliked the sound of his own voice, but because he

could always foresee her comments on what heread. Inthe
daysof their engagement shehad smply (ashennow perceived)
echoed what hetold her; but sncehe had ceased to provide her
with opinions she had begun to hazard her own, with results
destructiveto hisenjoyment of theworkscommented on.

Seeing that he had chosen history shefetched her workbas-
ket, drew up an arm-chair to the green-shaded student lamp,
and uncovered acushion shewasembroidering for hissofa.
Shewasnot aclever needle-woman; her large capable hands
weremadefor riding, rowing and open-air activities; but since
other wivesembroidered cushionsfor their husbandsshedid
not wishto omit thislast link in her devotion.

Shewas so placed that Archer, by merely raising hiseyes,
could see her bent above her work-frame, her ruffled e bow-
deevesdipping back from her firm round arms, the betrothal
sapphire shining on her left hand above her broad gold wed-
ding-ring, and theright hand dowly and laborioudly stabbing
thecanvas. Asshesat thus, thelamplight full on her clear brow,
he said to himself with asecret dismay that hewould ways
know thethoughtsbehindit, that never, inal theyearsto come,
would she surprise him by an unexpected mood, by anew
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idea, aweakness, acruelty or an emotion. She had spent her
poetry and romanceon their short courting: thefunction was
exhausted because the need was past. Now shewassimply
ripening into acopy of her mother, and mysterioudly, by the
very process, trying to turn himintoaMr. Welland. Helaid
down hisbook and stood up impatiently; and at oncesheraised
her head.

“What'sthematter?’

“Theroomisgifling: | want alittleair.”

Hehad insisted that thelibrary curtains should draw back-
ward and forward on arod, so that they might beclosedinthe
evening, instead of remaining nailed to agilt cornice, andim-
movably looped up over layers of lace, asin the drawing-
room; and he pulled them back and pushed up the sash, lean-
ing out intotheicy night. Themerefact of not looking at May,
seated beside histable, under hislamp, thefact of seeing other
houses, roofs, chimneys, of getting the sense of other lives
outside hisown, other citiesbeyond New York, and awhole
world beyond hisworld, cleared hisbrainand madeit easier
to breathe.

After hehad leaned out into thedarknessfor afew minutes

heheard her say: “Newland! Do shut thewindow. You'll catch
your death.”

He pulled the sash down and turned back. “ Catch my death!”
he echoed; and hefelt likeadding: “But I’ vecaught it lready.
| amdead—I’ ve been dead for monthsand months.”

And suddenly theplay of theword flashed up awild sugges-
tion. What if it were SHE who wasdead! If sheweregoingto
die—todiesoon—and leavehimfree! The sensation of stand-
ing there, in that warm familiar room, and looking at her, and
wishing her dead, was so strange, so fascinating and overmas-
tering, that itsenormity did notimmediatdy srikehim. Hesmply
felt that chance had given him anew possibility towhich his
sick soul might cling. Yes, May might die—peopledid: young
people, hedthy peoplelikehersalf: shemight die, and set him
suddenly free.

Sheglanced up, and he saw by her widening eyesthat there
must be something strangein hisown.

“Newland! Areyouill?’

He shook his head and turned toward hisarm-chair. She
bent over her work-frame, and as he passed helaid hishand
on her hair. “Poor May!” hesaid.
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“Poor?Why poor?’ she echoed with astrained laugh.

“Because| shall never be ableto open awindow without
worryingyou,” hergoined, laughing aso.

For amoment shewas silent; then she said very low, her
head bowed over her work: “I shall never worry if you're

“Ah, my dear; and | shall never be happy unless| can open
thewindows!”

“Inthisweather?” sheremonstrated; and with asigh hebur-
ied hishead in hisbook.

Six or seven days passed. Archer heard nothing fromMa-
dame Olenska, and became aware that her namewould not
be mentioned in hispresence by any member of thefamily. He
did not try to see her; to do sowhileshewasat old Catherine's
guarded bedside would have been almost impossible. Inthe
uncertainty of thestuation helet himsdlf drift, conscious, some-
where below the surface of histhoughts, of aresolvewhich
had cometo himwhen he had leaned out from hislibrary win-
dow into theicy night. The strength of that resolve madeit
easy towait and makeno sign.

Then oneday May told himthat Mrs. Manson Mingott had

asked to see him. Therewasnothing surprising in therequest,
for the old lady was steadily recovering, and she had always
openly declared that she preferred Archer to any of her other
grandsons-in-law. May gavethe message with evident plea-
sure: shewas proud of old Catherine's appreciation of her
husband.

Therewasamoment’s pause, and then Archer feltitincum-
bent on himto say: “ All right. Shall we go together this after-
noon?’

Hiswife sfacebrightened, but sheingtantly answered: “ Oh,
you' d much better go aone. It bores Granny to seethe same
peopletoo often.”

Archer’sheart wasbeating violently when herang old Mrs.
Mingott’sbell. Hehad wanted aboveall thingsto go alone, for
hefet surethevisit would give himthechance of saying aword
in privateto the Countess Olenska. He had determined towait
till the chance presented itself naturally; and hereit was, and
here he was on the doorstep. Behind the door, behind the cur-
tainsof theyelow damask room next tothehall, shewassurely
awaiting him; in another moment he should seeher, and beable
to speak to her before sheled himto the sick-room.
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Hewanted only to put one question: after that hiscourse
would be clear. What hewished to ask was s mply the date of
her return to Washington; and that question she could hardly
refuseto answer.

Butintheyelow sitting-roomit wasthe mulatto maid who
waited. Her whiteteeth shining like akeyboard, she pushed
back the dliding doorsand ushered himinto old Catherine's
presence.

Theoldwoman sat inavast throne-likearm-chair near her
bed. Beside her wasamahogany stand bearing acast bronze
lamp with an engraved globe, over which agreen paper shade
had been balanced. Therewasnot abook or anewspaper in
reach, nor any evidence of feminine employment: conversa-
tion had always been Mrs. Mingott’s sole pursuit, and she
would have scorned tofeign aninterest in fancywork.

Archer saw notraceof thedight distortion | ft by her stroke.
Shemerely looked paler, with darker shadowsin thefolds
and recesses of her obesity; and, inthefluted mob-cap tied by
astarched bow between her first two chins, and themuslin
kerchief crossed over her billowing purpledressing-gown, she
seemed like some shrewd and kindly ancestress of her own

who might haveyielded too fregly to the pleasuresof thetable.

Sheheld out oneof thelittlehandsthat nestled inahollow of
her hugelaplikepet animas, and caledtothemaid: “Don't et
inany oneelse. If my daughterscall, say I'madeep.”

Themaid disappeared, and theold lady turned to her grand-
son.

“My dear, am| perfectly hideous?’ sheasked gaily, launch-
ing out one hand in search of thefolds of muslinon her inac-
blebosom. “My daughterstell meit doesn’t matter at my
age—asif hideousnessdidn’t matter al themoretheharder it
getsto conceal!”

“My dear, you' re handsomer than ever!” Archer rgjoinedin
the sametone; and shethrew back her head and laughed.

“Ah, but not ashandsome asEllen!” shejerked out, twin-
kling a himmaicioudy; and before he could answer sheadded:
“Was sheso awfully handsometheday you drove her upfrom
theferry?’

Helaughed, and she continued: “Wasit because you told
her so that she had to put you out on the way? In my youth
young mendidn’t desert pretty women unlessthey weremade
to!” Shegaveanother chuckle, andinterrupted it to say dmost
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queruloudy: “1t'sapity shedidn’t marry you; | dwaystold her
0. Itwould havespared medll thisworry. But who ever thought
of sparing their grandmother worry?’

Archer wondered if her illnesshad blurred her faculties; but
suddenly shebrokeout: “Well, it' s settled, anyhow: she'sgo-
ing to stay with me, whatever therest of thefamily say! She
hadn’t been herefive minutesbefore !’ d have gone down on
my kneesto keep her—if only, for thelast twenty years, I’ d
been ableto seewherethefloor was!”

Archer listenedin silence, and shewent on: “They’ dtalked
me over, as no doubt you know: persuaded me, Lovell, and
L etterblair, and AugustaWelland, and dl therest of them, that
| must hold out and cut off her allowance, till shewasmadeto
seethat it was her duty to go back to Olenski. They thought
they’ d convinced mewhen the secretary, or whatever hewas,
came out with thelast proposal s. handsome proposals| con-
fessthey were. After all, marriageismarriage, and money’s
money—~both useful thingsintheirway ... and | didn’t know
what to answer—" She broke off and drew along breath, as
if speaking had becomean effort. “ But theminutel laid eyes
on her, | said: “"You sweet bird, you! Shut you up inthat cage

again?Never!” And now it'ssettled that she'sto stay hereand
nurse her Granny aslong asthere saGranny to nurse. It’'snot
agay prospect, but she doesn’t mind; and of coursel’ vetold
L etterblair that she'sto be given her proper allowance.”

Theyoung man heard her withveinsaglow; but in hisconfu-
sion of mind hehardly knew whether her newsbrought joy or
pain. He had so definitely decided on the course he meant to
pursuethat for the moment he could not readj ust histhoughts.
But gradually there stole over himthe ddlicious sense of diffi-
cultiesdeferred and opportunities miraculously provided. If
Ellen had consented to comeand livewith her grandmother it
must surely be because shehad recognised theimpaossibility of
giving him up. Thiswasher answer to hisfinal appeal of the
other day: if shewould not takethe extreme step he had urged,
shehad at |ast yielded to half-measures. He sank back into the
thought with theinvoluntary relief of amanwho hasbeen ready
torisk everything, and suddenly tastesthe dangerous swest-
nessof security.

“ She couldn’t have gone back—it wasimpaossible!” heex-
clamed.

“Ah, my dear, | dways knew you were on her side; and
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that’swhy | sent for you today, and why | said to your pretty
wife, when she proposed to come with you: "No, my dear,
I”’m pining to see Newland, and | don’t want anybody to share
our transports.” For you see, my dear—" she drew her head
back asfar asitstethering chinspermitted, and looked him full
intheeyes—"you see, we shall haveafight yet. Thefamily
don’t want her here, and they’ Il say it’sbecausel’ ve beenill,
because I’'m aweak old woman, that she's persuaded me.
I’ m not well enough yet tofight them oneby one, and you' ve
gottodoitfor me.”

“I?7” hestammered.

“You. Why not?’ shejerked back at him, her round eyes
suddenly as sharp as pen-knives. Her hand fluttered from its
chair-armand lit on hiswith aclutch of little pale nailslike
bird-claws. “Why not?’ she searchingly repeated.

Archer, under the exposure of her gaze, had recovered his
self-possession.

“Oh, | don’'t count—I"mtooinsignificant.”

“Well, you'reL etterblair’spartner, ain't you? You' vegot to
get at them through L etterblair. Unlessyou’ vegot areason,”
sheinsgted.

“Oh, my dear, | back youto hold your own against them dl
without my help; but you shall haveitif youneedit,” hereas-
sured her.

“Thenwe resafel” shesghed; and smilingonhimwithal her
ancient cunning she added, as she settled her head among the
cushions. “1 dwaysknew you d back usup, becausethey never
quoteyouwhenthey talk about itsbeing her duty to go home.”

Hewinced alittleat her terrifying perspicacity, and longed
toask: “And May—do they quoteher?’ But hejudged it safer
toturnthe question.

“And Madame Olenska? Whenam | to seeher?” hesaid.

Theoldlady chuckled, crumpled her lids, and went through
the pantomime of archness. “ Not today. Oneat atime, please.
Madame Olenska sgoneout.”

Heflushed with di sappoi ntment, and shewent on: “ She' sgone
out, my child: goneinmy carriageto see ReginaBeaufort.”

She paused for this announcement to produce its effect.
“That’ swhat she’sreduced meto already. Theday after she
got here she put on her best bonnet, and told me, ascool asa
cucumber, that shewas going to call on ReginaBeaufort. |
don’t know her; whoisshe? saysl. She'syour grand-niece,
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and amost unhappy woman,” she says. She'sthewifeof a
scoundrel,” | answered. "Well,” shesays, ‘andsoam|l, and
yet dl my family want meto goback tohim.” Well, that floored
me, and | let her go; andfinally oneday shesaidit wasraining
too hard to go out on foot, and shewanted meto lend her my
carriage. 'What for? | asked her; and shesaid: "Togo and
see cousin Regina—cousin! Now, my dear, | looked out of
the window, and saw it wasn't raining adrop; but | under-
stood her, and | let her havethecarriage... . After dl, Regina's
abravewoman, and soisshe; and I’ ve dwaysliked courage
aboveeverything.”

Archer bent down and pressed hislipson thelittle hand that
dill lay onhis.

“ Eh—eh—eh! Whosehand did you think youwerekissing,
young man—your wife's, | hope?’ the old lady snapped out
with her mocking cackle; and asheroseto go she called out
after him: “Give her her Granny’slove; but you’ d better not
say anything about our talk.”

XXXI.

