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EdithWharton

The Touchstone

by
Edith Wharton

ProrESSOR JosLIN, WHO, asour readersaredoubtlessaware, is
engaged inwriting thelifeof Mrs. Aubyn, asksusto statethat
hewill begresatly indebted to any of thefamousnovdist’sfriends
whowill furnishhimwithinformeation concerning thepperiod pre-
viousto her comingto England. Mrs. Aubyn had sofew inti-
matefriends, and consequently so few regular correspondents,
that letterswill beof specid vaue. Professor Jodin'saddressis
10 AugustaGardens, Kensington, and hebegsusto say that he
will promptly returnany documentsentrustedtohim.”
Glennard dropped the Spectator and sat |ooking into the
fire. Theclubwasfilling up, but hetill had to himsdlf thesmall

inner room, with itsdarkening outlook down therainstreaked
prospect of Fifth Avenue. It wasall dull and dismal enough,
yet amoment earlier hisboredom had been perversdly tinged
by asense of resentment at the thought that, asthingswere
going, hemight intime haveto surrender even the despised
privilegeof boring himself withinthoseparticular four wals. It
was not that he cared much for the club, but that the remote
contingency of having to giveit up stood to him, just then,
perhapsby very reason of itsinsignificance and remoteness,
for thesymbol of hisincreasing abnegations, of that perpetua
paring-off that wasgradually reducing existenceto the naked
businessof keeping himself dive. It wasthefutility of hismul-
tiplied shiftsand privationsthat made them seem unworthy of
ahigh attitude; the sensethat, however rapidly he eliminated
thesuperfluous, hiscleared horizonwaslikely to offer nonearer
view of theone prospect toward which hestrained. Togiveup
thingsin order to marry thewoman onelovesiseasier thanto
givethem up without being brought appreciably nearer to such
aconclusion.

Through the open door he saw young Hollingsworth rise
withayawn fromtheineffectua solace of abrandy-and-soda
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and transport hispurposel ess person to thewindow. Glennard
measured hiscoursewith acontemptuouseye. It wassolike
Hollingsworth to get up and ook out of thewindow just asit
was growing too dark to seeanything! Therewasamanrich
enough to do what he pleased—had he been capable of being
pleased—yet barred from all conceivable achievement by his
ownimperviousdulness, while, afew feet off, Glennard, who
wanted only enough to keep adecent coat on hisback and a
roof over the head of thewoman heloved, Glennard, who had
sweated, toiled, denied himself for the scant measure of op-
portunity that hiszeal would have converted into akingdom—
sat wretchedly cal culating that, even when he had resigned
from the club, and knocked off hiscigars, and given up his
Sundaysout of town, hewould still be no nearer attainment.

The Spectator had slipped to hisfeet and as he picked it
up hiseyefel again on the paragraph addressed to thefriends
of Mrs. Aubyn. Hehad read it for thefirst timewith ascarcely
perceptible quickening of attention: her name had so long
been public property that hiseye passed it unseeingly, asthe
crowd inthestreet hurrieswithout aglance by somefamiliar
monument.

“Information concerning the period previousto her coming
to England... .” Thewordswere an evocation. He saw her
again asshehad looked at their first meeting, the poor woman
of geniuswith her long pa eface and short-sighted eyes, soft-
ened alittle by the grace of youth and inexperience, but so
incapable even then of any hold upon the pulses. When she
spoke, indeed, shewaswonderful, morewonderful, perhaps,
thanwhen later, to Glennard’ sfancy at |east, the conscious of
memorablethingsuttered seemed to takefrom even her most
intimate speech the perfect bloom of privacy. It wasin those
earliest days, if ever, that hehad comenear loving her; though
even then hissentiment had lived only intheintervalsof its
expression. Later, whento beloved by her had been astateto
touch any man’simagination, thephysical reluctancehad, in-
explicably, so overbornetheintel lectud attraction, that thelast
years had been, to both of them, an agony of conflictingim-
pulses. Evennow, if, inturning over old papers, hishandlit on
her |etters, thetouchfilled himwithinarticulatemisery ... .

“Shehad sofew intimatefriends ... that letterswill be of
specid vaue.” Sofew intimatefriends! For yearsshe had had
but one; onewho inthelast yearshad requited her wonderful
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pages, her tragic outpourings of love, humility, and pardon,
with the scant phrasesby which aman evadesthevulgarest of
sentimental importunities. Hehad been abrutein spiteof him-
self, and sometimes, now that the remembrance of her face
had faded, and only her voice and wordsremained with him,
he chafed at hisown inadequacy, hisstupidinability toriseto
the height of her passion. His egoism was not of akind to
mirror itscomplacency inthe adventure. To have been loved
by the most brilliant woman of her day, and to have beeninca-
pable of loving her, seemed to him, inlooking back, the most
derisveevidenceof hislimitations; and hisremorseful tender-
nessfor her memory wascomplicated withasenseof irritation
againgt her for having givenhimoncefor dl themeasureof his
emotional capacity. It was not often, however, that hethus
probed the past. The public, in taking possession of Mrs.
Aubyn, had eased his shoulders of their burden. Therewas
something fatuousin an attitude of sentimenta gpology toward
amemory aready classic: to reproach one' sself for not hav-
ing loved Margaret Aubynwasagood deal likebeing dis-
turbed by aninability to admirethe Venusof Milo. From her
cold niche of fame shelooked downironically enough on his
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sdlf-flagdlations... . It wasonly when he came on something
that belonged to her that hefelt asudden renewal of theold
fedling, thestrange dud impulsethat drew himto her voice but
drovehimfrom her hand, so that even now, at sight of anything
she had touched, hisheart contracted painfully. It happened
seldom nowadays. Her little presents, one by one, had disap-
peared from hisrooms, and her letters, kept from some unac-
knowledged puerilevanity inthe possession of suchtreasures,
seldom camebeneath hishand... .

“Her letterswill beof specia value—" Her letters! Why, he
must have hundreds of them—enoughtofill avolume. Some-
timesit used to seemto him that they camewith every post—
heused to avoid lookingin hisletter-box when he camehome
to hisrooms—but her writing seemed to spring out at him as
he put hiskey inthe door—.

Hestood up and strolled into the other room. Hollingsworth,
lounging away from thewindow, had joined himself to alan-
guidly convivia group of mentowhom, in phrasesashalting
asthough they struggled to define an ultimateidea, hewas
expounding the cursed nuisanceof livinginaholewithsucha
damned climate that one had to get out of it by February, with
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the contingent difficulty of therebeing no placetotakeone's
yacht to inwinter but that other played-out hole, the Riviera.
From the outskirts of thisgroup Glennard wandered to an-
other, where a voice as different as possible from
Hollingsworth’s col orless organ dominated another circle of
languidligteners.

“Comeand hear Dindow talk about hispatent: admission
free,” oneof themen sang out in atone of mock resignation.

Dindow turned to Glennard the confident pugnacity of his
amile. “Giveit another six monthsand it’ | betalking about
itsef,” hedeclared. “ It'spretty nearly articulate now.”

“Canit say papa?’ someonee seinquired.

Dindow’ssmilebroadened. “You' |l bedeuced glad to say
papato IT ayear from now,” heretorted. “It’'|l be able to
support even you in affluence. Look here, now, just let me
explantoyou—"

Glennard moved away impatiently. Themen a theclub—all
but those who were “in it"—were proverbially “tired” of
Dinslow’s patent, and none more so than Glennard, whose
knowledge of itsmeritsmadeit loomlargeinthe depressing
catal ogue of |ost opportunities. Therel ations between thetwo

men had awaysbeen friendly, and Dind ow’surgent offersto
“take him in on the ground floor” had of late intensified
Glennard' s sense of hisown inability to meet good luck half
way. Some of the menwho had paused to listen were aready
in evening clothes, others on their way hometo dress; and
Glennard, with an accustomed twinge of humiliation, said to
himself that if helingered among themit wasinthe miserable
hopethat one of the number might ask himto dine. Miss Trent
had told him that shewasto go to the operathat evening with
her rich aunt; and if he should havetheluck to pick up adin-
ner-invitation hemight join her therewithout extraoutlay.

Hemoved about theroom, lingering hereand therein aten-
tative affectation of interest; but though the men greeted him
pleasantly no oneasked him to dine. Doubtlessthey wereall
engaged, these menwho could afford to pay for their dinners,
who did not haveto hunt for invitationsasabeggar rummages
foracrustinanash-barrel! But no—asHollingsworth left the
lessening circleabout thetablean admiring youth caled out—
"Holly, sopand dine!”

Hollingsworth turned on him the crude countenance that
looked likethewrong side of amorefinished face. “ Sorry |
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can't.I’'minfor abeastly banquet.”

Glennard threw himself into an arm-chair. Why go homein
therainto dress? It wasfolly to takeacab tothe opera, it was
worsefolly togothereat dl. Hisperpetud meetingswith Alexa
Trent wereasunfair tothegirl asthey wereunnervingtohim-
self. Since he couldn’t marry her, it wastimeto stand aside
and give abetter man the chance—and histhought admitted
theironica implicationthat inthetermsof expediency thephrase
might stand for Hollingsworth.

He piNeD ALoNE and walked hometo hisroomsintherain. As
heturned into Fifth Avenue he caught the wet gleam of car-
riages on their way to the opera, and he took thefirst side
street, inamoment of irritation against the petty restrictions
that thwarted every impulse. It wasridiculousto giveup the
opera, not because one might possibly be bored there, but
because onemust pay for the experiment.

Inhisgitting-room, thetacit connivance of theinanimate had
centred thelamp-light on aphotograph of AlexaTrent, placed,
intheobligatory slver frame, just where, asmemory officioudy
reminded him, Margaret Aubyn’spicturehad long thronedin
itsstead. Miss Trent’sfeaturescruelly justified the usurpation.
She had the kind of beauty that comes of ahappy accord of
faceand spirit. Itisnot givento many to havethelipsand eyes
of their rarest mood, and somewomen go through life behind
amask expressing only their anxiety about the butcher’shill or
thelr inability to seeajoke. With Miss Trent, faceand mind
had the same high serious contour. Shelooked likeathroned
Justice by some grave Florentine painter; and it seemed to
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Glennard that her most sdlient attribute, or that at least towhich
her conduct gave most consistent expression, wasakind of
pass onatej ugtice—theintuitivefemininejustnessthat isso much
rarer than areasoned impartiality. Circumstances had tragi-
cally combined to devel op thisingtinct into aconscious habit.
She had seen morethan most girlsof the shabby sideof life, of
the perpetual tendency of want to cramp the noblest attitude.
Poverty and misfortune had overhung her childhood and she
had none of the pretty delusionsabout lifethat are supposed
to bethe crowning grace of girlhood. Thisvery competence,
which gave her atouching reasonableness, made Glennard's
stuation moredifficult thanif hehad aspired to aprincessbred
inthe purple. Between them they asked solittle—they knew
sowell how to makethat little do—but they understood al so,
and she especially did not for amoment let him forget, that
without that littlethefuture they dreamed of wasimpossible.
Thesight of her photograph quickened Glennard’sexas-
peration. Hewas sick and ashamed of the part he was play-
ing. He had loved her now for two years, with the tranquil
tendernessthat gathersdepth and volume asit nearsfulfilment;
heknew that shewould wait for him—but the certitude was

an added pang. There are timeswhen the constancy of the
woman one cannot marry isamost astrying asthat of the
woman one does not want to.

Glennard turned up hisreading-lamp and stirred thefire. He
had along evening before him and he wanted to crowd out
thought with action. He had brought some papersfrom his
officeand he spread them out on histableand squared himself
tothetask... .

It must have been an hour later that he found himself auto-
matically fitting akey into alocked drawer. He had no more
notion than asomnambulist of themental processthat had led
up to thisaction. Hewasjust dimly aware of having pushed
aside the papers and the heavy calf volumesthat amoment
before had bounded hishorizon, and of laying intheir place,
without atrace of consciousvalition, the parcel he had taken
fromthedrawer.