ARCHER HAD BEEN STUNNED by old Catherine’snews. It was
only natura that M adame Olenskashould have hastened from
Washington in responseto her grandmother’s summons; but
that she should have decided to remain under her roof—espe-
cialy now that Mrs. Mingott had almost regained her health—
waslesseasy toexplain.

Archer was surethat M adame Olenska’s decision had not
been influenced by the changein her financial situation. He
knew the exact figure of thesmall incomewhich her husband
had allowed her at their separation. Without the addition of
her grandmother’sallowanceit washardly enoughtoliveon,
inany senseknown to the Mingott vocabulary; and now that
MedoraManson, who shared her life, had beenruined, sucha
pittance would barely keep the two women clothed and fed.
Yet Archer was convinced that Madame Olenska had not
accepted her grandmother’soffer frominterested motives.

Shehad the heedlessgenerosity and the spasmodic extrava
gance of persons used to large fortunes, and indifferent to
money; but she could go without many thingswhich her rela-
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tions considered indispensable, and Mrs. Lovell Mingott and
Mrs. Welland had often been heard to deplore that any one
who had enjoyed the cosmopolitan luxuriesof Count Olenski’s
establishmentsshould caresolittleabout “ how thingsweredone.”
Moreover, asArcher knew, several monthshad passed since
her dlowance had been cut off; yet intheinterval shehad made
no effort to regain her grand-mother’sfavour. Thereforeif she
had changed her courseit must befor adifferent reason.
Hedid not havefar to seek for that reason. Ontheway from
theferry shehad told him that he and she must remain apart;
but shehad said it with her head on hisbreast. Heknew that
therewasno cal culated coquetry in her words; shewasfight-
ing her fate ashe had fought his, and clinging desperately to
her resolvethat they should not break faith with the people
who trusted them. But during theten dayswhich had €l apsed
since her returnto New York she had perhaps guessed from
hissilence, and from thefact of hismaking no attempt to see
her, that he was mediitating adecisive step, astep fromwhich
therewasno turning back. At thethought, asudden fear of her
own weskness might have seized her, and shemight havefelt
that, after all, it was better to accept the compromiseusual in

such cases, and follow theline of least resistance.

An hour earlier, when hehad rung Mrs. Mingott’sbell, Ar-
cher had fancied that his path was clear before him. He had
meant to have aword alonewith Madame Olenska, and fail-
ing that, to learn from her grandmother on what day, and by
whichtrain, shewasreturning to Washington. Inthat train he
intended to join her, and travel with her to Washington, or as
much farther asshewaswilling to go. Hisown fancy inclined
to Japan. At any rate shewould understand at oncethat, wher-
ever she went, he was going. He meant to leave anote for
May that should cut off any other aternative.

Hehad fancied himsalf not only nerved for thisplunge but
eager totakeit; yet hisfirst feeling on hearing that the course
of eventswas changed had been one of relief. Now, however,
ashewaked homefrom Mrs. Mingott’s, hewas conscious of
agrowing distastefor what lay beforehim. Therewasnothing
unknown or unfamiliar inthe path hewas presumably to tread;
but when he had trodden it before it was asafree man, who
was accountable to no one for his actions, and could lend
himself with an amused detachment to the game of precau-
tionsand prevarications, conceal mentsand compliances, that
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the part required. This procedure was called “protecting a
woman'shonour” ; and the best fiction, combined with theaf-
ter-dinner talk of hiselders, had long sinceinitiated himinto
every detail of itscode.

Now he saw the matter in anew light, and his part in it
seemed singularly diminished. It was, infact, that which, witha
secret fatuity, he had watched Mrs. Thorley Rushworth play
toward afond and unperceiving husband: asmiling, bantering,
humouring, watchful and incessant lie. A lieby day, alieby
night, aliein every touch and every look; aliein every caress
and every quarrdl; aliein every word and in every silence.

It waseas er, and lessdastardly onthewhole, for awifeto
play such apart toward her husband. A woman'sstandard of
truthfulnesswastacitly held to belower: shewasthe subject
creature, and versedin theartsof theendaved. Then shecould
always plead moods and nerves, and theright not to be held
too gtrictly to account; and eveninthe most strait-laced soci-
etiesthelaugh wasawaysagainst the husband.

But in Archer’slittle world no one laughed at awife de-
ceived, and a certain measure of contempt was attached to
men who continued their philandering after marriage. Inthe

rotation of cropstherewasarecognised season for wild oats,
but they were not to be sown more than once.

Archer had dwaysshared thisview: in hisheart hethought
L effertsdespicable. But tolove Ellen Olenskawas not to be-
comeamean likeL efferts for thefirst time Archer found himself
facetofacewiththedread argument of theindividua case. Ellen
Olenskawas|like no other woman, hewaslike no other man:
their Situation, therefore, resembled no oneel se's, andthey were
answerableto notribuna but that of their ownjudgment.

Yes, but in ten minutesmore hewould be mounting hisown
doorgtep; and therewereMay, and habit, and honour, and dl the
old decenciesthat heand hispeoplehad dwaysbdievedin...

At hiscorner he hesitated, and then walked on down Fifth
Avenue.

Ahead of him, inthewinter night, loomed abig unlit house.
Ashedrew near hethought how often he had seeniit blazing
with lights, its steps awninged and carpeted, and carriages
waitingin doublelineto draw up at the curbstone. It wasinthe
conservatory that stretched itsdead-black bulk downtheside
street that he had taken hisfirst kissfrom May; it wasunder
the myriad candles of the ball-room that he had seen her ap-
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pear, tall and silver-shining asayoung Diana.

Now the housewasasdark asthe grave, except for afaint
flare of gasin the basement, and alight in oneupstairsroom
wheretheblind had not been lowered. AsArcher reached the
corner he saw that the carriage standing at the door was Mrs.
Manson Mingott’s. What an opportunity for Sillerton Jack-
son, if he should chance to pass! Archer had been greatly
moved by old Catherine’ saccount of Madame Olenska' s at-
titudetoward Mrs. Beaufort; it made the righteous reproba-
tion of New York seem like a passing by on the other side.
But heknew well enoughwhat congtructiontheclubsand draw-
ing-roomswould put on Ellen Olenska' svisitsto her cousin.

He paused and |ooked up at the lighted window. No doubt
thetwo women were sitting together in that room: Beaufort
had probably sought consolation elsewhere. Therewereeven
rumoursthat he had left New York with Fanny Ring; but Mrs.
Beaufort’ s attitude made the report seem improbable.

Archer had the nocturnal perspective of Fifth Avenueal-
most to himsdlf. At that hour most peoplewereindoors, dress-
ing for dinner; and hewas secretly glad that Ellen’sexit was
likely to be unobserved. Asthethought passed through his

mind the door opened, and she came out. Behind her wasa
faint light, such asmight have been carried down the stairsto
show her theway. Sheturned to say aword to some one; then
the door closed, and she came down the steps.

“Ellen,” hesaidinalow voice, asshereached the pavement.

She stopped with aslight start, and just then he saw two
young men of fashionable cut approaching. Therewasafamil-
iar air about their overcoatsand theway their smart silk muf-
flerswerefolded over their whiteties; and hewondered how
youthsof their quaity happenedto bediningout soearly. Then
heremembered that the Reggie Chiverses, whose house was
afew doorsabove, weretaking alarge party that eveningto
see Adelaide Neilsonin Romeo and Juliet, and guessed that
thetwo were of the number. They passed under alamp, and
herecognised Lawrence L effertsand ayoung Chivers.

A mean desire not to have Madame Olenska seen at the
Beauforts door vanished ashefelt the penetrating warmth of
her hand.

“| shall seeyou now—we shall betogether,” he brokeout,
hardly knowing what hesaid.

“Ah,” sheanswered, “ Granny hastold you?’
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Whileheweatched her hewasawarethat Leffertsand Chivers,
onreaching thefarther sdeof the street corner, had discreetly
struck away acrossFifth Avenue. It wasthekind of masculine
solidarity that he himself often practised; now hesickened at
their connivance. Did sheredlly imaginethat heand she could
livelikethis? Andif not, what el sedid sheimagine?

“Tomorrow | must seeyou—somewherewherewe can be
alone,” hesaid, inavoicethat sounded almost angry to his
own ears.

Shewavered, and moved toward the carriage.

“But | shall beat Granny’s—for the present that is,” she
added, asif consciousthat her change of plansrequired some
explanation.

“Somewherewherewecanbeaone,” heinsisted.

Shegaveafaint laugh that grated onhim.

“In New York? But there are no churches ... no monu-
ments”

“There' sthe Art Museum—in the Park,” he explained,
asshelooked puzzled. “ At half-past two. | shall be at the
door ...”

Sheturned away without answering and got quickly into the

carriage. Asit droveoff sheleaned forward, and hethought she
waved her handinthe obscurity. Hestared after her inaturmoil
of contradictory feelings. It seemed to him that he had been
spesking not to thewoman heloved but to another, awomanhe
wasindebtedtofor pleasuresaready wearied of : it washateful
tofind himsdlf the prisoner of thishackneyed vocabulary.

“Shel'll come!” hesaid to himself, amost contemptuoudly.

Avoiding the popular “Wolfe collection,” whose anecdotic
canvasesfilled oneof themain galleriesof the queer wilderness
of cast-iron and encaudtictilesknown asthe M etropolitan Mu-
seum, they had wandered down apassageto theroom where
the* Cesnolaantiquities’ moulderedinunvisited londiness.

They had thismelancholy retreat to themselves, and seated
on the divan enclosing the central steam-radiator, they were
garing silently at the glass cabinetsmounted in ebonised wood
which contained therecovered fragmentsof Ilium.

“It'sodd,” Madame Olenskasaid, “1 never came here be-
fore”

“Ah, well—. Some day, | suppose, it will beagreat Mu-
sum.”

“Yes,” sheassented absently.
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She stood up and wandered acrossthe room. Archer, re-
mai ning seated, watched thelight movementsof her figure, so
girlish even under itsheavy furs, the cleverly planted heron
wingin her fur cap, andtheway adark curl lay likeaflattened
vinespiral on each cheek abovethe ear. Hismind, asalways
when they first met, waswholly absorbed inthedeliciousde-
tailsthat made her herself and no other. Presently heroseand
approached the case beforewhich shestood. Itsglassshelves
werecrowded with small broken objects—hardly recognisable
domestic utensils, ornamentsand persond trifles—made of
glass, of clay, of discoloured bronze and other time-blurred
substances.

“Itseemscrud,” shesaid, “that after awhilenothing matters
... any morethan theselittle things, that used to be necessary
andimportant to forgotten people, and now haveto beguessed
at under amagnifying glassand labelled: "Useunknown.””

“Yes, but meanwhile—"

“Ah, meanwhile—"

Asshestood there, in her long sed skin coat, her handsthrust
inasmall round muff, her veil drawn down likeatransparent
mask to thetip of her nose, and the bunch of violets he had

brought her stirring with her quickly-taken breath, it seemed
incrediblethat this pure harmony of lineand colour should
ever suffer thestupid law of change.

“Meanwhileeverything matters—that concernsyou,” hesad.

Shelooked at him thoughtfully, and turned back to the di-
van. He sat down beside her and waited; but suddenly he
heard a step echoing far off down the empty rooms, and felt
the pressure of the minutes.

“What isit youwanted totell me?’ sheasked, asif shehad
received thesamewarning.

“What | wanted totell you?’ hergjoined. “Why, that | be-
lieveyou cameto New York becauseyouwereafraid.”

“Afrad?’

“Of my coming to Washington.”

Shelooked down at her muff, and he saw her handsstir init
unessily.

“Well—?'

“Well—yes,” shesaid.

“Youwereafraid? You knew—7?’

“Yes: | knew ...”

“Well, then?’ heinssted.
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“Well, then: thisisbetter, isn'tit?’ shereturnedwithalong
quedtioningsgh.

“Better—7?’

“Weshdl hurt othersless. Isn'tit, after al, what you always
wanted?’

“Tohaveyou here, you mean—inreach and yet out of reech?
To meet youinthisway, onthedy?It'sthevery reverse of
what | want. | told you the other day what | wanted.”

Shehesitated. “ And you still think this—worse?”

“A thousand times!” Hepaused. “ It would beeasy tolieto
you; but thetruthisl think it detestable.”

“Oh, sodoI!” shecried with adeep breath of relief.

He sprang up impatiently. “Well, then—it'smy turnto ask:
what isit, in God’'sname, that you think better?’

She hung her head and continued to clasp and unclasp her
handsin her muff. The step drew nearer, and aguardianina
braided cap walked listlessly through theroom like aghost
stalking through anecropolis. They fixed their eyessmulta-
neoudy on the case oppositethem, and whentheofficid figure
had vanished down avistaof mummiesand sarcophagi Ar-
cher spokeagain.

“What do you think better?’

Instead of answering shemurmured: 1 promised Granny to
stay with her becauseit seemed to methat herel should be
safer.”

“Fromme?’

Shebent her head dightly, without looking at him.

“Safer fromlovingme?’

Her profiledid not stir, but he saw atear overflow on her
lashesand hang in amesh of her veil.

“Safer fromdoing irreparable harm. Don’t let usbelikeall
theothers!” she protested.

“What others?| don't professto bedifferent from my kind.
I”’m consumed by the samewants and the samelongings.”

Sheglanced at himwith akind of terror, and he saw afaint
colour steal into her cheeks,

“ Shall I—once cometo you; and then go home?’ she sud-
denly hazardedinalow clear voice.

Theblood rushed to theyoung man’sforehead. “ Dearest!”
hesaid, without moving. It seemed asif heheld hisheartinhis
hands, likeafull cup that theleast motion might overbrim.

Then her last phrase struck his ear and hisface clouded.
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“Go home?What do you mean by going home?’

“Hometo my husband.”

“ And you expect meto say yestothat?’

Sheraised her troubled eyesto his. “What elseisthere?|
can't stay here and lie to the people who’ ve been good to
me”

“But that’sthevery reason why | ask youto come away!”

“ And destroy their lives, when they’ ve helped meto remake
mine?’

Archer sprang to hisfeet and stood looking down on her in
inarticulatedespair. It would havebeen easy to say: “ Yes, come;
comeonce.” Heknew the power shewould put in hishandsif
she consented; therewould be no difficulty thenin persuading
her not to go back to her husband.

But something silenced theword on hislips. A sort of pas-
sionate honesty in her madeit inconceivablethat heshould try
todraw her intothat familiar trap. “ If | weretolet her come,”
hesaidtohimsdlf, “| should havetolet her goagain.” Andthat
was not to beimagined.

But he saw the shadow of thelasheson her wet cheek, and
wavered.

“After all,” hebegan again, “wehavelivesof our own... .
There’ sno use attempting theimpossible. You' reso unpreju-
diced about somethings, so used, asyou say, tolooking at the
Gorgon, that | don’t know why you' reafraid toface our case,
and seeit asit really is—unlessyou think the sacrificeisnot
worthmaking.”

Shestood up a'so, her lipstightening under arapid frown.

“Call it that, then—I must go,” she said, drawing her little
watch from her bosom.

Sheturned away, and he followed and caught her by the
wrist. “Well, then: cometomeonce,” hesaid, hishead turning
suddenly at thethought of losing her; and for asecond or two
they looked at each other almost likeenemies.

“When?’ heingsted. “ Tomorrow?’

Shehesitated. “ Theday after.”

“Dearest—!" hesaid again.

She had disengaged her wrist; but for amoment they contin-
ued to hold each other’seyes, and he saw that her face, which
had grown very pale, wasflooded with adeep inner radiance.
Hisheart beat with awe: hefelt that he had never before be-
heldlovevishle.
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“Oh, | shal belate—good-bye. No, don’t comeany farther
thanthis,” shecried, walking hurriedly away down thelong
room, asif thereflected radiancein hiseyeshad frightened
her. When shereached the door she turned for amoment to
waveaquick farewell.

Archer walked home aone. Darknesswasfalling when he
let himself into hishouse, and helooked about at thefamiliar
objectsinthehal asif heviewed them from the other side of
thegrave.

The parlour-maid, hearing hisstep, ran up the stairstolight
thegason the upper landing.

“IsMrs. Archer in?’

“No, sir; Mrs. Archer went out in the carriage after lun-
cheon, and hasn’t come back.”

Withasenseof rdief heentered thelibrary and flung himsdlf
downin hisarmchair. Theparlour-maid followed, bringingthe
student lamp and shaking some codsontothedying fire. When
sheleft he continued to St motionless, hiselbowson hisknees,
hischinon hisclasped hands, hiseyesfixed onthered grate.

He sat there without conscious thoughts, without sense of
thelapse of time, inadeep and grave amazement that seemed

to suspend liferather than quickenit. “ Thiswaswhat had to
be, then ... thiswas what had to be,” he kept repeating to
himself, asif he hung in the clutch of doom. What he had
dreamed of had been so different that therewasamortal chill
inhisrapture.

Thedoor opened and May camein.

“I’'mdreadfully |late—you weren’t worried, wereyou?’ she
asked, laying her hand on his shoulder with one of her rare
Caresses.

Helooked up astonished. “Isit late?’

“ After seven. | believeyou’ ve been adeep!” Shelaughed,
and drawing out her hat pinstossed her velvet hat onthe sofa.
Shelooked paler than usual, but sparkling with an unwonted
animation.

“1 went to see Granny, and just as| wasgoing away Ellen
cameinfromawalk; sol stayed and had alongtalk with her. It
wasagessincewe dhad ared tak... .” Shehad dropped into
her usud armchair, facing his and wasrunning her fingersthrough
her rumpled hair. Hefancied she expected him to speak.

“A redly goodtak,” shewent on, smilingwithwhat seemed
to Archer anunnatural vividness. “ Shewasso dear—just like
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theold Ellen.I'mafraid | haven’'t beenfair to her lately. I’ve
sometimesthought—"

Archer stood up and |eaned agai nst the mantel piece, out of
theradiusof thelamp.

“Yes, you' vethought—?" he echoed as she paused.

“Well, perhaps| haven't judged her fairly. She'sso differ-
ent—at least on the surface. Shetakes up such odd people—
sheseemsto liketo make herself conspicuous. | supposeit’s
thelifeshe'sledinthat fast European society; no doubt we
seem dreadfully dull to her. But | don’t want to judge her
unfairly.”

Shepaused again, alittle breathlesswith theunwonted length
of her speech, and sat with her lipsdightly parted and adeep
blush on her cheeks.

Archer, ashelooked at her, wasreminded of theglow which
had suffused her faceinthe Mission Garden a St. Augustine.
Hebecame aware of the same obscureeffort in her, thesame
reaching out toward something beyond the usua rangeof her
vison.

“ShehatesEllen,” hethought, “and she' strying to overcome
thefedling, and to get meto help her to overcomeit.”

Thethought moved him, and for amoment hewas on the
point of breaking the slence between them, and throwing him-
self on her mercy.

“You understand, don’t you,” shewent on, “why thefam-
ily have sometimes been annoyed?Weall did what we could
for her at first; but she never seemed to understand. And
now thisideaof goingto seeMrs. Beaufort, of going therein
Granny’scarriage! I’m afraid she’squite aienated thevan
der Luydens...”

“Ah,” said Archer with animpatient laugh. The open door
had closed between them again.

“It'stimeto dress, we' redining out, aren’t we?’ he asked,
moving fromthefire.

Sherose also, but lingered near the hearth. Ashewalked
past her shemoved forward impulsively, asthoughto detain
him: their eyes met, and he saw that herswere of the same
swimming blueaswhen hehad |eft her to driveto Jersey City.

Sheflung her arms about hisneck and pressed her cheek
tohis.

“You haven't kissed metoday,” shesaid in awhisper; and
hefdt her trembleinhisarms.
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XXXII,

AT THE courr of the Tuileries,” said Mr. Sillerton Jackson
with hisreminiscent smile, “ such thingswere pretty openly
tolerated.”

The scenewasthevan der Luydens’ black walnut dining-
room in Madison Avenue, and the time the evening after
Newland Archer’svisit to the Museum of Art. Mr. and Mrs,
van der Luyden had come to town for a few days from
Skuyterdliff, whither they had precipitately fled at theannounce-
ment of Beaufort’sfailure. It had been represented to them
that the disarray into which society had been thrown by this
deplorableaffair madetheir presenceintown more necessary
than ever. It was one of the occasionswhen, asMrs. Archer
put it, they “owed it to society” to show themselves at the
Opera, and evento open their own doors.

“It will never do, my dear Louisa, tolet peoplelike Mrs.
Lemue Struthersthink they can stepinto Regina'sshoes. Itis
just at suchtimesthat new people pushinand get afooting. It
was owing to the epidemic of chicken-pox in New York the
winter Mrs. Struthers first appeared that the married men

dipped away to her housewhiletheir wiveswereinthenurs-
ery. You and dear Henry, Louisa, must stand in the breach as
youawayshave.”

Mr. and Mrs. van der L uyden could not remain deaf to such
acall, and reluctantly but heroically they had cometo town,
unmuffled the house, and sent out invitationsfor two dinners
and an evening reception.

Onthisparticular evening they hadinvited Sillerton Jackson,
Mrs. Archer and Newland and hiswifeto gowith themtothe
Opera, where Faust wasbeing sung for thefirst timethat win-
ter. Nothing was done without ceremony under the van der
L uyden roof, and though therewere but four gueststherepast
had begun at seven punctually, so that the proper sequence of
courses might be served without haste beforethe gentlemen
settled downtother cigars.

Archer had not seen hiswife sincethe evening before. He
had | eft early for the office, where he had plunged into an ac-
cumulation of unimportant business. In the afternoon one of
the senior partners had made an unexpected call on histime;
and he had reached home so latethat May had preceded him
tothevander Luydens', and sent back the carriage.
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Now, acrossthe Skuytercliff carnationsandthemassveplate,
she struck him as pale and languid; but her eyes shone, and
shetaked with exaggerated animation.

The subject which had called forth Mr. Sillerton Jackson’s
favourite allusion had been brought up (Archer fancied not
without intention) by their hostess. The Beaufort failure, or
rather the Beaufort attitude sincethefailure, wastill afruitful
themefor the drawing-room moralist; and after it had been
thoroughly examined and condemned Mrs. van der Luyden
had turned her scrupulouseyeson May Archer.

“Isit possible, dear, that what | hear istrue?1 wastold your
grandmother Mingott’s carriage was seen standing at Mrs.
Beaufort’sdoor.” It wasnoticeablethat sheno longer called
the offending lady by her Christian name.

May’scolour rose, and Mrs. Archer putinhagtily: “If itwas,
I”’m convinced it wasthere without Mrs. Mingott’s knowl-
edge”

“Ah, you think—?" Mrs. van der L uyden paused, sighed,
and glanced at her husband.

“I'm afraid,” Mr. van der Luyden said, “that Madame
Olenska skind heart may haveled her into theimprudence of

cdlingonMrs. Beaufort.”

“Or her tastefor peculiar people,” putinMrs. Archerina
dry tone, while her eyesdwelt innocently on her son’s.

“I’m sorry tothink it of Madame Olenska,” said Mrs. van
der Luyden; and Mrs. Archer murmured: “ Ah, my dear—and
after you' d had her twiceat Skuytercliff!”

It was at this point that Mr. Jackson seized the chanceto
placehisfavouritedlusion.

“AttheTuileries,” herepeated, seeing the eyesof thecom-
pany expectantly turned on him, “the standard wasexcessively
lax in somerespects, and if you' d asked whereMorny’smoney
came from—! Or who paid the debts of some of the Court
beauties...”

“I hope, dear Sillerton,” said Mrs. Archer, “you arenot sug-
gesting that we should adopt such standards?’

“I never suggest,” returned Mr. Jacksonimperturbably. “ But
Madame Olenska' sforeign bringing-up may make her less
particular—"

“Ah,” thetwo elder ladiessighed.

“Still, to havekept her grandmother’scarriagea adefaulter’s
door!” Mr. van der Luyden protested; and Archer guessed
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that hewas remembering, and resenting, the hampersof car-
nations he had sent to thelittle housein Twenty-third Street.

“Of coursel’ veaways said that shelooksat things quite
differently,” Mrs. Archer summed up.

A flush rose to May’s forehead. She looked across the
table at her husband, and said precipitately: “I’'m sure Ellen
meant it kindly.”

“Imprudent peopleare often kind,” said Mrs. Archer, asif
thefact were scarcely an extenuation; and Mrs. van der Luyden
murmured: “ If only she had consulted some one—"

“Ah, that shenever did!” Mrs. Archer rejoined.

At thispoint Mr. van der Luyden glanced at hiswife, who
bent her head dightly inthedirection of Mrs. Archer; and the
glimmering trainsof thethreeladiesswept out of thedoor while
the gentlemen settled downtotheir cigars. Mr. van der Luyden
supplied short ones on Operanights; but they were so good
that they made hisguestsdeplore hisinexorable punctudlity.

Archer, after thefirst act, had detached himself from the
party and made his way to the back of the club box. From
there he watched, over various Chivers, Mingott and
Rushworth shoul ders, the same scenethat he had |ooked at,

twoyearsprevioudy, onthenight of hisfirs megtingwith Ellen
Olenska. He had half-expected her to appear againinold Mrs.
Mingott’sbox, but it remained empty; and he sat motionless,
hiseyesfastened onit, till suddenly Madame Nilsson’spure
soprano brokeout into“M’ama, nonm’ama... “

Archer turned to the stage, where, inthefamiliar setting of
giant rosesand pen-wiper pansies, thesamelargeblondevic-
tim was succumbing to the same small brown seducer.

From the stage hiseyeswandered to the point of the horse-
shoewhere May sat between two older ladies, just as, on that
former evening, shehad sat between Mrs. Lovel Mingott and
her newly-arrived “foreign” cousin. Ason that evening, she
wasall inwhite; and Archer, who had not noticed what she
wore, recognised the blue-white satin and old lace of her wed-
ding dress.