Thelettersweretied in packetsof thirty or forty. Therewere
agreat many packets. On some of the envelopestheink was
fading; on others, which borethe English post-mark, it was
still fresh. She had been dead hardly threeyears, and she had
written, at lengtheningintervas, totheladt... .
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Heundid oneof theearlier packets—littlenoteswrittenduring
their first acquaintanceat Hillbridge. Glennard, onleaving col-
lege, had begunlifein hisuncl€' slaw officeintheold university
town. It wastherethat, at the house of her father, Professor
Forth, hehad first met theyoung lady then chiefly distinguished
for having, after two years of aconspicuoudy unhappy mar-
riage, returned to the protection of the paternal roof.

Mrs. Aubynwasat that time an eager and somewhat tragic
young woman, of complex mind and undevel oped manners,
whom her crude experience of matrimony had fitted out witha
stock of generalizationsthat exploded like bombsintheaca
demicair of Hillbridge. In her choice of ahusband she had
been fortunate enough, if the paradox be permitted, to light on
onesosignaly gifted withthefaculty of putting himsdlf inthe
wrong that her leaving him had the dignity of amanifesto—
made her, as it were, the spokeswoman of outraged wife-
hood. Inthislight shewas cherished by that dominant portion
of Hillbridge society which wasleast indulgent to conjugd dif-
ferences, and which found aproportionate pleasurein being
for once abletofeast openly onadishliberdly seasoned with
the outrageous. So much did thisendear Mrs. Aubynto the

university ladiesthat they weredisposed fromthefirst toalow
her morelatitude of speech and actionthan theill-used wife
wasgenerally accorded in Hillbridge, where misfortunewas
till regarded asavisitation designed to put peoplein their
proper place and makethem fedl the superiority of their neigh-
bors. Theyoung woman so privileged combined with akind
of persona shynessanintellectua audacity that waslikeade-
flected impulse of coquetry: onefelt that if she had been pret-
tier shewould have had emotionsinstead of ideas. Shewasin
fact even then what she had alwaysremained: ageniusca
pableof theacutest generdizations, but curioudy undiscerning
where her personal susceptibilitieswere concerned. Her psy-
chology failed her just whereit serves most women and one
felt that her brainswould never beaguideto her heart. Of al
this, however, Glennard thought littleinthefirst year of their
acquaintance. Hewasat an agewhen dl the giftsand graces
are but so much undiscriminated food to theravening egoism
of youth. In seeking Mrs. Aubyn’scompany hewas prompted
by anintuitivetastefor the best asapledge of hisown superi-
ority. Thesympathy of the cleverest womanin Hillbridgewas
bamto hiscraving for distinction: it waspublic confirmation of
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hissecret sensethat hewascut out for abigger place. It must
not be understood that Glennard was vain. Vanity contents
itself with the coarsest diet; thereisno palate so fatidiousas
that of self-distrust. To ayouth of Glennard’saspirationsthe
encouragement of aclever woman stood for thesymbol of all
success. L ater, when he had begunto feel hisway, togaina
foothold, he would not need such support; but it served to
carry himlightly and easily over what isoften aperiod of inse-
curity and discouragement.

It would beunjust, however, to represent hisinterest in Mrs.
Aubynasamatter of caculation. It wasasingtinctiveaslove,
and it missed being love by just such ahair-breadth deflection
fromtheline of beauty as had determined the curve of Mrs.
Aubyn’slips. When they met shehad just published her first
novel, and Glennard, who afterward had an ambitiousman’s
impatience of distinguished women, wasyoung enoughto be
dazzled by the semi-publicity it gave her. It wasthekind of
book that makeselderly ladies|ower their voicesand call each
other “my dear” whenthey furtively discussit; and Glennard
exulted in the superior knowledge of theworld that enabled
him to take asamatter of course sentimentsover which the
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university shook itshead. Still more delightful wasit to hear
Mrs. Aubyn waken the echoes of academic drawing-rooms
with audacitiessurpassing those of her printed page. Her intel-
lectual independence gave atouch of comradeship to their
intimacy, prolonging theillusion of collegefriendshipsbased
onajoyousinterchangeof hereses. Mrs. Aubyn and Glennard
represented to each other theaugur’ swink behindtheHillbridge
idol: they walked together in that light of young omniscience
fromwhichfate so curioudy excludesone'selders.
Husbandswho are notoriously inopportune, may evendie
inopportundy, and thiswastherevengethat Mr. Aubyn, some
two yearsafter her returnto Hillbridge, took upon hisinjured
wife. Hedied precisely at the moment when Glennard was
beginning to criticise her. It was not that she bored him; she
didwhat wasinfinitely worse—shemadehimfed hisinferior-
ity. Thesense of menta equality had been gratifyingtohisraw
ambition; but ashis self-knowledge defined itself, hisunder-
standing of her asoincreased; and if manisat timesindirectly
flattered by the moral superiority of woman, her mental
ascendency isextenuated by no such obliquetributeto his
powers. Theattitude of looking upisastrain onthe muscles;
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and it was becoming more and more Glennard’s opinion that
brains, inawoman, should be merely the obverse of beauty.
To beauty Mrs. Aubyn couldlay no claim; and while shehad
enough prettinessto exasperate him by her incapacity to make
useof it, she seemed invincibly ignorant of any of thelittle
artificeswhereby women contriveto palliatether defectsand
evento turnthem into graces. Her dress never seemed apart
of her; dl her clotheshad animpersond air, asthough they had
bel onged to someone e seand been borrowed in an emergency
that had somehow become chronic. Shewasconsciousenough
of her deficienciestotry toamendthem by rashimitationsof the
most gpproved models; but no woman who doesnot dresswell
intuitively will ever doso by thelight of reason, and Mrs Aubyn’'s
plagiarisms, to borrow ametaphor of her trade, somehow never
seemed to beincorporated with thetext.

Geniusisof small useto awoman who doesnot know how
to do her hair. Thefamethat cameto Mrs. Aubyn with her
second book | eft Glennard’ simagination untouched, or had at
most the negative effect of removing her still farther fromthe
circleof hiscontracting sympathies. Weareall the sport of
time; and fate had so perversely ordered the chronology of
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Margaret Aubyn’s romance that when her husband died
Glennard felt asthough hehad lost afriend.

It wasnot in hisnatureto be needlesdy unkind; and though
hewasintheimpregnable position of themanwho hasgivena
woman no moredefinable claim on himthanthat of |etting her
fancy that heloves her, hewould not for theworld have ac-
centuated hisadvantage by any betraya of indifference. Dur-
ing thefirgt year of her widowhood their friendship dragged on
with halting renewal sof sentiment, becoming moreand morea
banquet of empty dishesfrom which the coverswere never
removed; then Glennard went to New York to live and ex-
changed thefaded pleasures of intercoursefor the compara-
tivenovelty of correspondence. Her letters, oddly enough,
seemed at first to bring her nearer than her presence. Shehad
adopted, and she successfully maintained, anote as affection-
ately impersonal ashisown; shewrote ardently of her work,
she questioned him about his, she even bantered him onthe
inevitablepretty girl whowascertain beforelongto divert the
current of hisconfidences. To Glennard, who wasamost a
stranger inNew York, thesight of Mrs. Aubyn’swritingwas
likeavoiceof reassurancein surroundingsasyet insufficiently
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awareof him. Hisvanity found aretrospective enjoymentin
the sentiment hisheart had rejected, and thisfactitiousemo-
tiondrovehimonceor twiceto Hillbridge, whence, after scenes
of evadvetenderness, hereturned dissatisfied with himself and
her. Ashe maderoom for himself in New York and peopled
the space he had cleared with the sympathi es at the disposal
of agreeableand self-confident young men, it seemedtohim
natural to infer that Mrs. Aubyn had refurnished in the same
manner thevoid hewasnot unwilling hisdeparture should have
left. But in thedissolution of sentimenta partnershipsitissal-
dom that both associates are ableto withdraw their funds at
the sametime; and Glennard gradually learned that he stood
for theventureonwhich Mrs. Aubyn had irretrievably staked
her al. It wasnot thekind of figurehe cared to cut. Hehad no
fancy for leaving havocin hiswakeand would have preferred
to sow aquick growth of oblivionin the spaceswasted by his
unconsderedinroads; but if hesuppliedtheseed it wasclearly
Mrs. Aubyn’sbusinessto seeto theraising of thecrop. Her
attitude seemed indeed to throw hisown reasonabl enessinto
distincter relief: so that they might have stood for thrift and
improvidenceinandlegory of theaffections.
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It was not that Mrs. Aubyn permitted herself to be apen-
sioner on hisbounty. Heknew she had no wish to keep hersalf
aliveonthesmall changeof sentiment; shesmply fed on her
own funded passion, and theluxuriesit alowed her madehim,
eventhen, dimly awarethat she had the secret of aninexhaust-
ibledchemy.

Their relationsremained thus negatively tender till she sud-
denly wrotehim of her decisontogo abroadtolive. Her father
had died, shehad no near tiesinHillbridge, and L ondon offered
more scopethan New York to her expanding persondiity. She
wasaready famousand her laurelswereyet unharvested.

For amoment the newsroused Glennard to ajeal ous sense
of lost opportunities. Hewanted, at any rate, to reassert his
power before she madethefinal effort of escape. They had
not met for over ayear, but of course he could not let her sail
without seeing her. Shecameto New York theday before her
departure, and they spent itslast hourstogether. Glennard had
planned no course of action—hesmply meant tolet himself
drift. They both drifted, for along time, downthelanguid cur-
rent of reminiscence; she seemed to Sit passive, letting him
push hisway back through the overgrown channd sof thepast.
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Atlength shereminded him that they must bring their explora-
tionsto an end. Heroseto leave, and stood looking at her
with the same uncertainty in his heart. Hewastired of her
aready—he was alwaystired of her—yet he was not sure
that hewanted her to go.

“1 may never seeyou again,” hesaid, asthough confidently
appealing to her compassion.

Her look enveloped him. “And | shall see you always—
adwayd”

“Why go then—?" escaped him.

“Tobenearer you,” sheanswered; and thewordsdismissed
himlikeaclosing door.

Thedoor wasnever to reopen; but throughitsnarrow crack
Glennard, asthe yearswent on, became more and more con-
sciousof aninextinguishablelight directingitssmall ray toward
the past which consumed so little of hisown commemorative
oil. Thereproach wastakenfromthisthought by Mrs. Aubyn’s
gradua trandation into termsof universality. Inbecoming a
personage she so naturally ceased to beapersonthat Glennard
could amost look back to hisexplorationsof her spiritasona
visitto somefamous shrine, immortalized, butin asensedes-
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ecrated, by popular veneration.

Her letters, from London, continued to comewith thesame
tender punctuality; but the altered conditionsof her life, the
vistasof new relationshipsdisclosed by every phrase, made
her communicationsasimpersona asapieceof journalism. It
was asthough the state, theworld, indeed, had taken her off
hishands, assuming the maintenance of atemperament that
had long exhausted hisdender store of reciprocity.

Intheretrospectivelight shed by thelettershewasblinded
to their specific meaning. Hewas not aman who concerned
himself with literature, and they had beento him, at first, sm-
ply theextension of her brilliant talk, later the dreaded vehicle
of atragic importunity. He knew, of course, that they were
wonderful; that, unlikethe authorswho givetheir essenceto
thepublicand keep only adry rindfor their friends, Mrs. Aubyn
had stored of her rarest vintage for thishidden sacrament of
tenderness. Sometimes, indeed, he had been oppressed, hu-
miliated amost, by themultiplicity of her allusions, thewide
scope of her interests, her persistencein forcing her super-
abundance of thought and emotioninto theshallow receptacle
of hissympathy; but he had never thought of thelettersobjec-
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tively, asthe production of adistinguished woman; had never
measured theliterary significance of her oppressiveprodigal -
ity. Hewasamost frightened now at thewealth in hishands;
theobligation of her love had never weighed on himlikethis
gift of her imagination: it wasasthough he had accepted from
her something to which even areciprocal tendernesscould not
havejudtified hisclaim.

Hesat along time staring at the scattered pageson hisdesk;
andinthe sudden redization of what they meant hecould a-
most fancy somed chemistic processchangingthemtogoldas
he stared. He had the sense of not being alonein theroom, of
the presence of another salf observing fromwithout thestirring
of subconsciousimpul sesthat sent flushesof humiliationtohis
forehead. At length hestood up, and withthe gesture of aman
who wishesto give outward expression to his purpose—to
establish, asit were, amoral alibi—swept thelettersintoa
heap and carried them toward the grate. But it would have
taken too long to burn all the packets. He turned back to the
tableand one by onefitted the pagesinto their envel opes; then
hetied upthelettersand put them back into thelocked drawer.
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It was one of thelaws of Glennard’sintercourse with Miss
Trent that he alwayswent to see her the day after hehad re-
solvedto give her up. Therewasaspecia charm about the
momentsthussnatched from thejawsof renunciation; and his
senseof their sgnificancewason thisoccasion sokeenthat he
hardly noticed the added gravity of her welcome.

Hisfeding for her had becomeso vita apart of himthat her
nearnesshad the quality of imperceptibly readjusting hispoint
of view, so that thejumbled phenomenaof experiencefell at
onceinto arationa perspective. Inthisredistribution of values
the sombreretrospect of the previousevening shrank toamere
cloud on the edge of consciousness. Perhapstheonly service
an unloved woman can render the man shelovesisto enhance
and prolong hisillusions about her rival. It wasthe fate of
Margaret Aubyn’smemory to serveasafoil toMissTrent’s
presence, and never had the poor lady thrown her successor
intomorevividreief.

Miss Trent had the charm of still watersthat arefelt to be
renewed by rapid currents. Her attention spread atranquil



EdithWharton

surface to the demonstrations of others, and it wasonly in
daysof storm that onefelt the pressure of thetides. Thisin-
scrutable composure was perhaps her chief grace in
Glennard'seyes. Reserve, in somenatures, impliesmerely the
locking of empty roomsor the dissimulation of awkward en-
cumbrances; but Miss Trent’s reticence was to Glennard
likethe closed door to the sanctuary, and his certainty of di-
vining the hidden treasure made him content to remain outsde
inthe happy expectancy of the neophyte.

“Youdidn't cometotheoperalast night,” shebegan, inthe
tonethat seemed alwaysrather to record afact thanto offer a
reflectiononit.

He answered with adiscouraged gesture. “What wasthe
use?Wecouldn't havetalked.”

“Notaswell ashere” sheassented; adding, after ameditative
pause, “ Asyoudidn’'t comel talked to Aunt Virginiainstead.”

“Ah!” hereturned, thefact being hardly striking enough to
detach him from the contemplation of her hands, which had
falen, aswasther wont, into an attitudefull of plastic poss-
bilities. Onefelt them to be handsthat, moving only to some
purpose, were capable of interva sof sereneinaction.
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“Wehad along talk,” Miss Trent went on; and shewaited
again before adding, with theincreased absence of stressthat
marked her graver communications, “ Aunt Virginiawantsme
to go abroad with her.”

Glennard looked up with astart. “ Abroad? When?’

“Now—next month. To begonetwo years.”

He permitted himself amovement of tender derision. “ Does
shereally? Well, | want you to go abroad with me—for any
number of years. Which offer do you accept?’

“Only one of them seemsto requireimmediate consider-
ation,” shereturned, withasmile.

Glennardlooked at her again. “ You' renot thinking of it?’

Her gaze dropped and she unclasped her hands. Her move-
mentswere so rarethat they might havebeensaidtoitdicize
her words. “ Aunt Virginiatalked to mevery serioudly. It will
beagreat relief to mother and the othersto have me provided
for inthat way for two years. | must think of that, you know.”
Sheglanced down at her gown which, under arenovated sur-
face, dated back to thefirst daysof Glennard’ swooing. “I try
not to cost much—~but | do.”

“Good Lord!” Glennard groaned.
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They sat slenttill at length shegently took up theargument.
“ Astheeldest, you know, I’ m bound to consider these things.
Women are such aburden. Jim doeswhat he can for mother,
but with hisown childrento providefor itisn’t very much. You
see, we'reall poor together.”

“Your aunt isn't. Shemight hel p your mother.”

“Shedoes—in her ownway.”

“Exactly—that'stherichrelation all over! You may bemis-
erableinany way you like, but if you' reto be happy you' ve
got to besoin her way—and in her old gowns.”

“I could bevery happy in Aunt Virginia sold gowns,” Miss
Trent interposed.

“Abroad, you mean?’

“I mean wherever | felt that | washelping. And my going
abroad will hep.”

“Of course—I seethat. And | seeyour consideratenessin
putting itsadvantagesnegetively.”

“Negatively?’

“Indwellingsmply onwhat thegoing will takeyou from, not
onwhat it will bring you to. It meansalot to awoman, of
course, to get away fromalifelikethis” Hesummedupina
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disparaging glance the background of indigent furniture. “ The
guestionishow you' Il likecoming back toit.”

She seemed to accept thefull consequences of histhought.
“l'only know | don’t likeleavingit.”

Heflung back sombrely, “You don’t even put it condition-
dlythen?

Her gaze deepened. “Onwhat?’

Hestood up and walked acrosstheroom. Then hecameback
and paused before her. “ On thedternativeof marryingme.”

Thedow color—even her blushes seemed ddliberate—rose
to her lower lids; her lipstirred, but thewordsresolved them-
selvesinto asmileand shewaited.

He took another turn, with the thwarted step of the man
whose nervous exasperation escapesthrough hismuscles.

“Andtothink that infifteen yearsl shdl haveabig practice!”

Her eyestriumphed for him.“Inless!”

“Thecursedirony of it! What do| carefor theman | shall be
then?It’'sdaving one'slifeaway for astranger!” Hetook her
hands abruptly. “You' |l go to Cannes, | suppose, or Monte
Carlo?1 heard Hollingsworth say to-day that he meant to take
hisyacht over to the Mediterranean—"
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Shereleased hersdlf. “If you think that—"

“Idon’t. 1 dmost wish | did. It would beeasier, | mean.” He
broke off incoherently. “1 believe your Aunt Virginiadoes,
though. She somehow connotesHollingsworth and theMedi-
terranean.” He caught her handsagain. “ Alexa—if wecould
managealittle hole somewhere out of town?’

“Couldwe?’ shesighed, haf yielding.

“Inoneof those placeswherethey makejokesabout themos-
quitoes,” hepressed her. “ Could you get onwith oneservant?’

“Could you get onwithout varnished boots?’

“Promisemeyouwon’t go, then!”

“What areyou thinking of, Stephen?’

“1 don’t know,” he stammered, the question giving unex-
pected formto hisintention. “It'sal intheair yet, of course;
but I picked up atip the other day—"

“You' renot speculating?’ shecried, with akind of supersti-
tiousterror.

“Lord, no. Thisisasurething—I dmaost wishitwas't; | mean
if | canwork it—" Hehad asuddenvision of thecomprenensive-
nessof thetemptation. If only hehad beenlesssureof Dindow!
Hisassurancegavethestuation thebased ement of sefety.
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“1 don’t understand you,” shefaltered.

“Trust me, instead!” he adjured her, with sudden energy;
and turning on her abruptly, “1f you go, you know, you go
free,” heconcluded.

Shedrew back, paling alittle. “Why do you makeit harder
for me?’

“Tomakeit easier for mysdf,” heretorted.
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Y

GLENNARD, THE NEXT AFTERNOON, leaving hisoffice earlier than
usua, turned, onhisway home, into oneof thepubliclibraries.

He had the place to himself at that closing hour, and the
librarianwasableto givean undivided attention to histentative
request for letters—collections of letters. Thelibrarian sug-
gested Walpole.

“I meant women—women'’s|etters.”

Thelibrarian proffered Hannah Moreand MissMartineau.

Glennard cursed hisown inarticulateness. “1 mean letters
to—to some one person—aman,; their husband—or—"

“Ah,” saidtheinspiredlibrarian, “Eloiseand Abailard.”

“Well—something alittle nearer, perhaps,” said Glennard,
withlightness. “ Didn't Merimee—"

“Thelady’sletters, in that case, were not published.”

“Of coursenot,” said Glennard, vexed at hisblunder.

“Thereare George Sand' sl ettersto Flaubert.”

“Ah!” Glennard hesitated. “ Was she—werethey—?’ He
chafed at hisown ignorance of the sentimental by-paths of
literature.
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“If youwant love-letters, perhaps some of the French eigh-
teenth century correspondences might suit you better—Mlle.
Aisseor Madame de Sabran—"

But Glennardins sted. | want something modern—English
or American. | want tolook something up,” helamely con-
cluded.

Thelibrarian could only suggest GeorgeEliot.

“Well, give me some of the French things, then—and I'l
have M erimeg sletters. It wasthewomanwho published them,
wasn'tit?’

Hecaught up hisarmful, transferring it, onthedoorstep, toa
cabwhich carried himto hisrooms. Hedined alone, hurriedly,
at asmall restaurant near by, and returned at onceto hisbooks.

Late that night, as he undressed, he wondered what con-
temptibleimpul sehad forced from him hislast wordsto Alexa
Trent. It wasbad enoughtointerferewiththegirl’ schancesby
hanging about her to the obviousexclusion of other men, but it
wasworseto seemto justify hisweaknessby dressing up the
futureinddusveambiguities. Hesaw himsdf ankingfromdepth
to depth of sentimental cowardicein hisreluctanceto renounce
hishold on her; andit filled himwith self-disgust to think that
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the highest feeling of which he supposed himself capablewas
blent with such baseelements.

Hisawakening washardly cheered by the sight of her writ-
ing. He tore her note open and took in the few lines—she
seldom exceeded thefirst page—with thelucidity of appre-
hensionthat istheforerunner of evil.

“My aunt sailson Saturday and | must give her my answer
theday after to-morrow. Please don’'t cometill then—I want
to think the question over by myself. | know | ought to go.
Won't you help meto bereasonable?’

It was settled, then. Well, he would be reasonable; he
wouldn’t stand in her way; hewould let her go. For two years
hehad been living someother, luckier man’slife; thetimehad
come when he must drop back into his own. He no longer
tried tolook ahead, to grope hisway through the endless|aby-
rinthof hismaterid difficulties; asenseof dull resgnationcosed
inonhimlikeafog.

“Hullo, Glennard!” avoicesaid, asan el ectric-car, |late that
afternoon, dropped him at an uptown corner.

He looked up and met the interrogative smile of Barton
Flamel, who stood on the curbstone watching theretreating
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car with the eye of aman philosophic enough to remember
that it will befollowed by another.

Glennardfet hisusud impulseof pleasureat meeting Hamd;
but it wasnot in thiscase curtailed by the reaction of contempt
that habitually succeeded it. Probably eventhefew menwho
had known Flamel since hisyouth could have given no good
reason for the vague mistrust that he inspired. Some people
arejudged by their actions, othersby their ideas; and perhaps
theshortest way of defining Hamd isto say that hiswdl-known
leniency of view wasvagudy divinedtoincludehimsdf. Smple
mindsmay haveresented thediscovery that hisopinionswere
based on his perceptions; but there was certainly no more
definitecharge against him than that implied in the doubt asto
how hewould behavein an emergency, and hiscompany was
looked upon asone of those mildly unwholesomediss pations
towhich the prudent may occasionally yield. It now offered
itself to Glennard as an easy escape from the obsession of
moral problems, which somehow could no morebewornin
Flamel’s presencethan asurpliceinthestreet.

“Whereareyou going? Totheclub?’ Flamel asked; adding,
asthe younger man assented, “Why not cometo my studio
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instead?You' || see oneboreinstead of twenty.”

Theapartment which Flamel described ashisstudio showed,
asitsoneclaimtothedesignation, aperennialy empty easdl;
therest of itsspace being filled with the evidences of acom-
prehensive dilettanteism. Against this background, which
seemed thevishbleexpression of itsowner’ sintellectud toler-
ance, rows of fine books detached themsel veswith apromi-
nence, showing themto be Flamel’schief care.