It wasthe custom, in old New York, for bridesto appear in
thiscostly garment during thefirst year or two of marriage: his
mother, he knew, kept hersin tissue paper in the hope that
Janey might someday wear it, though poor Janey wasreach-
ing the agewhen pearl grey poplinand no bridesmaidswould
bethought more* appropriate.”
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It struck Archer that May, sincetheir return from Europe,
had seldom worn her bridal satin, and the surprise of seeing
her init made him compare her appearance with that of the
young girl he had watched with such blissful anticipationstwo
yearsealier.

ThoughMay’soutlinewasdightly heavier, asher goddedike
build had foretold, her athletic erectnessof carriage, andthe
girlishtransparency of her expression, remained unchanged:
but for the dight languor that Archer had lately noticedin her
shewould have beenthe exact image of thegirl playing with
the bouquet of lilies-of-the-valley on her betrothal evening.
Thefact seemed an additional appeal to hispity: suchinno-
cencewasasmoving asthetrustful clasp of achild. Then he
remembered the passionate generosity latent under that incu-
riouscam. Herecalled her glance of understanding when he
had urged that their engagement should be announced at the
Beaufort bal; heheard thevoiceinwhich shehad said, inthe
Mission garden: “| couldn’t have my happinessmade out of a
wrong—awrong to some oneelse;” and an uncontrollable
longing seized himtotell her thetruth, to throw himself onher
generosity, and ask for the freedom he had oncerefused.

Newland Archer wasaquiet and self-controlled young man.
Conformity to the discipline of asmall society had become
almost hissecond nature. It wasdeeply distasteful tohimto
do anything mel odrameati c and congpicuous, anything Mr. van
der Luyden would have deprecated and the club box con-
demned as bad form. But he had become suddenly uncon-
sciousof the club box, of Mr. van der Luyden, of al that had
solong enclosed him in thewarm shelter of habit. Hewalked
along the semi-circular passage at the back of the house, and
opened the door of Mrs. van der Luyden’s box asif it had
been agateinto the unknown.

“M’amal” thrilled out thetriumphant Marguerite; and the
occupants of the box looked up in surpriseat Archer’'sen-
trance. He had already broken one of therulesof hisworld,
which forbadethe entering of abox duringasolo.

Slipping between Mr. van der Luyden and Sillerton Jack-
son, heleaned over hiswife.

“1’ ve got abeastly headache; don’t tell any one, but come
home, won't you?’ hewhispered.

May gave him aglance of comprehension, and he saw her
whisper to hismother, who nodded sympathetically; then she
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murmured an excuseto Mrs. van der Luyden, and rosefrom
her seat just asMargueritefell into Faust’ sarms. Archer, while
he hel ped her on with her Operacloak, noticed theexchange
of asignificant smilebetweentheolder ladies.

Asthey droveaway May laid her hand shyly onhis.“I’'mso
sorry you don't feel well. I’ m afraid they’ ve been overwork-
ingyou again at theoffice.”

“No—it’snot that: doyoumindif | openthewindow?’ he
returned confusedly, letting down the paneon hisside. He sat
garingout into the street, feding hiswifebesdehimasaslent
watchful interrogation, and keeping hiseyes steadily fixed on
the passing houses. At their door she caught her skirtinthe
step of the carriage, and fell against him.

“Didyou hurt yourself?” he asked, steadying her with his
am.

“No; but my poor dress—see how I’ vetornit!” she ex-
claimed. She bent to gather up amud-stained breadth, and
followed him up the stepsinto the hall. The servantshad not
expected them so early, and therewas only aglimmer of gas
ontheupper landing.

Archer mounted the stairs, turned up the light, and put a

match to the brackets on each side of thelibrary mantel piece.
The curtainsweredrawn, and thewarm friendly aspect of the
room smote him like that of afamiliar face met during an
unavowableerrand.

Henoticed that hiswifewasvery pae, and askedif heshould
get her some brandy.

“Oh, no,” sheexclamed withamomentary flush, asshetook
off her cloak. “But hadn’t you better go to bed at once?’ she
added, ashe opened asilver box on thetable and took out a
Cigarette.

Archer threw down the cigarette and walked to hisusual
placeby thefire.

“No; my headisnot asbad asthat.” Hepaused. “ Andthere's
something | want to say; somethingimportant—that | must tell
you at once.”

She had dropped into an armchair, and rai sed her head as
he spoke. “Yes, dear?’ sherejoined, so gently that hewon-
dered at thelack of wonder with which shereceived thispre-
amble.

“May—" he began, standing afew feet from her chair, and
looking over at her asif thedight distance betweenthemwere
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an unbridgeabl eabyss. The sound of hisvoice echoed uncan-
nily through the homelike hush, and herepeated: “ Thereis
something I’vegot totell you ... about mysdlf ...”

Shesat silent, without amovement or atremor of her lashes,
Shewasdtill extremely pale, but her face had acurioustran-
quillity of expression that seemed drawn from some secret
inner source,

Archer checked the conventiona phrasesof self-accusal that
werecrowdingto hislips. Hewasdetermined to put the case
bal dly, without vain recrimination or excuse.

“MadameOlenska—" hesaid; but at thenamehiswiferaised
her hand asif to silencehim. Asshedid sothegadight struck
onthegold of her wedding-ring,

“Oh, why should wetalk about Ellen tonight?’ she asked,
withadight pout of impatience.

“Because| ought to have spoken before.”

Her faceremained cam. “Isit really worth while, dear?|
know I’ ve been unfair to her at times—perhapsweall have.
You' veunderstood her, no doubt, better than wedid: you've
always been kind to her. But what doesit matter, now it’s
al over?

Archer looked at her blankly. Could it be possiblethat the
senseof unredity inwhich hefdt himsaf imprisoned had com-
municated itself to hiswife?

“All over—what do you mean?’ heasked in anindistinct
sammer.

May till looked at himwith transparent eyes. “Why—since
she'sgoing back to Europe so soon; since Granny approves
and understands, and has arranged to make her independent
of her husband—"

She broke off, and Archer, grasping the corner of the
mantel piecein one convulsed hand, and steadying himsel f
against it, madeavain effort to extend the same control to
hisreeling thoughts.

“1 supposed,” he heard hiswife'seven voicego on, “that
you had been kept at the officethisevening about the business
arrangements. It was settled thismorning, | believe.” Shelow-
ered her eyesunder hisunseeing stare, and another fugitive
flush passed over her face.

He understood that hisown eyes must be unbearable, and
turning away, rested hiselbows on the mantel-shelf and cov-
ered hisface. Something drummed and clanged furioudy inhis
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ears, hecould not tell if it weretheblood in hisveins, or the
tick of the clock onthe mantel.

May sat without moving or speaking whiletheclock dowly
measured out fiveminutes. A lump of coa fell forwardinthe
grate, and hearing her riseto pushit back, Archer at length
turned and faced her.

“It'simpossible,” heexclaimed.

“Impossble—?

“How do you know—what you'’ vejust told me?’

“| saw Ellenyesterday—I told you I’ d seen her at Granny’s.”

“It wasn’t then that shetold you?’

“No; | had anotefrom her thisafternoon.—Do you want to
seeit?”

He could not find hisvoice, and shewent out of theroom,
and cameback amost immediately.

“I thought you knew,” shesaid smply.

Shelaid asheet of paper onthetable, and Archer put out his
hand and took it up. Theletter contained only afew lines.

“May dear, | haveat |ast made Granny understand that my
visitto her could be no morethan avisit; and shehasbeen as
kind and generous as ever. She seesnow that if | returnto

Europel must liveby mysdlf, or rather with poor Aunt Medora,
whoiscoming withme. | am hurrying back to Washington to
pack up, and we sail next week. You must be very good to
Granny when I’ m gone—asgood asyou’ ve awaysbeento
me. Ellen.

“If any of my friendswish to urge meto change my mind,
pleasetell themit would be utterly useless.”

Archer read theletter over two or threetimes; then heflung
it down and burst out laughing.

Thesound of hislaugh startled him. It recalled Janey’smid-
night fright when she had caught him rocking with incompre-
hensible mirth over May’ stelegram announcing that the date
of their marriage had been advanced.

“Why did shewritethis?’ heasked, checking hislaughwith
asupremeeffort.

May met the question with her unshaken candour. “ | sup-
pose because wetaked thingsover yesterday—"

“What things?’

“I told her | was afraid | hadn’t been fair to her—hadn’t
alwaysunderstood how hard it must have beenfor her here,
alone among so many people who were relations and yet
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strangers, whofelt theright to criticise, and yet didn’t aways
know the circumstances.” She paused. “1 knew you’' d been
the onefriend she could dways count on; and | wanted her to
know that you and | werethesame—inadl our fedings.”

Shehesitated, asif waiting for himto speak, and then added
dowly: “ Sheunderstood my wishingtotell her this. | think she
understandseverything.”

Shewent up to Archer, and taking one of his cold hands
pressed it quickly against her cheek.

“My head achestoo; good-night, dear,” shesaid, and turned
to the door, her torn and muddy wedding-dressdragging after
her acrosstheroom.

XXXIII.

IT was, As MRs. ARcHER smilingly said to Mrs. Welland, a
great event for ayoung coupleto givetheir first big dinner.
The Newland Archers, sincethey had set up their house-
hold, had received agood deal of company in aninformal
way. Archer wasfond of having threeor four friendsto dine,
and May we comed them with the beaming readiness of which

her mother had set her the examplein conjugal affairs. Her
husband questioned whether, if left to herself, shewould ever
have asked any oneto the house; but he had long given up
trying to disengage her real sdf fromtheshapeintowhichtra-
dition and training had moulded her. It wasexpected that well-
off young couplesin New York should do agood deal of
informa entertaining, and aWelland marriedto an Archer was
doubly pledgedto thetradition.

But abig dinner, with ahired chef and two borrowed foot-
men, with Roman punch, rosesfrom Henderson's, and menus
on gilt-edged cards, wasadifferent affair, and not to belightly
undertaken. AsMrs. Archer remarked, the Roman punch made
dl thedifference; notinitsaf but by itsmanifoldimplications—
sinceit signified either canvas-backsor terrapin, two soups, a
hot and acold swest, full decolletage with short dleeves, and
guestsof aproportionate importance.

It was always an interesting occasion when ayoung pair
launchedtheir firgt invitationsinthethird person, and their sum-
monswas seldom refused even by the seasoned and sought-
after. Still, itwasadmittedly atriumph that thevan der Luydens,
at May’s request, should have stayed over in order to be

228



EdithWharton

present at her farewel | dinner for the Countess Olenska.

Thetwo mothers-in-law sat in May’ sdrawing-roomonthe
afternoon of thegreat day, Mrs. Archer writing out themenus
on Tiffany’sthickest gilt-edged bristol, while Mrs. Welland
superintended the placing of the palmsand standard lamps.

Archer, arriving late from hisoffice, found them till there.
Mrs. Archer had turned her attention to the name-cardsfor
thetable, and Mrs. Welland was cons dering the effect of bring-
ing forward thelargegilt sofa, so that another * corner” might
be created between the piano and the window.

May, they told him, wasin the dining-room inspecting the
mound of Jacqueminot rosesand maidenhair inthe centre of
thelong table, and the placing of theMaillard bonbonsin open-
work silver baskets between the candel abra. On the piano
stood alarge basket of orchidswhich Mr. van der Luyden had
had sent from Skuyterdliff. Everythingwas, inshort, asit should
be on the approach of so considerablean event.

Mrs. Archer ranthoughtfully over thelist, checking off each
namewith her sharp gold pen.

“Henry van der Luyden—L ouisa—the L ovell Mingotts—
the Reggie Chiverses—L awrence L effertsand Gertrude—(yes,

| suppose May wasright to havethem)—the SdfridgeMerrys,
Sillerton Jackson, Van Newland and hiswife. (How timepassed
It seemsonly yesterday that hewasyour best man, Newland)—
and CountessOlenska—yes, | think that'sdll... .”

Mrs. Welland surveyed her son-in-law affectionately. “No
onecan say, Newland, that youand May arenot giving Ellena
handsome send-off.”

“Ah, well,” said Mrs. Archer, “| understand May’swant-
ing her cousin to tell people abroad that we' re not quite
barbarians.”

“I'msureEllenwill appreciateit. Shewasto arrivethismorn-
ing, | believe. It will makeamost charming last impression.
Theevening beforesallingisusudly sodreary,” Mrs. Welland
cheerfully continued.

Archer turned toward the door, and hismother-in-law cdled
tohim: “Dogoinand haveapeep at thetable. And don't | et
May tire herself too much.” But he affected not to hear, and
sprang up thestairsto hislibrary. Theroomlooked at himlike
an aien countenance composed into apolitegrimace; and he
perceived that it had been ruthlessly “tidied,” and prepared,
by ajudiciousdistribution of ash-traysand cedar-wood boxes,
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for thegentlemento smokein.

“Ah,wdl,” hethought, “it'snot for long—" and hewent on
to hisdressing-room.