Glennard glanced withthe eye of untrained curiosity at the
lines of warm-toned morocco, while hishost busied himself
withtheuncorking of Apollinaris.

“You' vegot asplendidlot of books,” hesaid.

“They’refairly decent,” the other assented, inthe curt tone
of the collector who will not talk of hispassion for fear of
talking of nothing e se; then, as Glennard, hishandsin hispock-
ets, began to stroll perfunctorily down thelong line of book-
cases—" Somemen,” Flamd irresistibly added, “think of books
merely astools, othersastooling. I’ m betweenthetwo; there
aredayswhen | usethem as scenery, other dayswhen | want
them as society; so that, asyou see, my library representsa
makeshift compromise between looksand brains, and thecol-
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lectorslook down on me almost asmuch asthe students.”

Glennard, without answering, was mechanicaly taking one
book after another from the shelves. Hishands dlipped curi-
oudly over the smooth coversand the noisal ess subsidence of
opening pages. Suddenly he came on athin volume of faded
manuscript.

“What'sthis?’ heasked, with alistless sense of wonder.

“Ah, you' reat my manuscript shelf. I’ vebeen goinginfor
that sort of thing lately.” Flamel came up and looked over his
shoulders. “ That'sabit of Stendhal—one of theItalian sto-
ries—and here are some letters of Balzac to Madame
Commarville”

Glennard took the book with sudden eagerness. “Whowas
Madame Commanville?’

“Hissister.” Hewas consciousthat Flamel waslooking at
himwiththesmilethat waslikeaninterrogation point. “1 didn't
know you cared for thiskind of thing.”

“I don't—at least I’ ve never had the chance. Have you many
collectionsof |etters?’

“Lord, no—very few. I’ mjust beginning, and most of the
interesting onesareout of my reach. Here' saqueer littlecol-
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lection, though—therarest thing I’ ve got—half adozen of
Shelley’slettersto Harriet Westbrook. | had adevil of atime
getting them—al ot of collectorswereafter them.”

Glennard, taking thevolumefrom hishand, glanced witha
kind of repugnance at theinterleaving of yellow cris-crossed
sheets. “ Shewasthe onewho drowned herself, wasn't she?’

Flamel nodded. “1 suppose that little episode adds about
fifty per cent. totheir value,” hesaid, meditatively.

Glennard laid the book down. He wondered why he had
joined Flamel. Hewasin no humor to beamused by the ol der
man’stalk, and arecrudescence of personal misery roseabout
himlikeanicy tide.

“I believel must take mysdlf off,” hesaid. “I’ dforgottenan
engagement.”

He turned to go; but amost at the same moment he was
consciousof adudlity of intention wherein hisapparent wishto
leaverevededitsdlf asalast effort of thewill against theover-
mastering desireto stay and unbosom himsealf to Flamel.

Theolder man, asthough divining the conflict, laid adetain-
ing pressureonhisarm.

“Won't the engagement kegp? Sit down and try one of these
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cigars. | don’'t often havetheluck of seeingyou here.”

“I"'mrather drivenjust now,” said Glennard, vagudly. Hefound
himself seated again, and Flamel had pushed to hissidealow
stand holding abottle of Apollinarisand adecanter of cognac.

Flamel, thrown back in his capaciousarm-chair, surveyed
him through acloud of smokewith the comfortabletolerance
of the man to whom no inconsistencies need be explained.
Connivancewasimplicitintheair. It wasthekind of atmo-
sphereinwhichthe outrageouslosesitsedge. Glennard felta
gradud relaxing of hisnerves.

“|1 suppose one has to pay alot for letters like that?’ he
heard himsalf asking, withaglanceinthedirection of thevol-
umehehadlaid aside.

“Oh, so-do—dependson circumstances.” Flamel viewed
himthoughtfully. “ Areyouthinking of collecting?’

Glennard laughed. “ L ord, no. Theother way round.”

“Sling?’

“Oh, I hardly know. | wasthinking of apoor chap—"

Flamel filled the pausewith anod of interest.

“A poor chap | used to know—who died—he died last
year—and who left me alot of |etters, letters he thought a
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great deal of—hewasfond of meand left ‘emto meoutright,
with theidea, | suppose, that they might benefit me some-
how—I don’t know—I’ m not much up on such things—" he
reached hishandto thetall glasshishost had filled.

“A collection of autograph letters, en? Any big names?’

“Oh, only onename. They'reall letterswritten to him—by
one person, you understand; awoman, infact—"

“Oh,awoman,” said Flamdl, negligently.

Glennard wasnettled by hisobviouslossof interest. | rather
think they’ d attract agood deal of noticeif they were pub-
lished.”

Flamel still looked uninterested. “Love-letters, | suppose?’

“Oh, just—thel ettersawoman would write to aman she
knew well. They weretremendousfriends, heand she.”

“And shewroteaclever |etter?’

“Clever?ItwasMargaret Aubyn.”

A great silencefilled theroom. It seemed to Glennard that
thewords had burst from him asblood gushesfrom awound.

“Gresat Scott!” said Flamd, sitting up. “ A collection of Mar-
garet Aubyn'sletters? Did you say you had them?’

“They wereleft me—by my friend.”
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“1 see. Was he—well, no matter. You' reto be congratu-
lated, at any rate. What are you going to do with them?’

Glennard stood up withasense of wearinessinal hisbones.
“Oh, I don’'t know. | haven’'t thought much about it. | just
happened to seethat somefelow waswriting her life—"

“Jodin; yes. Youdidn't think of givingthemtohim?’

Glennard had lounged acrossthe room and stood staring up
at abronze Bacchuswho drooped hisgarlanded head above
the pediment of an Itaian cabinet. “What ought | todo?You're
justthefellow to adviseme.” Hefelt thebloodin hischeek as
he spoke.

Flamel sat with meditative eye. “What do you want to do
with them?’ heasked.

“I want to publishthem,” said Glennard, swinging round with
sudden energy—"1f | can—"

“If you can?They’ reyours, you say?’

“They’ reminefast enough. There’'sno oneto prevent—I
meanthereareno redtrictions—" hewasarrested by the sense
that theseaccumulated proofsof impunity might precisdy sand
asthe strongest check on hisaction.

“AndMrs. Aubyn had nofamily, | believe?’
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“No.”

“Then| don't seewho'stointerfere,” said Flamel, studying
hiscigar-tip.

Glennard had turned hisunseeing stare on an ecstatic Saint
Catherineframedintarnished gilding.

“It'sjust thisway,” hebegan again, with an effort. “When
lettersare aspersonal as—asthese of my friend’s... . Well, |
don’t mind telling you that the cash would make a heap of
differenceto me; such alot that it rather obscures my judg-
ment—thefactisif | could lay my hand on afew thousands
now | could get into abig thing, and without appreciablerisk;
and |’ dliketo know whether you think I’ d bejustified—un-
der the circumstances... .” He paused, with adry throat. It
seemed to him at the moment that it would beimpossiblefor
him ever to sink lower in hisown estimation. Hewasintruth
lessashamed of weighing thetemptation than of submitting his
scruplestoaman like FHlamel, and affecting to apped to senti-
mentsof delicacy on the absence of which hehad consciously
reckoned. But he had reached a point where each word
seemed to compel another, aseachwaveinastreamisforced
forward by the pressure behind it; and before Flamel could
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speak he had faltered out—""You don’t think people could
say ... couldcriticisetheman... "

“But theman’sdead, isn't he?’

“He' sdead—yes; but can | assumetheresponsibility with-
out—"’

Hamd hestated; and dmog immediatdy Glennard sscruples
gaveway toirritation. If at thishour Flamel wereto affect an
inopportunerel uctance—!

Theolder man’sanswer reassured him. “Why need you as-
sumeany respons bility? Your namewon’t appear, of course;
and astoyour friend's, | don’'t seewhy hisshould, either. He
wasn't acelebrity himsalf, | suppose?’

“No, no.”

“Then theletters can be addressed to Mr. Blank. Doesn’t
that makeital right?’

Glennard'shesitation revived. “ For the public, yes. But |
don’t seethat it dtersthecasefor me. Thequestionis, ought |
topublishthematal?’

“Of courseyou ought to.” Flamel spokewithinvigorating
emphags. “| doubt if you' d bejustified in keeping them back.
Anything of Margaret Aubyn’sismoreor lesspublic property
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by thistime. She'stoo great for any one of us. | was only
wondering how you could usethemto the best advantage—to
yoursdlf, | mean. How many arethere?’

“Oh, alot; perhapsahundred—I haven’'t counted. There
may bemore... .”

“Gad! What ahaul! When werethey written?’

“l don't know—that is—they corresponded for years.
What'sthe odds?’ He moved toward his hat with avague
impulseof flight.

“Ital counts,” said Flamel, imperturbably. “ A long corre-
spondence—one, | mean, that coversagreat deal of time—is
obvioudy worth morethanif the same number of lettershad
beenwrittenwithinayear. At any rate, youwon't givethemto
Jodin?They’ dfill abook, wouldn't they?’

“I supposeso. | don't know how muchit takestofill abook.”

“Not love-letters, you say?’

“Why?’ flashed from Glennard.

“Oh, nothing—only thebig publicissentimenta, andif they
were—why, you could get any money for Margaret Aubyn’s
love-letters”

Glennard wassilent.
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“Arethelettersinteresting inthemselves? | mean apart from
theassociation with her name?’

“I’'mnojudge.” Glennardtook up hishat and thrust himself
into hisovercoat. “1 daresay | sha’n’'t do anything about it.
And, Flamel—you won't mention thisto anyone?’

“Lord, no. Well, | congratulateyou. You' vegot abigthing.”
Flamel wassmiling at himfromthehearth.

Glennard, on thethreshold, forced aresponseto the smile,
whilehequestioned withloiteringindifference—"Finandidly, en?’

“Rather; | should say s0.”

Glennard’shand lingered on theknob. “How much—should
you say? You know about suchthings.”

“Oh, | should haveto seetheletters; but | should say—well,
if you' vegot enoughtofill abook andthey’ refairly readable,
and the book isbrought out at the right time—say ten thou-
sand down from the publisher, and possibly one or two more
inroydties. If you got the publishersbidding against each other
you might do even better; but of coursel’ mtakinginthedark.”

“Of course,” said Glennard, with sudden dizziness. Hishand
had dlipped from the knob and he stood staring down at the
exotic spirasof the Persian rug beneath hisfeet.
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“I’d haveto seetheletters,” Flamel repeated.

“Of course—you’ d haveto seethem... .” Glennard stam-
mered; and, without turning, heflung over hisshoulder aninar-
ticulate” Good-by... .
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V

THE LITTLE HousE, as Glennard strolled up to it between the
trees, seemed no morethan agay tent pitched against the sun-
shine. It had the crispness of afreshly starched summer gown,
and the geraniums on the verandabloomed as s multaneoudy
astheflowersin abonnet. The garden was prospering ab-
surdly. Seed they had sown at random—amid | aughing counter-
chargesof incompetence—had shot up infragrant defiance of
their blunders. Hesmiled to seetheclematisunfoldingitspunc-
tual wingsabout the porch. Thetiny lawn was smooth asa
shaven cheek, and acrimson rambler mounted to the nursery-
window of ababy who never cried. A breeze shook the aw-
ning abovethetea-table, and hiswife, ashedrew near, could
be seen bending above akettle that wasjust about to boil. So
vividly did thewhol e scene suggest the painted blissof astage
setting, that it would have been hardly surprising to see her
step forward among theflowersand trill out her virtuoushap-
pinessfromtheveranda-rail.

Thestaehest of thelong day intown, the dusty promiscuity
of the suburban train were now but the requisite foil to an
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evening of scented breezesand tranquil talk. They had been
married morethan ayear, and each home-coming still reflected
thefreshnessof their first day together. If, indeed, their happi-
ness had aflaw, it wasin resembling too closely the bright
impermanenceof their surroundings. Their loveasyet wasbut
thegay tent of holiday-makers.