Ten days had passed since Madame Olenska’ s departure
from New York. During those ten days Archer had had no
sgnfrom her but that conveyed by thereturn of akey wrapped
intissue paper, and sent to hisofficein aseal ed envel ope ad-
dressed in her hand. Thisretort to hislast appea might have
beeninterpreted asaclassic moveinafamiliar game; but the
young man choseto giveit adifferent meaning. Shewastill
fighting againgt her fate; but shewasgoing to Europe, and she
was not returning to her husband. Nothing, therefore, wasto
prevent hisfollowing her; and once he had taken theirrevo-
cable step, and had proved to her that it wasirrevocable, he
believed shewould not send him away.

Thisconfidencein thefuture had steadied himto play his
part in the present. It had kept him from writing to her, or
betraying, by any signor act, hismisery and mortification. It
seemed to himthat inthedeadly silent game betweenthemthe
trumpsweredtill in hishands; and hewaited.

Therehad been, neverthe ess, momentssufficiently difficult

to pass; as when Mr. Letterblair, the day after Madame
Olenska sdeparture, had sent for himto go over the detail sof
thetrust which Mrs. Manson Mingott wished to createfor her
granddaughter. For acouple of hours Archer had examined
thetermsof the deed with hissenior, all thewhile obscurely
feeling that if he had been consulted it wasfor somereason
other than the obviousoneof hiscousinship; andthat theclose
of the conferencewould reved it.

“Wel, thelady can’'t deny that it’ sahandsomearrangement,”
Mr. Letterblair had summed up, after mumbling over asum-
mary of the settlement. “Infact I’m bound to say she’sbeen
treated pretty handsomely all round.”

“All round?” Archer echoed with atouch of derision. “Do
you refer to her husband's proposal to give her back her own
money?’

Mr. Letterblair’sbushy eyebrowswent up afraction of an
inch. “My dear sir, thelaw’sthelaw; and your wife'scousin
was married under the French law. It’sto be presumed she
knew what that meant.”

“Evenif shedid, what happened subsequently—.” But Ar-
cher paused. Mr. Letterblair had laid his pen-handle against
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his big corrugated nose, and was |ooking down it with the
expression assumed by virtuouse derly gentlemen when they
wish their youngersto understand that virtueisnot synony-
mouswithignorance.

“My dear sir, I’ ve no wish to extenuate the Count’ strans-
gressions; but—but onthe other side ... | wouldn’t put my
handinthefire... well, that there hadn’t beenftit for tat ...
with the young champion... .” Mr. Letterblair unlocked a
drawer and pushed afolded paper toward Archer. “Thisre-
port, theresult of discreet enquiries...” Andthen, asArcher
made no effort to glance at the paper or to repudiate the sug-
gestion, thelawyer somewhat flatly continued: “I don'tsay it's
conclusive, you observe; far fromit. But strawsshow ... and
onthewholeit’seminently satisfactory for al partiesthat this
dignified solution hasbeen reached.”

“Oh, eminently,” Archer assented, pushing back the paper.

A day or two later, on responding to asummonsfrom Mrs.
Manson Mingott, hissoul had been more deeply tried.

He had found the old lady depressed and querulous.

“You know she's deserted me?’ she began at once; and
without waiting for hisreply: “Oh, don’t ask mewhy! She

gave so many reasonsthat I’ veforgottenthemal. My private
belief isthat she couldn’t facetheboredom. At any ratethat’s
what Augustaand my daughters-in-law think. And | don’t know
that | together blame her. Olenski’ safinished scoundrel; but
lifewith himmust havebeen agood ded gayer thanitisinFifth
Avenue. Not that thefamily would admit that: they think Fifth
AvenueisHeavenwith theruedelaPaix thrownin. And poor
Ellen, of course, has no ideaof going back to her husband.
Sheheld out asfirmly asever against that. So she'sto settle
downin Pariswiththat fool Medora... . Well, ParisisParis;
and you can keep acarriage there on next to nothing. But she
was as gay asabird, and | shall miss her.” Two tears, the
parched tears of the old, rolled down her puffy cheeksand
vanished in the abysses of her bosom.

“All I askis,” sheconcluded, “that they shouldn’t bother me
any more. | must really bealowed to digest my gruel... .”
And shetwinkled alittlewistfully at Archer.

It wasthat evening, on hisreturn home, that May announced
her intention of giving afarewel | dinner to her cousin. Madame
Olenska sname had not been pronounced betweenthem since
thenight of her flight to Washington; and Archer looked at his
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wifewith surprise.

“A dinner—why?’ heinterrogated.

Her colour rose. “ But you like Ellen—I thought you' d be
pleased.”

“It’ sawfully nice—your putting it inthat way. But | really
don't see—"

“I meantodoit, Newland,” shesaid, quietly risngand going
to her desk. “Herearetheinvitationsall written. Mother helped
me—she agreesthat we ought to.” She paused, embarrassed
and yet smiling, and Archer suddenly saw beforehimtheem-
bodiedimage of the Family.

“Oh, dl right,” hesaid, staringwith unseeing eyesat thelist
of gueststhat she had put in hishand.

When heentered the drawing-room beforedinner May was
stooping over thefireand trying to coax thelogsto burnin
their unaccustomed setting of immacul atetiles.

Thetall lampswereadl lit,and Mr. van der Luyden’sorchids
had been conspi cuously disposed in various receptacl es of
modern porcelain and knobby silver. Mrs. Newland Archer’s
drawing-room wasgenerally thought agreat success. A gilt
bamboo jardiniere, inwhich theprimulasand cinerariaswere

punctually renewed, blocked the accessto the bay window
(wherethe old-fashioned would have preferred abronzere-
duction of the Venus of Milo); the sofas and arm-chairs of
pale brocade were cleverly grouped about little plush tables
densely covered with silver toys, porcelain anima sand efflo-
rescent photograph frames; and tall rosy-shaded lamps shot
up liketropical flowersamongthepams.

“I don't think Ellen hasever seenthisroom lighted up,” said
May, rising flushed from her struggle, and sending about her a
glance of pardonable pride. The brasstongswhich she had
propped against the side of the chimney fell with acrashthat
drowned her husband’sanswer; and before he could restore
them Mr. and Mrs. van der L uyden were announced.

Theother guestsquickly followed, for it wasknownthat the
van der Luydenslikedto dinepunctualy. Theroomwasnearly
full, and Archer was engaged in showing to Mrs. Selfridge
Merry asmall highly-varnished Verbeckhoven “ Study of
Sheep,” which Mr. Welland had given May for Christmas, when
hefound Madame Olenskaat hisside.

Shewasexcessively pale, and her pallor madeher dark hair
seem denser and heavier than ever. Perhapsthat, or thefact
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that she had wound several rows of amber beads about her
neck, reminded him suddenly of thelittle Ellen Mingott he had
danced with at children’sparties, when MedoraManson had
first brought her to New York.

Theamber beadsweretrying to her complexion, or her dress
was perhapsunbecoming: her facelooked lustird essand dmost
ugly, and he had never loved it ashedid at that minute. Their
handsmet, and hethought heheard her say: “ Yes, we resailing
tomorrow intheRussa—"; then therewasan unmeaning noise
of opening doors, and after aninterva May’svoice: “Newland!
Dinner’sbeen announced. Won't you pleasetake Ellenin?’

Madame Olenska put her hand on hisarm, and he noticed
that the hand was ungloved, and remembered how he had
kept hiseyesfixed onit theevening that he had sat with her in
thelittle Twenty-third Street drawing-room. All thebeauty that
had forsaken her face seemed to havetaken refugeinthelong
pa efingersand faintly dimpled knuckleson hisdeeve, and he
saidtohimsdlf: “If it wereonly to seeher hand again| should
havetofollow her—."

It wasonly at an entertainment ostensibly offeredtoa“for-
eignvigtor” that Mrs. van der L uyden could suffer thediminu-

tion of being placed on her host’s|eft. Thefact of Madame
Olenska's“foreignness’ could hardly havebeen moreadroitly
emphasised than by thisfarewell tribute; and Mrs. van der
L uyden accepted her displacement with an affability which left
no doubt asto her approval. There were certain thingsthat
had to bedone, andif doneat al, done handsomely and thor-
oughly; and one of these, intheold New York code, wasthe
tribal rally around akinswoman about to be eliminated from
thetribe. There was nothing on earth that the Wellands and
Mingottswould not have doneto proclaim their unalterable
affection for the Countess Olenskanow that her passagefor
Europewas engaged; and Archer, at the head of histable, sat
marveling a theslent untiring activity withwhich her popular-
ity had been retrieved, grievances against her silenced, her
past countenanced, and her present irradiated by thefamily
approval. Mrs. van der Luyden shone on her with the dim
benevolence which was her nearest approach to cordiality,
and Mr. van der Luyden, from his seat at May’sright, cast
downthetableglancesplainly intended tojustify al thecarna
tionshehad sent from Skuytercliff.

Archer, who seemed to be asssting at the scenein astate of
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oddimponderability, asif hefloated somewhere between chan-
delier and celling, wondered at nothing so much ashisown
shareintheproceedings. Ashisglancetravelled fromoneplacid
well-fed faceto another hesaw al the harmless-looking people
engaged upon May’s canvas-backs as aband of dumb con-
spirators, and himself and the palewoman on hisright asthe
centreof their conspiracy. Andthenit cameover him, inavast
flash made up of many broken gleams, that to all of them he
and Madame Olenskawerelovers, loversintheextremesense
peculiar to“foreign” vocabularies. Heguessed himsdlf tohave
been, for months, the centre of countlesssilently observing
eyesand patiently listening ears, heunderstood that, by means
asyet unknown to him, the separation between himself and
the partner of hisguilt had been achieved, and that now the
wholetribe had rallied about hiswifeon thetacit assumption
that nobody knew anything, or had ever imagined anything,
and that the occasion of the entertainment was simply May
Archer’snatural desireto take an affectionate leave of her
friend and cousin.

It wastheold New York way of taking life"without effusion
of blood”: theway of peoplewho dreaded scandal morethan

disease, who placed decency above courage, and who con-
sidered that nothing wasmoreill-bred than “ scenes,” except
the behaviour of thosewho gaveriseto them.

Asthese thoughts succeeded each other in hismind Archer
felt likeaprisoner inthe centre of an armed camp. Helooked
about thetable, and guessed at theinexorableness of hiscap-
torsfrom thetoneinwhich, over theasparagusfrom Florida,
they were dealing with Beaufort and hiswife. “ It’sto show
me,” hethought, “what would happento ME—" and adeathly
sense of the superiority of implication and analogy over direct
action, and of silence over rashwords, closed inon himlike
thedoorsof thefamily vaullt.

Helaughed, and met Mrs. van der Luyden’'sstartled eyes.

“Youthink it laughable?’ shesaid withapinched smile. “ Of
course poor Regina sideaof remainingin New York hasits
ridiculousside, | suppose;” and Archer muttered: “ Of course.”

At thispoint, he became consciousthat Madame Olenska's
other neighbour had been engaged for sometimewith thelady
on hisright. At the same moment he saw that May, serenely
enthroned between Mr. van der Luyden and Mr. Selfridge
Merry, had cast aquick glance down thetable. It wasevident
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that the host and thelady on hisright could not sit through the
wholemeal in silence. Heturned to Madame Olenska, and
her palesmilemet him. “ Oh, dolet’sseeit through,” it seemed
to say.

“Didyoufindthejourney tiring?’ heasked in avoicethat
surprised him by itsnatura ness; and sheanswered that, onthe
contrary, she had seldomtravelled with fewer discomforts.

“ Except, you know, thedreadful heetinthetrain,” sheadded;
and heremarked that shewould not suffer fromthat particular
hardshipinthe country shewasgoingto.

“I never,” hedeclared with intengity, “wasmorenearly fro-
zenthanonce, in April, inthetrain between Caaisand Paris.”

She said she did not wonder, but remarked that, after all,
one could aways carry an extrarug, and that every form of
travel had itshardships; to which heabruptly returned that he
thought them al of no account compared with the blessedness
of getting away. She changed colour, and headded, hisvoice
suddenly risinginpitch: “I meantodoalot of travelling mysdlf
beforelong.” A tremor crossed her face, and leaning over to
Reggie Chivers, hecried out: “1 say, Reggie, what do you say
to atrip round theworld: now, next month, | mean?I’ mgame

if youare—" at which Mrs. Reggie piped up that she could
not think of |etting Reggiegotill after the Martha\Washington
Ball shewasgetting up for the Blind Asylumin Easter week;
and her husband placidly observed that by that timehewould
haveto bepractising for the International Polo match.

But Mr. Selfridge Merry had caught the phrase“round the
world,” and having once circled theglobein hissteam-yacht,
he seized the opportunity to send down thetable severa strik-
ing items concerning the shallowness of the M editerranean
ports. Though, after all, headded, it didn’t matter; for when
you'’ d seen Athensand Smyrnaand Congtantinople, what else
wasthere? And Mrs. Merry said shecould never betoo grateful
to Dr. Bencomb for having made them promise not to go to
Napleson account of thefever.