Hiswifelooked up with asmile. Thecountry lifesuited her,
and her beauty had gained depth from agtilinessinwhich cer-
tain facesmight have grown opague.

“Areyou very tired?’ sheasked, pouring histea.

“Just enoughto enjoy this.” Herosefromthechair inwhich
he had thrown himself and bent over thetray for hiscream.
“You'vehadavisitor?’ hecommented, noticing ahaf-empty
cup beside her own.

“Only Mr. Hamdl,” shesaid, indifferently.

“Hamd?Agan?’

Sheanswered without show of surprise. “Heleft just now.
Hisyachtisdown at Laurel Bay and heborrowed atrap of the
Dreshamstodriveover here.”

Glennard made no comment, and shewent on, leaning her
head back against the cushions of her bamboo-seet, “Hewants
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ustogofor asail with him next Sunday.”

Glennard meditatively stirred histea. Hewastrying tothink
of themost natural and unartificial thingto say, and hisvoice
seemed to comefrom the outside, asthough hewere speaking
behind amarionette. “ Do you want to?’

“Just asyouplease,” shesad, compliantly. No affectation of
indifference could have been asbaffling asher compliance.
Glennard, of late, wasbeginning tofed that the surfacewhich,
ayear ago, he had takenfor asheet of clear glass, might, after
al, beamirror reflecting merely hisown conception of what
lay behindit.

“Doyoulike Flamel?” he suddenly asked; to which, still
engaged with her tea, shereturned thefeminineanswer—"1
thought youdid.”

“1 do, of course,” he agreed, vexed at hisown incorrigible
tendency to magnify Flamel’ simportance by hovering about
thetopic. “A sail would berather jolly; let’'sgo.”

Shemadeno reply and hedrew forth therolled-up evening
paperswhich hehad thrust into hispocket onleavingthetrain.
As he smoothed them out his own countenance seemed to
undergo the same process. He ran his eye down the list of
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stocksand Flamel’ simportunate personality receded behind
therowsof figures pushing forward into noticelike so many
bearersof good news. Glennard'sinvestmentswereflowering
like hisgarden: the dryest shares blossomed into dividends,
and agolden harvest awaited hissickle.

Heglanced at hiswifewith thetranquil air of themanwho
digests good luck as naturally asthe dry ground absorbs a
shower. “Thingsarelooking uncommonly well. | believewe
shall beableto gototownfor two or three months next winter
if wecanfind something cheap.”

Shesmiled luxurioudy: it waspleasant to beableto say, with
anair of balancing relative advantages, “ Redlly, onthebaby’s
account | shall beamost sorry; but if wedo go, there'sKate
Erskineéshouse... she'll let ushaveit for dmost nothing. .. .”

“Well, writeher about it,” herecommended, hiseyestravel-
ling onin search of the wesather report. He had turned to the
wrong page; and suddenly aline of black charactersleapt out
at himasfrom anambush.

“‘Margaret Aubyn'sLetters” Twovolumes. Out to-day. First
edition of five thousand sold out beforeleaving the press. Sec-
ond edition ready next week. The Book of the Year ... .”
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Helooked up stupidly. Hiswifedtill sat with her head thrown
back, her pure profile detached against the cushions. Shewas
smiling alittle over the prospect hislast words had opened.
Behind her head shiversof sun and shaderan acrossthe striped
awning. A row of maplesand aprivet hedgehid their neighbor’s
gables, giving them undivided possession of their |leafy half-
acre; and life, amoment before, had been like their plot of
ground, shut off, hedged in from importunities, impenetrably
hisand hers. Now it seemed to him that every maple-leaf,
every privet-bud, wasare entlesshuman gaze, pressing close
upon their privacy. It was asthough they sat inabrightly lit
room, uncurtained fromadarknessfull of hostilewatchers... .
Hiswifedtill smiled; and her unconsciousnessof danger seemed,
insomehorribleway, to put her beyondthereach of rescue. .. .

Hehad not known that it would belikethis. After thefirst
odiousweeks, spent in preparing thelettersfor publication, in
submitting them to Flamel, and in negotiating with the publish-
ers, thetransaction had dropped out of hisconsciousnessinto
that unvisited limbo to which werel egate the deedswewould
rather not have done but have no notion of undoing. Fromthe
moment he had obtained Miss Trent’spromisenot to sail with
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her aunt he had tried to imagine himself irrevocably commit-
ted. After that, heargued, hisfirst duty wasto her—shehad
become hisconscience. The sum obtained from the publishers
by Flamel’ sadroit manipul ationsand opportundy transferred
to Dindow’ssuccessful venture, dready yielded areturnwhich,
combined with Glennard’sprofessond earnings, took theedge
of compulsionfrom their way of living, making it appear the
expression of agraceful preferencefor smplicity. It wasthe
mitigated poverty which can subscribeto areview or two and
haveafew flowersonthedinner-table. And dready inasmall
way Glennard was beginning to feel the magnetic quality of
prosperity. Clientswho had passed hisdoor inthe hungry days
sought it out now that it bore the name of asuccessful man. It
wasunderstood that asmall inheritance, cleverly invested, was
the source of hisfortune; and therewasafeeling that aman
who could do sowell for himself waslikely to know how to
turn over other people’ smoney.

But it wasinthemoreintimate reward of hiswife' shappi-
nessthat Glennard tasted thefull flavor of success. Coming
out of conditionsso narrow that those he offered her seemed
gpacious, shefitted into her new lifewithout any of those mani-
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fest effortsat adjustment that are assoreto ahusband’spride
asthecritical rearrangement of the bridal furniture. She had
given him, instead, the delicate pleasure of watching her ex-
pand like asea-creaturerestored to itselement, stretching out
the atrophied tentacles of girlish vanity and enjoyment to the
rising tide of opportunity. And somehow—in thewindowless
inner call of hisconsciousnesswhere sdf-criticism cowered—
Glennard’scourse seemedjustified by itsmerely material suc-
cess. How could such acrop of innocent blessedness have
sprung fromtainted soil ?

Now HE HAD THE INJURED Sense of a man entrapped into a
disadvantageous bargain. He had not known it would belike
this andadull anger gathered at hisheart. Anger againg whom?
Against hiswife, for not knowing what he suffered? Against
Flamel, for being the unconsciousinstrument of hiswrong-
doing?Or against that mute memory to which hisown act had
suddenly given avoiceof accusation?Yes, that wasit; and his
punishment henceforth woul d bethe presence, the unescepable
presence, of thewoman he had so persistently evaded. She
would aways bethere now. It was asthough hehad married
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her instead of the other. It waswhat she had wayswanted—
to bewith him—and shehad gained her point at last. .. .

Hesprang up, asthoughinanimpulseof flight... . Thesud-
den movement lifted hiswife'slids, and sheasked, intheincu-
riousvoice of thewomanwhoselifeisenclosed inamagic
circleof prosperity—"Any news?’

“No—none—" hesaid, roused to asense of immediate peril.
The paperslay scattered at hisfeet—what if shewereto see
them? He stretched hisarm to gather them up, but his next
thought showed him thefutility of such concealment. Thesame
advertisement would appear every day, for weeksto come, in
every newspaper; how could heprevent her seeingit?Hecould
not awaysbehiding thepapersfromher... . Well, andwhat if
shedid seeit? It would signify nothing to her, the chances
were that she would never even read the book... . Asshe
ceased to bean eement of fear in hiscal culationsthe distance
between them seemed to lessen and he took her again, asit
were, into thecircle of hisconjugal protection... . Yet amo-
ment before he had dmost hated her! ... Helaughed aloud at
hissensdlessterrors... . Hewasoff hisbaance, decidedly.

“What areyou laughing at?’ sheasked.

29

Heexplained, elaborately, that hewaslaughing at therecol -
lection of an oldwomaninthetrain, an oldwomanwith alot of
bundles, who couldn’t find her ticket. .. . But somehow, inthe
telling, thehumor of thestory seemedto evaporate, and hefelt
theconventionality of her smile. Heglanced a hiswatch, “1an't
ittimeto dress?’

Sherosewith serenereluctance. “ It'sapity togoin. The
gardenlookssolovely.”

They lingered Sdeby Sde, surveyingtheir doman. Therewas
not spaceinit, at thishour, for the shadow of theelm-treeinthe
angleof thehedge; it crossed thelawn, cut theflower-border in
two, and ran up the side of the houseto the nursery window.
Shebent toflick acaterpillar from the honey-suckle; then, as
they turned indoors, “ If we meanto go on theyacht next Sun-
day,” shesuggested, “ oughtn’t youtolet Mr. Flame know?’

Glennard’s exasperation deflected suddenly. “ Of coursel
shall let himknow. Youdwaysseemtoimply that I’'mgoingto
do something rudeto FHlamd.”

Thewordsreverberated through her silence; shehad away
of thusleaving one spacein which to contemplate one’sfolly
at arm’slength. Glennard turned on hishedl and went upstairs.
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Ashedroppedintoachair beforehisdressing-tablehesaid to
himself that in thelast hour he had sounded the depthsof his
humiliation and that thelowest dregs of it, the very bottom-
dime, wasthe hateful necessity of having dways, aslong as
thetwo menlived, tobecivil to Barton Flamel.
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THe week IN TowN had been sultry, and the men, in the Sun-
day emancipation of whiteflannel and duck, filled the deck-
chairsof theyacht with their outstretched apathy, following,
through amist of cigarette-smoke, theflitting inconsequences
of thewomen. The part wasasmall one—Flamel had few
intimate friends—but composed of more heterogeneous at-
omsthan thelittle poolsinto which society usually runs. The
reaction from the chief episodeof hisearlier lifehad bredin
Glennard an uneasy distastefor any kind of personal saliency.
Clevernesswasuseful inbusiness; but insociety it seemed to
him asfutile asthe sham cascades formed by a stream that
might have been used to driveamill. Heliked the collective
point of view that goeswith the civilized uniformity of dress-
clothes, and hiswife sattitudeimplied the same preference;
yet they found themsalvesdipping moreand moreinto Hame's
intimacy. Alexahad onceor twice said that she enjoyed mest-
ing clever people; but her enjoyment took the negativeform of
asmiling receptivity; and Glennard felt agrowing preference
for thekind of peoplewho havetheir thinking donefor them
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by thecommunity.

Still, the deck of the yacht was a pleasant refuge from the
heat on shore, and hiswife sprofile, serendly projected againgt
the changing blue, lay on hisretinalike acool hand on the
nerves. He had never been more impressed by the kind of
absolutenessthat lifted her beauty abovethetransient effects
of other women, making the most harmoniousface seeman
accidentd collocation of features.

Theladieswho directly suggested thiscomparisonwereof a
kind accustomed to take similar riskswith moregratifying re-
aults. Mrs. Armiger had infact long been thetriumphant ater-
native of thosewho couldn’t “ see” AlexaGlennard’'slooks,
and Mrs. Touchett’sclaimsto consideration werefounded on
that distribution of effectswhichisthewonder of thosewho
admireahighly cultivated country. Thethird lady of thetrio
which Glennard'sfancy had put to such unflattering uses, was
bound by circumstancesto support the claims of the other
two. Thiswas Mrs. Dresham, the wife of the editor of the
Radiator. Mrs. Dresham wasalady who had rescued herself
from social obscurity by assuming therole of her husband's
exponent andinterpreter; and Dresham’sle surebeing devoted
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tothecultivation of remarkablewomen, hiswife sattitude com-
mitted her to the public celebration of their remarkableness. For
the concelvabletedium of thisduty, Mrs. Dreshamwasrepaid
by thefact that therewere peoplewho took her for aremark-
ablewoman; and who inturn probably purchased smilar dis-
tinctionwiththesmall changeof her reflectedimportance. Asto
theother ladiesof the party, they weresmply thewivesof some
of the men—the kind of women who expect to betalked to
collectively and to havetheir questionsleft unanswered.