“But you must have threeweeksto do Indiaproperly,” her
husband conceded, anxiousto haveit understood that hewas
no frivolousglobe-trotter.

And at thispoint theladieswent up to thedrawing-room.

Inthelibrary, in spite of weightier presences, Lawrence
L efferts predominated.

Thetalk, asusual, had veered around to the Beauforts, and
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even Mr. vander Luydenand Mr. SdlfridgeMerry, ingtaledin
the honorary arm-chairstacitly reserved for them, paused to
listento theyounger man’sphilippic.

Never had L efferts so abounded in the sentimentsthat adorn
Christian manhood and exalt the sanctity of the home. Indig-
nation lent him ascathing eloquence, and it wasclear that if
othershad followed hisexample, and acted asheta ked, soci-
ety would never have been weak enoughtoreceiveaforeign
upstart like Beaufort—no, sir, not even if he’d married avan
der Luyden or aLanninginstead of aDdlas. And what chance
would there have been, L effertswrathfully questioned, of his
marryinginto such afamily asthe Dallases, if hehad not al-
ready wormed hisway into certain houses, aspeoplelikeMrs.
Lemuel Struthershad managed to wormtheirsinhiswake?If
society choseto open itsdoorsto vulgar women theharmwas
not great, though the gain was doubtful; but onceit got inthe
way of tolerating men of obscure origin and tainted wedththe
end wastota disintegration—and at no distant date.

“If thingsgo on at thispace,” L effertsthundered, looking
likeayoung prophet dressed by Poole, and who had not yet
been stoned, “weshal seeour children fighting for invitations

toswindlers houses, and marrying Beaufort’ sbastards.”

“Oh, | say—draw it mild!” Reggie Chivers and young
Newland protested, while Mr. Selfridge Merry looked genu-
inely darmed, and an expression of pain and disgust settled on
Mr. van der Luyden’ssensitiveface.

“Hashegot any?’ cried Mr. Sillerton Jackson, pricking up
hisears; and while Leffertstried to turn the question witha
laugh, the old gentleman twittered into Archer’sear: “ Quesr,
thosefellowswho are alwayswanting to set thingsright. The
peoplewho havetheworst cooksaredwaystellingyouthey’re
poisoned when they dine out. But | hear there are pressing
reasonsfor our friend Lawrence' sdiatribe—typewriter this
time, | understand.... .”

Thetalk swept past Archer like some senselessriver run-
ning and running becauseit did not know enough to stop. He
saw, on thefacesabout him, expressions of interest, amuse-
ment and even mirth. Helistened to theyounger men’slaugh-
ter, and to the praise of the Archer Madeira, which Mr. van
der Luyden and Mr. Merry were thoughtfully celebrating.
Throughital hewasdimly avareof agenerd attitudeof friend-
linesstoward himself, asif the guard of the prisoner hefelt
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himself to beweretrying to soften hiscaptivity; and the per-
ceptionincreased hispass onate determination to befree.

In the drawing-room, wherethey presently joined thela-
dies, hemet May’ striumphant eyes, and read inthem the con-
victionthat everything had* goneoff” beautifully. Sherosefrom
Madame Olenska sside, andimmediately Mrs. vander Luyden
beckoned thelatter to aseat onthegilt sofawhere shethroned.
Mrs. Selfridge Merry boreacrosstheroomtojoin them, and
it became clear to Archer that here a so aconspiracy of reha
bilitation and obliteration wasgoing on. Theslent organisation
which held hislittleworld together wasdetermined to put itsel f
on record as never for amoment having questioned the pro-
priety of Madame Olenska' s conduct, or the compl eteness of
Archer’sdomesticfelicity. All theseamiableand inexorable
personswereresol utely engaged in pretending to each other
that they had never heard of, suspected, or even conceived
possible, theleast hint to the contrary; and from thistissue of
elaborate mutua dissmulation Archer oncemoredisengaged
thefact that New York believed himto beMadame Olenska's
lover. He caught theglitter of victory in hiswife seyes, and for
thefirst time understood that she shared the belief. Thedis-

covery roused alaughter of inner devilsthat reverberated
through all hiseffortsto discussthe MarthaWashington ball
withMrs. Reggie ChiversandlittleMrs. Newland; and sothe
evening swept on, running and running like asenselessriver
that did not know how to stop.

At length he saw that Madame Olenskahad risen and was
saying good-bye. He understood that in amoment shewould
be gone, and tried to remember what he had said to her at
dinner; but he could not recall asingle word they had ex-
changed.

Shewent upto May, therest of the company makingacircle
about her as she advanced. Thetwo young women clasped
hands; then May bent forward and kissed her cousin.

“Certainly our hostessis much the handsomer of thetwo,”
Archer heard Reggie Chiverssay in an undertoneto young
Mrs. Newland; and heremembered Beaufort’s coarse sneer
a May’sineffectua beauty.

A moment later hewasinthehal, putting MadameOlenska's
cloak about her shoulders.

Through all hisconfusion of mind he had held fast to the
resolveto say nothing that might startle or disturb her. Con-
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vinced that no power could now turn him from hispurposehe
had found strength tolet eventsshepethemsel vesasthey woul d.
But ashefollowed Madame Olenskainto the hall hethought
with asudden hunger of being for amoment alonewith her at
thedoor of her carriage.

“Isyour carriagehere?’ heasked; and at that moment Mrs.
van der Luyden, whowasbeing majesticaly inserted into her
sables, said gently: “Wearedriving dear Ellen home.”

Archer’sheart gave ajerk, and Madame Olenska, clasping
her cloak and fan with one hand, held out the other to him.
“Good-bye,” shesaid.

“Good-bye—but | shall seeyousooninParis,” heanswered
aloud—it seemed to him that he had shouted it.

“Oh,” shemurmured, “if you and May could come—!”

Mr. vander Luyden advanced to give her hisarm, and Ar-
cher turned to Mrs. van der Luyden. For amoment, in the
billowy darknessinsidethebig landau, he caught thedim oval
of aface, eyesshining steadily—and shewasgone.

Ashewent upthestepshecrossed Lawrence L effertscoming
downwith hiswife. Leffertscaught hishost by thedeeve, draw-
ing back to let Gertrude pass.

“1 say, old chap: do you mind just letting it be understood
that I’'mdining with you at the club tomorrow night? Thanks
so much, you old brick! Good-night.”

“It did go off beautifully, didn’'t it?” May questioned from
thethreshold of thelibrary.

Archer roused himsalf with astart. Assoon asthelast car-
riage had driven away, he had come up to thelibrary and shut
himsdlf in, withthe hopethat hiswife, who till lingered below,
would go straight to her room. But there she stood, paleand
drawn, yet radiating thefactitiousenergy of onewho haspassed
beyondfatigue.

“May | comeandtalk it over?’ sheasked.

“Of coursg, if you like. But you must beawfully degpy—"

“No, I’'mnot deepy. | shouldliketo sitwithyou alittle.”

“Very well,” hesaid, pushing her chair near thefire.

She sat down and heresumed his seat; but neither spokefor
alongtime. At length Archer began abruptly: “ Sinceyou're
not tired, and want to talk, there’ssomething | must tell you. |
tried to the other night—.”

Shelookedat him quickly. “ Yes, dear. Something about your-
Af?
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“ About myself. You say you' renot tired: well, | am. Horri-
blytired...”

Inaningant shewasadl tender anxiety. “ Oh, I’ veseenit com-
ingon, Newland! You' vebeen sowickedly overworked—"

“Perhapsit’sthat. Anyhow, | want to make abreak—"

“A break? Togiveupthelaw?’

“Togo away, at any rate—at once. Onalong trip, ever so
far off—away from everything—"

He paused, consciousthat he had failed in his attempt to
speak with theindifference of amanwholongsfor achange,
and isyet too weary to welcomeit. Do what he would, the
chord of eagernessvibrated. “ Away from everything—" he
repeated.

“Ever sofar?Where, for instance?’ she asked.

“Oh, I don’t know. India—or Japan.”

She stood up, and ashe sat with bent head, hischin propped
on hishands, hefelt her warmly and fragrantly hovering over
him.

“Asfar asthat?But I'mafraidyou can't, dear ...” shesaid
inan unsteady voice. “Not unlessyou’ || take mewith you.”
Andthen, ashewassilent, shewent on, intonesso clear and

evenly-pitched that each separate syllabletapped likealittle
hammer on hisbrain: “That is, if thedoctorswill letmego...
but I’'m afraid they won’t. For you see, Newland, I’ ve been
suresincethismorning of something I’ vebeen solongingand
hopingfor—’

Helooked up at her with asick stare, and she sank down,
all dew and roses, and hid her face against hisknee.

“Oh, my dear,” he said, holding her to himwhile hiscold
hand stroked her hair.

Therewasalong pause, which theinner devilsfilled with
strident laughter; then May freed herself from hisarmsand
stood up.

“Youdidn't guess—7?

“Yes—I; no. That is, of course | hoped—"

They looked at each other for aningtant and againfell silent;
then, turning hiseyesfrom hers, he asked abruptly: “ Haveyou
told any oneelse?’

“Only Mammaand your mother.” She paused, and then
added hurriedly, the blood flushing up to her forehead: “ That
is—and Ellen. You know | told you we' d had along talk one
afternoon—and how dear shewasto me.”
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“Ah—" said Archer, hisheart stopping.

Hefdt that hiswifewaswatching himintently. “ Didyoumind
my telling her first, Newland?’

“Mind?Why should 7" Hemadealast effort to collect him-
sdf. “ But that wasafortnight ago, wasn'tit?1 thought yousaid
youweren't suretill today.”

Her colour burned deeper, but she held his gaze. “No; |
wasn'’t sure then—~but | told her | was. And you see | was
right!” sheexclaimed, her blueeyeswet with victory.

XXXIV.

NEwLAND ARCHER saT at thewriting-tablein hislibrary in East
Thirty-ninth Street.

He had just got back from abig official reception for the
inauguration of the new galleriesat the M etropolitan Museum,
and the spectacl e of those great spaces crowded with the poils
of the ages, wherethethrong of fashion circulated through a
series of scientifically catalogued treasures, had suddenly
pressed on arusted spring of memory.

“Why, this used to be one of the old Cesnolarooms,” he

heard some one say; and instantly everything about him van-
ished, and hewassitting alone on ahard leather divan against
aradiator, whileadight figurein along seal skin cloak moved
away down the meagrely-fitted vistaof theold Museum.

Thevision had roused ahost of other associations, and he
sat looking with new eyesat thelibrary which, for over thirty
years, had been the sceneof hissolitary musingsand of al the
family confabulations.

It wastheroom inwhich most of thered thingsof hislifehad
happened. There hiswife, nearly twenty-six yearsago, had
broken to him, with ablushing circumlocution that woul d have
caused the young women of the new generationto smile, the
newsthat shewasto have achild; and theretheir eldest boy,
Dallas, too delicate to betaken to churchin midwinter, had
been christened by their old friend the Bishop of New York,
theamplemagnificent irreplaceable Bishop, solong thepride
and ornament of hisdiocese. There Dallashad first staggered
acrossthefloor shouting “Dad,” while May and the nurse
laughed behind the door; theretheir second child, Mary (who
was so like her mother), had announced her engagement to
thedullest and most reliable of Reggie Chivers'smany sons;
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and there Archer had kissed her through her wedding veil be-
forethey went down to themotor whichwasto carry themto
Grace Church—forinaworld whereall e sehad regled onits
foundationsthe* Grace Church wedding” remained an un-
changedindtitution.

Itwasinthelibrary that heand May had alwaysdiscussed
thefuture of the children: the studies of Dallasand hisyoung
brother Bill, Mary’sincurableindifferenceto “ accomplish-
ments,” and passion for sport and philanthropy, and thevague
leaningstoward* art” which had findly landed therestlessand
curiousDallasintheoffice of arisng New York architect.

Theyoung men nowadayswere emancipating themselves
fromthelaw and businessand taking up al sortsof new things.
If they werenot absorbed in state politicsor municipal reform,
the chanceswerethat they weregoing infor Central American
archaeology, for architecture or landscape-engineering; taking
akeenandlearnedinterest inthe prerevol utionary buildingsof
their own country, studying and adapting Georgian types, and
protesting at the meaninglessuse of theword* Colonia.” No-
body nowadayshad“ Colonia” housesexcept themillionaire
grocersof the suburbs.

But aboveal—sometimes Archer put it aboveal—it wasin
that library that the Governor of New York, coming down
from Albany one evening to dine and spend the night, had
turned to hishost, and said, banging hisclenched fist onthe
table and gnashing hiseye-glasses. “Hang the professional
politician! You' rethekind of manthe country wants, Archer.
If the stabl €’ sever to be cleaned out, men likeyou have got to
lendahandinthecleaning.”

“Men likeyou—" how Archer had glowed at the phrase!
How eagerly hehadrisenup at thecall! It wasan echo of Ned
Winsett’sold appeal toroll hisseevesup and get down into
the muck; but spoken by aman who set the example of the
gesture, and whose summonsto follow himwasirresistible.