Mrs. Armiger, thelatest embodiment of Dresham’ sinstinct
for theremarkable, wasan innocent beauty whofor yearshad
distilled dulnessamong aset of people now self-condemned
by their inability to appreciate her. Under Dresham’stutelage
she had devel oped into a“ thoughtful woman,” whoread his
leadersin the Radiator and bought the books herecommended.
When anew novel appeared, people wanted to know what
Mrs. Armiger thought of it; and ayoung gentleman who had
madeatripin Touraine had recently inscribed to her thewide-
margined result of hisexplorations.

Glennard, leaning back with hishead against therail and a
dit of fugitiveblue between hishaf-closed lids, vagudy wished



TheTouchstone

shewouldn’t spoil the afternoon by making peopletalk; though
he reduced hisannoyance to the minimum by not listening to
what was said, thereremained alatent irritation against the
generd futility of words.

Hiswife'sgift of slence seemed to him themost vivid com-
mentary ontheclumsnessof gpeech asameansof intercourse,
and hiseyeshad turned to her in renewed appreciation of this
finer faculty when Mrs. Armiger’svoiceadbruptly brought home
to himtheunderrated potentiditiesof language.

“You' veread them, of course, Mrs. Glennard?’ he heard
her ask; and, inreply to Alexa svagueinterrogation—"Why,
the* Aubyn L etters —it’ sthe only book peoplearetalking of
thisweek.”

Mrs. Dreshamimmediatdy saw her advantage. “ You haven't
read them?How very extraordinary! AsMrs. Armiger says,
thebook’sintheair; onebreathesitinliketheinfluenza.”

Glennard sat motionless, watching hiswife.

“Perhapsit hasn't reached the suburbsyet,” shesaid, with
her unruffled smile.

“Oh, do let me cometo you, then!” Mrs. Touchett cried;
“anything for achangeof air! I'm positively sick of the book
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and | can’t put it down. Can’t you sail usbeyond itsreach,
Mr. Hamd?’

Flamel shook hishead. “ Not even with thisbreeze. Litera-
turetravel sfaster than steam nowadays. Andtheworst of itis
that wecan't any of usgiveup reading; it'sasinsdiousasa
viceand astiresomeasavirtue.”

“1 believeitisavice, almost, to read such abook asthe
‘Letters,’” said Mrs. Touchett. “It’sthe woman’s soul, ab-
solutely torn up by theroots—her whole self laid bare; and
toamanwho evidently didn’t care; who couldn’t have cared.
| don’t meanto read another line; it'stoo much likelistening
at akeyhole.”

“Butif shewanted it published?’

“Wanted it? How do we know shedid?’

“Why, | heard she' d | eft thelettersto theman—whoever he
iIs—with directionsthat they should be published after his
desth—"

“I don't believeit,” Mrs. Touchett declared.

“He'sdead then, ishe?’ one of the men asked.

“Why, you don't supposeif heweredivehecould ever hold
up hishead again, with theselettersbeing read by everybody?’
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Mrs. Touchett protested. “ It must have been horrible enough
to know they’ d been written to him; but to publishthem! No
man could have doneit and no woman could havetold him
to—’

“Oh, come, come,” Dreshamjudicidly interposed; “ after dl,
they’renot love-letters.”

“No—that’stheworst of it; they’ reunloved letters,” Mrs.
Touchett retorted.

“Then, obvioudly, she needn’t have written them; whereas
theman, poor devil, could hardly help receiving them.”

“Perhaps he counted on the public to save him thetroubl e of
reading them,” said young Hartly, whowasinthecynical stage.

Mrs. Armiger turned her reproachful lovelinessto Dresham.
“Fromtheway you defend him, | believeyou know who heis”

Everyonelooked at Dresham, and hiswife smiled withthe
superior air of thewoman who isin her husband’s profes-
siond secrets. Dresham shrugged hisshoulders.

“What havel said to defend him?”

“You called himapoor devil—you pitied him.”

“A manwho could let Margaret Aubynwriteto himinthat
way?Of coursel pity him.”
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“Thenyou must know who heis,” cried Mrs. Armiger, with
atriumphant air of penetration.

Hartly and Flamel laughed and Dresham shook hishead.
“No one knows; not even the publishers; so they tell meat
leest.”

“Sothey tell youtotell us,” Hartly astutely amended; and
Mrs. Armiger added, with the appearance of carrying thear-
gument apoint farther, “But evenif he'sdead and she’'sdead,
somebody must havegiventhelettersto the publishers.”

“Alittlebird, probably,” said Dresham, smiling indulgently
on her deduction.

“A littlebird of prey then—avulture, | should say—" an-
other maninterpolated.

“Oh, I’'mnot withyouthere,” said Dresham, eadly. “ Those
lettersbel onged to the public.”

“How can any lettersbel ong to the public that weren't writ-
tento thepublic?’ Mrs. Touchett interposed.

“Well, thesewere, inasense. A persondlity ashbigasMar-
garet Aubyn’sbel ongsto theworld. Suchamindispart of the
general fund of thought. I1t’sthe penalty of greatness—one
becomes amonument historique. Posterity paysthe cost of
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keeping one up, but on condition that oneisawaysopento
thepublic.”

“1 don’t seethat that exoneratesthe man who givesup the
keysof thesanctuary, asit were.”

“Whowashe?’ another voiceinquired.

“Who washe?Oh, nobody, | fancy—theletter-box, thedlit
inthewall through which theletters passed to posterity ... .”

“But she never meant them for posterity!”

“ A woman shouldn’t write such lettersif shedoesn’'t mean
themto bepublished... .”

“She shouldn’t writethemto suchaman!” Mrs. Touchett
scornfully corrected.

“I never keepletters,” said Mrs. Armiger, under the obvious
impression that she was contributing avaluable point to the
discusson.

Therewasageneral laugh, and Flamel, who had not spo-
ken, said, lazily, “Youwomen aretoo incurably subjective. |
ventureto say that most menwould seeinthoselettersmerely
their immenseliterary value, their significance asdocuments.
The persona side doesn’t count wherethere' ssomuch else.”

“Oh, weall know you haven't any principles,” Mrs. Armiger
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declared; and AlexaGlennard, lifting anindolent smile, said: “I
shal never writeyou alove-letter, Mr. Flamel.”

Glennard moved away impatiently. Suchtalk wasastedious
asthebuzzing of gnats. Hewondered why hiswifehad wanted
to drag him on such a senseless expedition... . He hated
Flame’scrowd—and what businesshad Flamel himsdlf toin-
terferein that way, standing up for the publication of theletters
asthough Glennard needed hisdefence? ...

Glennard turned hishead and saw that Flamel had drawn a
seat to Alexa selbow and was speaking to her inalow tone.
The other groups had scattered, straying in twos aong the
deck. It came over Glennard that he should never again be
ableto see Flamel speaking to hiswifewithout the sense of
sick mistrust that now loosened hisjoints... .

ALEXA, THE NEXT MORNING, over their early breakfast, sur-
prised her husband by an unexpected request.
“Will you bring methoselettersfromtown?” she asked.
“What letters?’ he said, putting down hiscup. Hefelt
himself ashelplessly vulnerableasamanwhoislunged at
inthedark.



EdithWharton

“Mrs. Aubyn’s. The book they wereall talking about yes-
terday.”

Glennard, carefully measuring hissecond cup of tea, said,
with deliberation, “I didn’t know you cared about that sort of
thing.”

Shewas, infact, not agreat reader, and anew book seldom
reached her till it was, so to speak, on the home stretch; but
shereplied, with agentletenacity, “1 think it would interest me
because| read her lifelast year.”

“Her life? Wheredid you get that?’

“Someonelent it to mewhen it came out—Mr. Flamdl, |
think.”

Hisfirstimpulsewasto exclam, “Why thedevil do you bor-
row booksof Flamel?1 can buy you all youwant—" but he
fdthimsdf irresstibly forcedinto an attitude of smiling compli-
ance. “Flamel alwayshasthe newest booksgoing, hasn't he?
You must becareful, by theway, about returning what helends
you. He'srather crotchety about hislibrary.”

“Oh, I'm awaysvery careful,” she said, with atouch of
competencethat struck him; and she added, as he caught up
hishat: “Don’'t forget theletters.”
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Why had she asked for the book? Was her sudden wishto
seeit theresult of some hint of Flamel’s? Thethought turned
Glennard sick, but hepreserved sufficient lucidity totell himself,
amoment later, that hislast hopeof self-control would belost if
heyiel ded to thetemptation of seeing ahidden purposeinev-
erything shesaid and did. How much Flamel guessed, hehad
no meansof divining; nor could hepredicate, fromwhat heknew
of theman, to what use hisinferencesmight be put. Thevery
qualitiesthat had made Flamel auseful adviser madehimthe
most dangerousof accomplices. Glennard felt himself agrope
among dienforcesthat hisown act had setinmotion... .

Alexawasawoman of few requirements; but her wishes,
evenintrifles, had adefinitenessthat distinguished them from
thefluidimpulsesof her kind. Heknew that, having once asked
for the book, shewould not forget it; and he put aside, asan
ineffectua expedient, hismomentary ideaof applyingfor it at
thecirculating library and telling her that all the copieswere
out. If the book wasto be bought it had better be bought at
once. Heleft hisoffice earlier than usual and turnedin at the
first book-shop on hisway to thetrain. The show-window
was stacked with conspicuoudly | ettered volumes. “ Margaret
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Aubyn” flashed back at himin endlessrepetition. Heplunged
into theshop and came on acounter wherethe namereiterated
itself onrow after row of bindings. It seemed to havedriventhe
rest of literatureto the back shelves. He caught up acopy, toss-
ing the money to an astoni shed clerk who pursued himto the
door with the unheeded offer to wrap up thevolumes.

Inthe street hewas sei zed with asudden apprehension. What
if hewereto meet Flamel? The thought wasintolerable. He
called acab and drove straight to the station where, amid the
pam-leaf fansof aperspiring crowd, hewaited along half-
hour for histrainto start.

Hehad thrust avolumein either pocket and inthetrain he
dared not draw them out; but the detested words |leaped at
himfromthefoldsof theevening paper. Theair seemed full of
Margaret Aubyn’sname. Themotion of thetrainset it dancing
up and down on the page of amagazinethat amanin front of
himwasreading... .

At the door hewastold that Mrs. Glennard was still out,
and hewent upstairsto hisroom and dragged the booksfrom
hispocket. They lay onthetablebeforehimlikelivethingsthat
hefearedtotouch... . Atlength he opened thefirst volume. A
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familiar |etter sprang out at him, each word quickened by its
glaring garb of type. Thelittle broken phrasesfled acrossthe
page likewounded animalsintheopen... . Itwasahorrible
sight... . A battue of helplessthingsdriven savagely out of
shelter. Hehad not knownit would belikethis... .

Heunderstood now that, at themoment of sallingtheletters,
he had viewed thetransaction solely asit affected himself: as
an unfortunate blemish on an otherwise presentabl e record.
He had scarcely considered the act in relation to Margaret
Aubyn; for death, if it hallows, also makes innocuous.
Glennard’sGod wasagod of theliving, of theimmediate, the
actud, thetangible; al hisdayshehadlivedinthe presenceof
that god, heedless of thedivinitieswho, below the surface of
our deedsand passions, slently forge thefata weaponsof the
dead.
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A kNock RouseD HIM and looking up he saw hiswife. Hemet
her glanceinsilence, and shefdtered out, “Areyouill?’

Thewordsrestored hisself-possession. “111? Of coursenot.
They told meyou were out and | came upstairs.”

The books lay between them on the table; he wondered
when she would see them. She lingered tentatively on the
threshold, withtheair of leaving hisexplanation on hishands.
Shewas not the kind of woman who could be counted onto
fortify an excuse by appearing to disputeit.

“Wherehaveyou been?’ Glennard asked, moving forward
so that he obstructed her vision of the books.

“1 walked over to the Dreshamsfor tea.”

“1 can’t think what you seeinthose people,” hesaidwitha
shrug; adding, uncontrollably—" | suppose FHamel wasthere?’

“No; heleft ontheyacht thismorning.”

Ananswer so obstructing to the natural escapeof hisirrita
tion|eft Glennard with no momentary resource but thet of stroll-
ing impatiently to thewindow. Asher eyesfollowed himthey
lit onthe books.
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“Ah, you vebrought them! I'msoglad,” sheexclaimed.

Heanswered over hisshoulder, “ For awoman who never
readsyou makethe most astounding exceptions!”

Her smilewasan exasperating concessionto the probability
that it had been hot intown or that something had bothered him.

“Doyoumeanit’snot niceto want to read the book?’ she
asked. “Itwasnot niceto publishit, certainly; but after dl, I'm
not responsiblefor that, am 17?7’ She paused, and, ashe made
no answer, went on, still smiling, “1 do read sometimes, you
know; and I’m very fond of Margaret Aubyn’sbooks. | was
reading * Pomegranate Seed’ whenwefirst met. Don’t you
remember?1t wasthen you told meall about her.”

Glennard had turned back into the room and stood staring
at hiswife. “All about her?’ herepeated, and with thewords
remembrance cameto him. Hehad found Miss Trent one &f -
ternoon withthenovel in her hand, and moved by thelover’s
fatuousimpul seto associate himself in someway with what-
ever fillsthemind of the beloved, had broken through hisha-
bitua silence about the past. Rewarded by the consciousness
of figuringimpressively inMiss Trent’simagination hehad gone
on from one anecdoteto another, reviving dormant details of
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hisold Hillbridgelife, and pasturing hisvanity ontheeagerness
with which shereceived hisreminiscencesof abeing aready
clothedintheimpersondity of greatness.

Theincident had left no tracein hismind; but it sprang up
now like an old enemy, the more dangerousfor having been
forgotten. Theinstinct of self-preservation—sometimesthe
most perilousthat man can exercise—made him awkwardly
declare—"Oh, | used to see her at peopl €' shouses, that was
al;” and her slenceasusud leaving roomfor amultiplication
of blunders, headded, with increased indifference, “1 smply
can't seewhat you can find to interest you in such abook.”

She seemedto consder thisintently. “ You' veread it, then?”

“I glanced at it—I never read such things.”

“Isittruethat shedidn’t wishthelettersto be published?’

Glennard felt the sudden dizziness of the mountaineer ona
narrow ledge, and with it thesensethat hewaslost if helooked
morethan astep ahead.

“I"'msurel don’'t know,” he said; then, summoning asmile,
he passed hishand through her arm. “1 didn’t haveteaat the
Dreshams, you know; won’t you give me somenow?’ he
suggested.
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That evening Glennard, under pretext of work to bedone,
shut himself into thesmal study opening off thedrawing-room.
Ashegathered up hispapershe said to hiswife: “You' re not
goingto sitindoorson such anight asthis?!’ll join you pres-
ently outside.”

But she had drawn her armchair to the lamp. “1 want to
look a my book,” shesaid, taking up thefirst volume of the
“Letters.”

Glennard, with ashrug, withdrew into the study. “I’'mgo-
ing to shut thedoor; | want to bequiet,” he explained from
thethreshold; and she nodded without lifting her eyesfrom
the book.

Hesank into achair, staring aimlesdly at the outspread pa-
pers. How was heto work, while onthe other side of thedoor
shesat with that volumein her hand? The door did not shut her
out—hesaw her distinctly, felt her closeto himinacontact as
painful asthe pressureonabruise.

Thesensationwaspart of the genera strangenessthat made
himfed likeamanwaking fromalong deeptofind himsdfin
an unknown country among peopleof dientongue. Welivein
our own soulsasin an unmapped region, afew acresof which
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wehavecleared for our habitation; whileof the nature of those
nearest usweknow but the boundariesthat marchwith ours.
Of the pointsin hiswife' scharacter not in direct contact with
hisown, Glennard now discerned hisignorance; and the baf-
fling sense of her remotenesswasintengfied by thediscovery
that, in oneway, shewascloser to him than ever before. As
onemay livefor yearsin happy unconsciousness of the pos-
session of asensitive nerve, he had lived beside hiswifeun-
awarethat her individuality had becomeapart of thetexture
of hislife, ineradicableassomegrowth onavita organ; and he
now felt himsdlf at onceincapable of forecasting her judgment
and powerlessto evadeitseffects.

To escape, the next morning, the confidences of the break-
fast-table, hewent to town earlier than usual. Hiswife, who
read slowly, was given to talking over what sheread, and at
present hisfirst object in lifewasto postponetheinevitable
discussion of theletters. Thisingtinct of protectioninthe after-
noon, on hisway uptown, guided himtotheclubinsearchof a
man who might be persuaded to come out to the country to
dine. Theonly manintheclubwasFlamel.

Glennard, ashe heard himsalf dmost involuntarily pressing
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Flame to comeand dine, felt thefull irony of thesituation. To
use Flamel asashield against hiswife' sscrutiny wasonly a
shadelesshumiliating than to reckon on hiswifeasadefence
agang Flamel.

Hefdt acontradictory movement of annoyanceat thelatter’s
ready acceptance, and the two men drovein silenceto the
dation. Asthey passed thebooksal inthewaiting-room Hamel
lingered a moment and the eyes of both fell on Margaret
Aubyn’s name, conspicuously displayed above a counter
stacked with thefamiliar volumes.

“Weshall belate, you know,” Glennard remonstrated, pull-
ing out hiswatch.

“Goahead,” sad Hamd, imperturbably. “ | want to get some-
thing—"

Glennard turned on hishedl and walked down the platform.
Flamel rg oined himwith aninnocent-looking magazineinhis
hand; but Glennard dared not even glance at thecover, lest it
should show the syllableshefeared.

Thetrainwasfull of peoplethey knew, and they were kept
apart till it dropped them at thelittle suburban station. Asthey
strolled up the shaded hill, Glennard talked volubly, pointing
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out theimprovementsin the neighborhood, deploring thethreet-
ened gpproach of an electricrailway, and screening himself by
aseriesof reflex adjustmentsfrom theimminent risk of any
dlusontothe“Letters” FHame suffered hisdiscoursewiththe
bland inattention that weaccord totheaffairsof someonedse's
suburb, and they reached the shelter of Alexa stea-tablewith-
out aperceptibleturn toward the dreaded topic.

Thedinner passed off safely. Flamel, dwaysat hisbest in
Alexa spresence, gaveher thekind of attentionwhichislikea
beaconing light thrown on the speaker’ swords: hisanswers
seemed to bring out alatent significancein her phrases, asthe
sculptor draws hisstatuefrom the block. Glennard, under his
wife'scomposure, detected asensibility to thismanoeuvre,
and thediscovery waslikethelightning-flash acrossanoctur-
nal landscape. Thusfar these momentary illuminations had
served only to reved the strangeness of theintervening coun-
try: each fresh observation seemed to increase the sum-total
of hisignorance. Her smplicity of outlinewasmore puzzling
than acomplex surface. One may conceivably work one’s
way through alabyrinth; but Alexa scandor waslike asnow-
covered plain where, the road oncelost, there are no land-
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markstotravel by.

Dinner over, they returned to the veranda, whereamaoon,
rising behind the old em, was combining with that complaisant
tree aromantic enlargement of their borders. Glennard had
forgottenthecigars. Hewent to hisstudy to fetch them, andin
passing through the drawing-room he saw the second volume
of the* Letters’ lying openon hiswife' stable. He picked up
the book and looked at the date of the letter she had been
reading. It wasone of thelast ... he knew the few lines by
heart. He dropped the book and |eaned against thewal . Why
had heincluded that one among the others? Or wasit possible
that now they would al seemlikethat ...?

Alexa's voice came suddenly out of the dusk. “May
Touchett wasright—itislikelistening at akey-hole. | wish|
hadn’t read it!”

Flamel returned, in the leisurely tone of the man whose
phrasesare punctuated by acigarette, “ 1t seemssoto us, per-
haps, but to another generation the book will beaclassic.”

“Thenit ought not to have been publishedtill it had become
aclassic. It'shorrible, it'sdegrading amost, to read the se-
crets of awoman one might have known.” Sheadded, ina
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lower tone, “ Stephen did know her—"

“Didhe?’ camefromFHamd.

“Heknew her very well, at Hillbridge, yearsago. Thebook
has made him feel dreadfully ... hewouldn'treadit ... he
didn't want metoreadit. | didn’t understand at first, but now
| can see how horribly disloyal it must seemto him. It'sso
muchworseto surpriseafriend’ ssecretsthan astranger’s.”

“Oh, Glennard’' ssuch asenditivechap,” Flamel said, easily;
and Alexaamost rebukingly rgjoined, “ If you’ d known her
I’'msureyou’ dfed ashedoes....”

Glennard stood motionless, overcomeby thesingular infe-
licity withwhich he had contrived to put Flamel in possession
of thetwo pointsmost damaging to hiscase: thefact that he
had been afriend of Margaret Aubyn'’s, and that he had con-
ceded from Alexahisshareinthe publication of theletters. To
aman of lessthan Flamel’sastutenessit must now beclear to
whomtheletterswere addressed; and the possibility once sug-
gested, nothing could be easier than to confirmit by discreet
research. Animpulse of self-accusal drove Glennard to the
window. Why not anticipate betrayal by telling hiswifethe
truthin Flamel’s presence? If the man had adrop of decent
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feeling in him, such a course would be the surest means of
securing hissilence; and aboveal, it would rid Glennard of the
necessity of defending himself against the perpetud criticism
of hiswifeésbdief inhim... .

Theimpulsewas strong enoughto carry himto thewindow;
but there areaction of defiance set in. What had he done, after
al, to need defenceand explanation? Both Dreshamand Hame
had, in hishearing, declared the publication of thelettersto be
not only judtifiablebut obligatory; andif thedisnterestednessof
Flame’ sverdict might be questioned, Dresham’sat least repre-
sented theimpartial view of theman of letters. Asto Alexa's
words, they weresmply theconventiond utteranceof the* nice’
woman on aquestion aready decided for her by other “nice’
women. Shehad said the proper thing asmechanically asshe
would have put on theappropriate gown or written the correct
form of dinner-invitation. Glennard had small faithintheab-
stract judgmentsof the other sex; heknew that haf thewomen
who were horrified by the publication of Mrs. Aubyn'sletters
would have betrayed her secretswithout ascruple.

Thesudden lowering of hisemotional pitch brought apro-
portionaterelief. Hetold himself that now theworst wasover
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andthingswouldfal into perspectiveagan. Hiswifeand Hamel
had turned to other topics, and coming out ontheveranda, he
handed the cigarsto Flamel, saying, cheerfully—and yet he
could have sworn they were the last words he meant to ut-
terl—"L ook here, old man, beforeyou go downto Newport
you must come out and spend afew dayswith us—mustn’t
he, Alexa?’
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VI

GLENNARD HAD, PERHAPS UNconsciously, counted on the con-
tinuance of thiseasier mood. Hehad waystaken prideina
certain robustness of fibre that enabled him to harden himself
againgt theinevitable, to convert hisfailuresinto the building
materiasof success. Thoughit did not even now occur tohim
that what he called theinevitable had hitherto beenthedterna
tive he happened to prefer, hewasyet obscurely aware that
hispresent difficulty wasone not to be conjured by any affec-
tation of indifference. Some griefsbuild the soul aspacious
house—but in thismisery of Glennard’she could not stand
upright. It pressed against him at every turn. Hetold himself

that thiswas because there was no escape from thevisible
evidencesof hisact. The“Letters’ confronted him everywhere.

People who had never opened abook discussed them with
critical reservations; to have read them had become asocia

obligationin circlestowhichliterature never penetratesexcept
inapersona guise.