Archer, ashelooked back, wasnot surethat menlikehim-
self werewhat his country needed, at least in the active ser-
vicetowhich Theodore Roosevelt had pointed; infact, there
was reason to think it did not, for after ayear in the State
Assembly he had not been re-el ected, and had dropped back
thankfully into obscureif useful municipa work, and from that
againtothewriting of occasiond articlesin oneof thereform-
ing weekliesthat weretrying to shakethe country out of its
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apathy. It waslittle enough to ook back on; but when here-
membered to what theyoung men of hisgeneration and hisset
had | ooked forward—the narrow groove of money-making,
gport and society towhich their vision had been limited—even
hissmall contribution to the new state of things seemed to
count, aseach brick countsin awell-built wall. He had done
littleinpubliclife; hewould dwaysbeby nature acontempla
tiveand adilettante; but he had had high thingsto contem-
plate, great thingsto ddlight in; and onegreat man’sfriendship
to be hisstrength and pride.

Hehad been, in short, what peoplewerebeginningtocdl “a
good citizen.” In New York, for many years past, every new
movement, philanthropic, municipal or artistic, had taken ac-
count of hisopinionand wanted hisname. Peoplesaid: “ Ask
Archer” when therewasaquestion of tarting thefirst school
for crippled children, reorganising theMuseum of Art, founding
the Grolier Club, inaugurating thenew Library, or gettingup a
new society of chamber music. Hisdayswerefull, and they
werefilled decently. He supposed it wasdl aman ought to ask.

Something heknew he had missed: theflower of life. But he
thought of it now asathing so unattainable and improbable

that to have repined would have been like despairing because
one had not drawn thefirst prizein alottery. Therewerea
hundred millionticketsin HISlottery, and therewasonly one
prize; the chances had been too decidedly against him. When
hethought of Ellen Olenskait wasabstractly, serenely, asone
might think of someimaginary beloved inabook or apicture:
shehad becomethe compositevision of al that hehad missed.
That vision, faint and tenuous asit was, had kept him from
thinking of other women. He had beenwhat wascaled afathful
husband; and when May had suddenly died—carried off by
theinfectious pneumoniathrough which she had nursed their
youngest child—hehad honestly mourned her. Their longyears
together had shown himthat it did not so much matter if mar-
riagewasadull duty, aslong asit kept thedignity of aduty:
lapsing from that, it became amere battle of ugly appetites.
L ooking about him, he honoured hisown past, and mourned
forit. After all, therewasgoodin the old ways.

His eyes, making the round of the room—done over by
Dallaswith English mezzotints, Chippendal e cabinets, bitsof
chosen blue-and-whiteand pleasantly shaded el ectric lamps—
cameback to the old Eastlakewriting-table that he had never
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beenwilling tobanish, andto hisfirst photogrgph of May, which
still kept its place beside hisinkstand.

There she was, tall, round-bosomed and willowy, in her
starched mudinand flapping L eghorn, ashe had seen her un-
der the orange-treesin the Mission garden. And as he had
seen her that day, so she had remained; never quite at the
sameheight, yet never far below it: generous, faithful, unwea:
ried; but solackinginimagination, soincapableof growth, that
theworld of her youth had fallen into piecesand rebuilt itself
without her ever being consciousof thechange. Thishard bright
blindnesshad kept her immediate horizon apparently undtered.
Her incapacity to recognise change made her children concesl
their viewsfrom her as Archer concealed his; there had been,
fromthefirg, ajoint pretence of sameness, akind of innocent
family hypocrisy, inwhichfather and children had unconscioudy
collaborated. And she had died thinking the world a good
place, full of loving and harmonious househol dslike her own,
and resigned to leaveit because shewas convinced that, what-
ever happened, Newland would continueto inculcatein Dal-
lasthe same principlesand prejudiceswhich had shaped his
parents lives, andthat Dalasinturn (when Newland followed

her) would transmit the sacred trust tolittle Bill. And of Mary
shewassureasof her own self. So, having snatched littleBill
fromthegrave, and given her lifeintheeffort, shewent con-
tentedly to her placeinthe Archer vaultin St. Mark’s, where
Mrs. Archer dready lay safefromtheterrifying“trend” which
her daughter-in-law had never even become aware of .

Opposite May’s portrait stood one of her daughter. Mary
Chiverswasastall and fair asher mother, but large-wai sted,
flat-chested and dightly slouching, asthe altered fashionre-
quired. Mary Chivers'smighty featsof athleticism could not
have been performed with the twenty-inch waist that May
Archer’sazure sash so easily spanned. And the difference
seemed symboalic; themother’slifehad been asclosely girt as
her figure. Mary, who wasno less conventional, and no more
intelligent, yet led alarger lifeand held moretolerant views.
Therewasgood in the new order too.

Thetelephoneclicked, and Archer, turning from the photo-
graphs, unhooked the transmitter at hiselbow. How far they
werefrom the dayswhen thelegsof the brass-buttoned mes-
senger boy had been New York’sonly meansof quick com-
munication!
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“Chicagowantsyou.”

Ah—it must bealong-distancefrom Dallas, who had been
sentto Chicago by hisfirmtotalk over theplan of theLakeside
palacethey wereto build for ayoung millionairewithidess.
Thefirm alwayssent Dallason such errands.

“Hallo, Dad—Yes: Dallas. | say—how do you feel about
sailing on Wednesday? Mauretania: Yes, next Wednesday as
ever is. Our client wantsmeto look at some Italian gardens
beforewe settle anything, and has asked meto nip over onthe
next boat. I’ ve got to be back on thefirst of June—" thevoice
brokeinto ajoyful consciouslaugh—"sowemust ook dive. |
say, Dad, | want your help: do come.”

Dallas seemed to be speaking intheroom: thevoicewasas
near by and natural asif hehad beenloungingin hisfavourite
arm-chair by thefire. Thefact would not ordinarily have sur-
prised Archer, for long-distance telephoning had become as
much amatter of course aselectric lighting and five-day At-
lantic voyages. But thelaugh did startle him; it still seemed
wonderful that acrossall those milesand milesof country—
foregt, river, mountain, prairie, roaring citiesand busy indiffer-
ent millions—Dallas slaugh should beableto say: “ Of course,

whatever happens, | must get back onthefirst, because Fanny
Beaufort and | areto bemarried on thefifth.”

Thevoicebeganagain: “ Think it over?No, Sir: not aminute.
You' vegot to say yesnow. Why not, I’ dliketo know?If you
canalegeasinglereason—No; | knew it. Thenit'sago, en?
Because| count onyouto ring up the Cunard officefirst thing
tomorrow; and you’ d better book a return on a boat from
Marseilles. | say, Dad; it’ll be our last timetogether, inthis
kind of way—. Oh, good! | knew youwould.”

Chicago rang off, and Archer rose and began to pace up
and down theroom.

It would betheir last timetogether in thiskind of way: the
boy wasright. They would havelotsof other “times” after
Dallas' smarriage, hisfather was sure; for thetwo wereborn
comrades, and Fanny Beaufort, whatever one might think of
her, did not seemlikely tointerferewith their intimacy. Onthe
contrary, fromwhat he had seen of her, hethought shewould
benaturaly includedinit. Still, changewaschange, and differ-
enceswere differences, and much ashefelt himself drawn
toward hisfuture daughter-in-law, it wastempting to seizethis
last chance of being alonewith hisboy.
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Therewas no reason why he should not seizeit, except the
profound one that he had lost the habit of travel. May had
didliked to move except for valid reasons, such astaking the
children to the seaor inthe mountains. she couldimagineno
other motivefor leaving the housein Thirty-ninth Street or
their comfortable quartersat theWellands' in Newport. After
Dallas had taken his degree she had thought it her duty to
travel for sx months; and thewholefamily had madethe old-
fashioned tour through England, Switzerland and Italy. Their
timebeing limited (no oneknew why) they had omitted France.
Archer remembered Dallas' swrath at being asked to con-
templateMont Blancinstead of Rheimsand Chartres. But Mary
and Bill wanted mountain-climbing, and had aready yawned
their way in Dalas swakethroughthe English cathedras; and
May, alwaysfair to her children, had insisted on holding the
balance evenly betweentheir athletic and artistic proclivities.
Shehad indeed proposed that her husband should go to Paris
for afortnight, and jointhem ontheltalian lakesafter they had
“done’ Switzerland; but Archer had declined. “We' |l stick to-
gether,” hesaid; and May’ sface had brightened at hissetting
suchagood exampleto Ddllas.

Since her death, nearly two yearsbefore, there had been no
reason for hiscontinuinginthe sameroutine. Hischildren had
urged himtotravel: Mary Chivershad felt sureitwoulddohim
good to go abroad and “ seethegalleries.” Thevery mysteri-
ousness of such a cure made her the more confident of its
efficacy. But Archer had found himself held fast by habit, by
memories, by asudden startled shrinking from new things.

Now, ashereviewed hispast, he saw into what adeep rut
he had sunk. Theworst of doing one' sduty wasthat it appar-
ently unfitted onefor doing anything else. At least that wasthe
view that the men of hisgeneration had taken. Thetrenchant
divisionsbetween right and wrong, honest and dishonest, re-
spectable and thereverse, had | eft solittle scopefor theun-
foreseen. Thereare momentswhen aman’simagination, so
easlly subduedtowhat it livesin, suddenly risesaboveitsdaily
level, and surveysthelong windingsof destiny. Archer hung
thereand wondered... .

What was | eft of thelittleworld hehad grown upin, and
whose standards had bent and bound him? Heremembered a
sneering prophecy of poor Lawrence Lefferts's, uttered years
agointhat very room: “If thingsgo on at thisrate, our children
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will bemarrying Beaufort' sbastards.”

It wasjust what Archer’seldest son, the pride of hislife,
wasdoing; and nobody wondered or reproved. Eventheboy’s
Aunt Janey, who till looked so exactly assheused toin her
elderly youth, had taken her mother’semera dsand seed-peerls
out of their pink cotton-wool, and carried themwith her own
twitching handsto the future bride; and Fanny Beaufort, in-
stead of looking disappointed at not recelving a® set” froma
Parisjeweller, had exclaimed at their ol d-fashioned beauity,
and declared that when sheworethem sheshould fedl likean
|sabey miniature.

Fanny Beaufort, who had appearedin New York at eigh-
teen, after the death of her parents, had wonitsheart much as
Madame Olenskahad won it thirty yearsearlier; only instead
of being distrustful and afraid of her, society took her joyfully
for granted. Shewas pretty, amusing and accomplished: what
moredid any onewant?Nobody was narrow-minded enough
torakeup against her the half-forgotten facts of her father’s
past and her own origin. Only the older people remembered
so obscure an incident in the businesslife of New York as
Beaufort'sfailure, or thefact that after hiswife’' sdeath hehad

been quietly married to the notorious Fanny Ring, and had | ft
the country with hisnew wife, and alittlegirl whoinherited her
beauty. Hewas subsequently heard of in Congtantinople, then
inRussia; and adozen yearslater Americantravellerswere
handsomely entertained by himin Buenos Ayres, where he
represented alargeinsurance agency. Heand hiswifedied
thereinthe odour of prosperity; and one day their orphaned
daughter had appearedin New York inchargeof May Archer’s
sister-in-law, Mrs. Jack Welland, whose husband had been
appointed thegirl’sguardian. Thefact threw her into amost
cousinly relationship with Newland Archer’schildren, and
nobody was surprised when Dallas's engagement was an-
nounced.

Nothing could moredearly givethemeasure of thedistance
that theworld had travell ed. People nowadaysweretoo busy—
busy with reformsand “ movements,” with fadsand fetishes
and frivolities—to bother much about their neighbours. And
of what account wasanybody’ spat, in the huge kaleidoscope
whereall thesocia atoms spun around on the same plane?

Newland Archer, looking out of hishotel window at the
sately gaiety of the Parisstreets, felt hisheart beating with the
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confusion and eagernessof youth.

It waslong sinceit had thus plunged and reared under his
widening waistcoat, leaving him, thenext minute, withanempty
breast and hot temples. Hewonderediif it wasthusthat hisson's
conducted itsdlf inthe presence of MissFanny Beaufort—and
decided that it wasnot. “ It functionsas actively, no doubt, but
therhythmisdifferent,” hereflected, recalling thecool compo-
surewithwhich theyoung man had announced hisengagemert,
andtakenfor granted that hisfamily would gpprove.

“Thedifferenceisthat theseyoung peopletakeit for granted
that they’ re going to get whatever they want, and that we al-
most always took it for granted that we shouldn’t. Only;, |
wonder—thething one'sso certain of in advance: canit ever
make one'sheart beat aswildly?’

It wastheday after their arrival in Paris, and the spring sun-
shineheld Archer in hisopenwindow, abovethewides lvery
prospect of the Place Vendome. One of thethingshe had stipu-
|lated—almost the only one—when he had agreed to come
abroad with Dallas, wasthat, in Paris, he shouldn’t be made
to goto oneof thenewfangled “ palaces.”

“Oh, al right—of course,” Dallasgood-naturedly agreed.

“Ill takeyou to somejolly ol d-fashioned place—the Bristol
say—" leaving hisfather speechlessat hearing that the cen-
tury-long home of kingsand emperorswas now spoken of as
an old-fashioned inn, where onewent for itsquaint inconve-
niencesand lingeringloca colour.

Archer had pictured often enough, inthefirst impatient years,
the scene of hisreturn to Paris; then the personal vision had
faded, and he had ssmply tried to seethe city asthe setting of
Madame Olenskaslife. Sttingaoneat nightinhislibrary, after
the household had goneto bed, he had evoked theradiant out-
break of spring down theavenuesof horse-chestnuts, theflow-
ersand Satuesinthe public gardens, thewhiff of lilacsfromthe
flower-carts, themgegticroll of theriver under thegresat bridges,
andthelifeof art and study and pleasurethat filled each mighty
artery to burgting. Now thepectaclewasbeforehiminitsglory,
and ashelooked out onit hefelt shy, old-fashioned, inadequate:
ameregrey speck of aman compared with theruthlessmagnifi-
cent fellow hehad dreamed of being... .

Ddlas shand came down cheerily on hisshoulder. “Hullo,
father: thisissomething like, isn'tit?’ They stood for awhile
looking out in silence, and then the young man continued: “ By
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theway, I’ ve got amessagefor you: the Countess Olenska
expectsusboth at half-past five.”

Hesaiditlightly, carelesdy, ashe might haveimparted any
casud item of information, such asthe hour at whichtheir train
wasto leavefor Florencethe next evening. Archer looked at
him, and thought he saw in hisgay young eyesagleam of his
great-grandmother Mingott’smaice.

“Oh, didn’'t I tell you?’ Dallaspursued. “ Fanny made me
swear to do threethingswhilel wasin Paris: get her the score
of thelast Debussy songs, go to the Grand-Guignol and see
Madame Olenska. You know shewasawfully good to Fanny
when Mr. Beaufort sent her over from Buenos Ayresto the
Assomption. Fanny hadn’t any friendsin Paris, and Madame
Olenskaused to bekind to her and trot her about on holidays.
| believe shewasagreat friend of thefirst Mrs. Beaufort’s.
And she'sour cousin, of course. So | rang her up thismorn-
ing, before | went out, and told her you and | were herefor
two daysand wanted to see her.”

Archer continuedto stareat him. “ Youtold her | washere?’

“Of course—why not?’ Dallas seyebrowswent upwhim-
scaly. Then, getting no answer, hedipped hisarmthrough his

father’swith aconfidentia pressure.

“| say, father: what was shelike?’

Archer felt hiscolour riseunder hisson’sunabashed gaze.
“Come, own up: you and shewere great pals, weren't you?
Wasn't shemost awfully lovely?”

“Lovely?l don’'t know. Shewasdifferent.”

“Ah—thereyou haveit! That'swhat it alwayscomesto,
does'tit? When she comes, she'sdifferent—and onedoesn’t
know why. It sexactly what | feel about Fanny.”

Hisfather drew back astep, releasing hisarm. “ About Fanny?
But, my dear fellow—I should hopeso! Only | don’t see—"

“Dashit, Dad, don’t be prehistoric! Wasn't she—once—
your Fanny?’

Dallasbelonged body and soul to the new generation. He
was the first-born of Newland and May Archer, yet it had
never been possibletoincul catein him even the rudiments of
reserve. “What'sthe use of making mysteries?1t only makes
peoplewant to nose‘ em out,” he always objected when en-
joined to discretion. But Archer, meeting hiseyes, saw the
filid light under their banter.

“My Fanny?’
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“Well, thewoman you’ d have chucked everything for: only
youdidn’t,” continued hissurprising son.

“I didn’t,” echoed Archer with akind of solemnity.

“No: you date, you see, dear old boy. But mother said—"

“Your mother?’

“Yes: theday beforeshedied. It waswhen she sent for me
alone—youremember? Shesaid sheknew wewere safewith
you, and always would be, because once, when she asked
youto, you’ d given up thething you most wanted.”

Archer received thisstrange communicationinsilence. His
eyesremained unseeingly fixed on thethronged sunlit square
below thewindow. Atlengthhesaidinalow voice: “ Shenever
askedme.”

“No. | forgot. You never did ask each other anything, did
you? And you never told each other anything. You just sat and
watched each other, and guessed at what was going on un-
derneath. A deaf-and-dumb asylum, infact! Well, | back your
generation for knowing more about each other’s private
thoughtsthan we ever havetimeto find out about our own.—
| say, Dad,” Dallasbrokeoff, “you’ re not angry with me? I
you are, let’smakeit up and go and lunch at Henri’s. I’ ve got

torushout to Versaillesafterward.”

Archer did not accompany his son to Versailles. He pre-
ferred to spend theafternoonin solitary roamingsthrough Paris.
Hehad to deal all at once with the packed regretsand stifled
memoriesof aninarticulatelifetime.

After alittlewhilehedid not regret Dallas sindiscretion. It
seemed to takean iron band from hisheart to know that, after
all, some one had guessed and pitied... . And that it should
have been hiswifemoved himindescribably. Dallas, for al his
affectionateinsight, would not have understood that. Tothe
boy, no doubt, the episode was only a pathetic instance of
vainfrustration, of wasted forces. But wasit realy no more?
For along time Archer sat on abench in the Champs Elysees
and wondered, whilethestream of liferolled by... .

A few dreetsaway, afew hoursaway, Ellen Olenskawaited.
She had never gone back to her husband, and when he had
died, someyearsbefore, she had made no changein her way
of living. There was nothing now to keep her and Archer
apart—and that afternoon hewasto see her.

Hegot up and walked acrossthe Place delaConcorde and
the Tuileries gardensto the L ouvre. She had oncetold him
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that she often went there, and he had afancy to spend the
intervening timeinaplacewhere he could think of her asper-
haps having lately been. For an hour or more he wandered
from gallery to gallery through the dazzl e of afternoon light,
and one by onethe picturesburst on himintheir half-forgotten
splendour, filling hissoul with thelong echoesof beauty. After
al, hislifehad beentoo starved... .

Suddenly, beforean effulgent Titian, hefound himself saying:
“But I’'monly fifty-seven—" and then he turned away. For
such summer dreamsit wastoo late; but surely not for aquiet
harvest of friendship, of comradeship, inthe blessed hush of
her nearness.

He went back to the hotel, where he and Dallas were to
meet; and together they walked again acrossthe Placedela
Concorde and over the bridge that |eads to the Chamber of
Deputies.

Ddlas, unconsciousof what wasgoingoninhisfather’smind,
wastalking excitedly and abundantly of Versailles. Hehad had
but onepreviousglimpseof it, duringaholiday tripinwhichhe
had tried to pack al the sightshe had been deprived of when
he had had to gowith thefamily to Switzerland; and tumultu-

ousenthusiasm and cock-sure criticism tripped each other up
onhislips.

AsArcher listened, hissense of inadequacy and inexpres-
sivenessincreased. Theboy wasnot insensitive, heknew; but
he had thefacility and self-confidencethat came of looking at
fatenot asamaster but asan equal. “ That'sit: they feel equal
to things—they know their way about,” he mused, thinking of
his son asthe spokesman of the new generation which had
swept away all the old landmarks, and with them the sign-
postsand the danger-signal.

Suddenly Dallas stopped short, grasping hisfather’sarm.
“Oh, by Jove,” heexclaimed.

They had come out into the great tree-planted space before
thelnvalides. The domeof Mansart floated ethereally above
thebudding treesand thelong grey front of the building: draw-
ingupintoitsdf al theraysof afternoonlight, it hung therelike
thevisiblesymbol of therace sglory.

Archer knew that Madame Olenskalived in asquare near
one of the avenuesradiating from the Invalides; and he had
pictured the quarter as quiet and almost obscure, forgetting
the central splendour that litit up. Now, by some queer pro-
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cessof association, that golden light becamefor him the per-
vadingilluminationinwhich shelived. For nearly thirty years,
her life—of which heknew so strangely little—had been spent
inthisrich atmospherethat heaready felt to betoo denseand
yet too stimulating for hislungs. Hethought of thetheatresshe
must have been to, the pictures she must havelooked at, the
sober and splendid old houses she must have frequented, the
people she must havetalked with, theincessant stir of ideas,
curiosities, imagesand associ ationsthrown out by anintensdly
socid raceinasetting of immemoria manners; and suddenly
he remembered the young Frenchman who had once said to
him: “ Ah, good conversation—thereisnothing likeit, isthere?”

Archer had not seen M. Riviere, or heard of him, for nearly
thirty years, and that fact gavethemeasure of hisignorance of
Madame Olenska s existence. Morethan half alifetime di-
vided them, and she had spent thelonginterval among people
hedid not know, inasociety he but faintly guessed at, in con-
ditionshewould never wholly understand. During that timehe
had been living with hisyouthful memory of her; but she had
doubtless had other and more tangible compani onship. Per-
haps shetoo had kept her memory of him as something apart;

but if she had, it must have been likearelicinasmall dim
chapel, wheretherewasnot timeto pray every day... .

They had crossed the Place des Invalides, and werewalk-
ing down oneof thethoroughfaresflanking thebuilding. It was
aquiet quarter, after al, in spiteof itssplendour and itshistory;
and thefact gave onean ideaof therichesParishad to draw
on, sSince such scenesasthiswereleft to thefew and theindif-
ferent.

Theday wasfading into asoft sun-shot haze, pricked here
andthereby ayellow electriclight, and passerswererarein
thelittle squareinto which they had turned. Dallas stopped
again, and looked up.

“Itmusgt behere,” hesaid, dipping hisarmthrough hisfather’s
withamovement fromwhich Archer’ sshynessdid not shrink;
and they stood together looking up at the house.

It wasamodern building, without distinctive character, but
many-windowed, and pleasantly ba conied up itswide cream-
coloured front. On one of the upper bal conies, which hung
well above the rounded tops of the horse-chestnutsin the
sguare, theawningswere still lowered, asthough the sun had
justleftit.
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“I wonder which floor—?’ Dallas conjectured; and moving
toward the porte-cochere he put his head into the porter’s
lodge, and came back to say: “ Thefifth. It must bethe one
withtheawnings”

Archer remai ned motionless, gazing at the upper windows
asif theend of their pilgrimage had been attained.

“I say, youknow, it'snearly six,” hisson at length reminded
him.

Thefather glanced away a an empty bench under thetrees.

“I believel’ll St thereamoment,” hesaid.

“Why—aren't youwell?’ hisson exclaimed.

“Oh, perfectly. But | should likeyou, please, to go up with-
outme.”

Dallas paused before him, visibly bewildered. “But, | say,
Dad: doyou meanyouwon't comeup at al?’

“I don’'t know,” said Archer dowly.

“If you don't shewon't understand.”

“Go, my boy; perhaps| shal follow you.”

Dallasgavehimalonglook through thetwilight.

“But what on earth shall | say?’

“My dear fellow, don’t you awaysknow what to say?” his

father rejoined withasmile.

“Very well. | shdl say you' reold-fashioned, and prefer walk-
ing upthefiveflightsbecauseyou don't likelifts.”

His father smiled again. “Say I’ m old-fashioned: that’s
enough.”

Dallaslooked at him again, and then, with anincredul ous
gesture, passed out of sight under the vaulted doorway.

Archer sat down on the bench and continued to gaze at the
awninged bal cony. He calculated thetimeit would take his
sonto becarried upinthelift to thefifth floor, toring the bell,
and beadmitted tothehall, and then ushered into thedrawing-
room. He pictured Dallas entering that room with hisquick
assured step and hisddightful amile, and wondered if thepeople
wereright who said that hisboy “took after him.”

Then hetried to seethe personsaready in theroom—for
probably at that sociable hour therewould be morethan one—
and among them adark lady, paleand dark, who would ook
up quickly, half rise, and hold out along thin hand with three
ringsonit... . Hethought shewould besitting inasofa-corner
near thefire, with azaleas banked behind her on atable.

“It'smorereal to meherethanif | went up,” he suddenly
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heard himsealf say; and thefear |est that |ast shadow of reality
should loseitsedgekept him rooted to his seat asthe minutes
succeeded each other.

Hesat for along time on the bench in the thickening dusk,
hiseyesnever turning fromtheba cony. At length alight shone
through thewindows, and amoment later aman-servant came
out on the balcony, drew up the awnings, and closed the
shutters.

Atthat, asif it had been the signal hewaited for, Newland
Archer got up dowly and walked back aloneto hishotel.

A Note on the Text

The Age of Innocence first appeared in four large in-
stallments in The Pictorial Review, from July to Octo-
ber 1920. It was published that same year in book
form by D. Appleton and Company in New York and
in London. Wharton made extensive stylistic, punc-
tuation, and spelling changes and revisions between
the serial and book publication, and more than thirty
subsequent changes were made after the second im-

pression of the book edition had been run off. This
authoritative text is reprinted from the Library of
America edition of Novels by Edith Wharton, and is
based on the sixth impression of the first edition,
which incorporates the last set of extensive revisions
that are obviously authorial.
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