Glennarddidhimself injustice. it wasfromtheunexpected dis-
covery of hisown pettinessthat he chiefly suffered. Our self-
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esteemisapt to bebased on the hypothetica great act wehave
never had occasion to perform; and even the most self-scruti-
nizing modesty creditsitself negatively with ahigh standard of
conduct. Glennard had never thought himsdf ahero; but hehad
been certainthat hewasincapable of baseness. Weall likeour
wrong-doingsto have abecoming cut, to bemadeto order, as
itwere; and Glennard found himsalf suddenly thrust intoagarb
of dishonor surely meant for ameaner figure.
Theimmediateresult of hisfirst weeksof wretchednesswas
theresolveto gototown for thewinter. Heknew that sucha
coursewasjust beyond thelimit of prudence; but it was easy
toalay thefearsof Alexawho, scrupuloudly vigilantinthe
management of thehousehold, preserved theAmericanwife's
usud aoofnessfrom her husband’ sbusinesscares. Glennard
felt that he could not trust himself to awinter’ssolitudewith
her. He had an unspeakable dread of her |earning the truth
about theletters, yet could not besureof steding himself againgt
thesuicidal impulseof avowa. Hisvery soul wasparched for
sympathy; hethirsted for avoiceof pity and comprehension.
But would hiswifepity?Would sheunderstand?Again hefound
himsdlf brought up abruptly againgt hisincredibleignorance of
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her nature. Thefact that he knew well enough how shewould
behaveintheordinary emergenciesof life, that he could count,
insuch contingencies, onthekind of high courageand direct-
ness he had alwaysdivined in her, made him the more hope-
lessof her enteringinto thetorturous psychol ogy of anact that
he himself could no longer explain or understand. It would
have been easier had she been more complex, more femi-
nine—if he could have counted on her imaginative sympathy
or her moral obtuseness—but hewas sure of neither. Hewas
sureof nothing but that, for atime, hemust avoid her. Glennard
could not rid himself of thedelusion that by and by hisaction
would ceaseto makeitsconsequencesfet. Hewould not have
cared to own to himself that he counted onthedulling of his
senghbilities: hepreferred toindulgethevague hypothes sthat
extraneouscircumstanceswould somehow effacethe bl ot upon
his conscience. In hisworst moments of self-abasement he
tried tofind solacein the thought that Flamel had sanctioned
hiscourse. Flamédl, at the outset, must have guessed to whom
theletterswere addressed; yet neither then nor afterward had
he hesitated to advisetheir publication. Thisthought drew
Glennardto himinfitful impulsesof friendliness, from each of
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which therewasasharper reaction of distrust and aversion.
When Flamel was not at the house, he missed the support of
histacit connivance; when hewasthere, his presence seemed
theassartion of anintolerableclaim.

Early inthewinter the Glennardstook possession of thelittle
housethat wasto cost them dmost nothing. Thechangebrought
Glennardtheimmediaterdief of seeinglessof hiswife, and of
being protected, in her presence, by the multiplied preoccu-
pationsof townlife. Alexa, who could never appear hurried,
showed the smiling abstraction of apretty woman to whom
thesocid sdeof marriedlifehasnot lost itsnovety. Glennard,
with the recklessness of aman fresh from hisfirst financial
imprudence, encouraged her in such little extravagances as
her good sense at first resisted. Sincethey had cometo town,
he argued, they might aswell enjoy themselves. Hetook a
sympathetic view of the necessity of new gowns, hegaveher a
set of fursat Christmas, and before the New Year they had
agreed ontheobligation of adding aparlour-madtotheir small
establishment.

Providencethevery next day hastened to justify thismea-
sure by placing on Glennard’s breakfast-plate an envel ope
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bearing the name of the publishersto whom hehad sold Mrs.
Aubyn’sletters. It happened to be the only letter the early
post had brought, and he glanced acrossthetableat hiswife,
who had come down before him and had probably laid the
envelope on his plate. She was not the woman to ask awk-
ward questions, but hefelt the conjecture of her glance, and
hewas debating whether to affect surprise at thereceipt of the
|etter, or to passit off asabusiness communication that had
strayed to hishouse, when acheck fell fromtheenvelope. It
wastheroydty onthefirg edition of theletters. Hisfirst feding
wasoneof smplesatisfaction. Themoney had comewith such
infernd opportunenessthat hecould not helpwelcomingit. Be-
forelong, too, therewould bemore; heknew thebook was4till
sdling far beyond the publisher’sprevisions. He put the check
in hispocket and | eft theroomwithout looking at hiswife.
Ontheway to hisoffice the habitual reaction setin. The
money he had received wasthefirst tangible reminder that he
wasliving onthe sae of hissalf-esteem. Thethought of mate-
rial benefit had been overshadowed by hissenseof theintrin-
sic basenessof making thelettersknown; now he saw what an
element of sordidnessit added to the situation and how the
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fact that he needed the money, and must useit, pledged him
moreirrevocably than ever to the consequences of hisact. It
seemed to him, in that first hour of misery, that he had be-
trayed hisfriend anew.

When, that afternoon, he reached home earlier than usual,
Alexa sdrawing-roomwasfull of agayety that overflowedto
thestairs. Flamel, for awonder, was not there; but Dresham
and young Hartly, grouped about thetea-table, werereceiving
with resonant mirth anarrative delivered in thefluttered stac-
cato that made Mrs. Armiger’sconversation likethegacula-
tionsof astartled aviary.

She paused as Glennard entered, and he had timeto notice
that hiswife, who wasbus ed about thetea-tray, had not joined
inthelaughter of themen.

“Oh, goon, goon,” young Hartly rapturoudy groaned; and
Mrs. Armiger met Glennard’sinquiry withthedeprecating cry
that really shedidn’t seewhat therewastolaughat. “I’msure
| feed morelikecrying. | don’t know what | should havedone
if Alexahadn’t been hometo givemeacup of tea. My nerves
arein shreds—yes, another, dear, please—" and asGlennard
looked his perplexity, shewent on, after pondering onthe se-
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lection of asecond lump of sugar, “Why, I’ vejust comefrom
thereading, you know—thereading at the Wa dorf.”

“I haven’t beenintownlong enough to know anything,” said
Glennard, taking the cup hiswife handed him. “Who hasbeen
readingwhat?’

“That lovdy girl fromthe South—Georgie—Georgiewhat's
her name—Mrs. Dresham’s protegee—unless she’'syours,
Mr. Dresham! Why, the big ball-room was packed, and all
thewomenwerecrying likeidiots—it wasthemost harrowing
thing | ever heard—"

“What did you hear?” Glennard asked; and hiswifeinter-
posed: “Won't you haveanother bit of cake, Julia? Or, Stephen,
ring for somehot toast, please.” Her tone betrayed apolite s
tiety of thetopic under discussion. Glennard turned to the bell,
but Mrs. Armiger pursued himwith her lovely amazement.

“Why, the* Aubyn Letters’—didn’t you know about it? The
girl read them so beautifully that it wasquite horrible—I should
havefantedif there d been aman near enoughto carry meout.”

Hartly’sgleeredoubled, and Dresham said, jovialy, “How
likeyouwomentoraiseashriek over thebook andthendo dl
you canto encouragethe blatant publicity of thereadings!”
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Mrs. Armiger met him more than half-way on atorrent of
self-accusd. “ It washorrid; it wasdisgraceful. | told your wife
weought all to beashamed of ourselvesfor going, and | think
Alexawasquiteright to refuseto take any tickets—evenif it
wasfor acharity.”

“Oh,” her hostessmurmured, indifferently, “with mecharity
beginsat home. | can't afford emotional luxuries.”

“A charity? A charity?’ Hartly exulted. “| hadn’t seized the
full beauty of it. Reading poor Margaret Aubyn’slove-letters
at theWaldorf beforefive hundred peoplefor acharity! What
charity, dear Mrs. Armiger?’

“Why, theHomefor FriendlessWomen—"

“Itwaswdl chosen,” Dresham commented; and Hartly bur-
ied hismirthinthesofa-cushions.

Whenthey werea one Glennard, still holding hisuntouched
cup of tea, turned to hiswife, who sat slently behind thekettle.
“Who asked you to take aticket for that reading?’

“1 don’t know, really—Kate Dresham, | fancy. It wasshe
whogotitup.”

“It'sjust the sort of damnablevulgarity she'scapableof! It's
|oathsome—it'smonstrous—"
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Hiswife, without |ooking up, answered gravely, “| thought so
too. It wasfor that reason | didn’t go. But you must remember
that very few peoplefed about Mrs. Aubyn asyou do—"

Glennard managed to set down hiscup with asteady hand,
but the room swung round with him and he dropped into the
nearest chair. “Asl do?’ herepeated.

“1 mean that very few people knew her when shelivedin
New York. To most of the women who went to the reading
she was a mere name, too remote to have any personality.
Withme, of course, it wasdifferent—"

Glennard gaveher agtartledlook. “ Different?Why different?”

“Sinceyouwereher friend—"

“Her friend!” Hestood upimpatiently. “You speak asif she
had had only one—the most famouswoman of her day!” He
moved vaguely about theroom, bending downto look a some
booksonthetable. “1 hope,” headded, “you didn’'t givethat
asareason, by theway?’

“A reason?’

“For not going. A woman who givesreasonsfor getting
out of socia obligationsissureto make herself unpopular or
ridiculous.
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Thewordswere uncal culated; but in aninstant he saw that
they had strangely bridged the distance between hiswifeand
himself. Hefelt her close on him, likeapanting foe; and her
answer was aflash that showed the hand onthetrigger.

“I seem,” shesaid fromthethreshold, “to havedonebothin
giving my reasontoyou.”

THE FACT THAT THEY Were dining out that evening made it
easy for himto avoid Alexatill shecamedownstairsin her
opera-cloak. Mrs. Touchett, who was going to the samedin-
ner, had offered to call for her, and Glennard, refusing apre-
carious seat between theladies’ draperies, followed on foot.
Theevening wasinterminable. Thereading at the Waldorf, at
which all thewomen had been present, had revived thedis-
cussionof the* Aubyn Letters’ and Glennard, hearing hiswife
questioned asto her absence, felt himself miserably wishing
that she had gone, rather than that her staying away should
have been remarked. Hewasrapidly losing all sense of pro-
portion where the “ L etters” were concerned. He could no
longer hear them mentioned without suspecting apurposein
theallusion; heevenyielded himself for amoment to the ex-
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travagance of imagining that Mrs. Dresham, whom hedidiked,
had organized the reading in the hope of making him betray
himself—for hewas already surethat Dresham had divined
hissharein thetransaction.

The attempt to keep asmooth surface on thisinner tumult
wasasendlessand unavailing aseffortsmadein anightmare.
Helost all sense of what hewas saying to hisneighborsand
oncewhen helooked up hiswife' sglance struck him cold.

She sat nearly opposite him, at Flamel’s side, and it ap-
peared to Glennard that they had built about themselvesone
of thoseairy barriersof talk behind which two peoplecan say
what they please. Whilethereading was discussed they were
silent. Their silence seemed to Glennard amost cynical—it
stripped thelast disguisefrom their complicity. A throb of an-
ger rosein him, but suddenly it fell, and hefelt, with acurious
senseof reief, that at bottorm henolonger cared whether FHlamel
had told hiswife or not. The assumption that Flamel knew
about the letters had become afact to Glennard; and it now
seemed to him better that Alexashould know too.

Hewasfrightened at first by thediscovery of hisownindif-
ference. Thelast barriersof hiswill seemed to be breaking
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down beforeaflood of moral lassitude. How could he con-
tinueto play hispart, to keep hisfront to the enemy, with this
poison of indifference stealing through hisveins? Hetried to
brace himsealf with theremembrance of hiswife'sscorn. He
had not forgotten the note on which their conversation had
closed. If he had ever wondered how shewould receivethe
truth he wondered no longer—she would despise him. But
thislent anew insdiousnessto histemptation, since her con-
tempt would bearefugefrom hisown. Hesaid to himsdlf that,
since he no longer cared for the consequences, he could at
least acquit himsdlf of spesking in self-defence. What hewanted
now was not immunity but castigation: hiswife'sindignation
might till reconcilehimto himself. Thereinlay hisonehopeof
regeneration; her scornwasthemora antisepticthat heneeded,
her comprehensiontheonebamthat could hea him... .
When they |eft the dinner hewas so afraid of speaking that
helet her drivehomeaone, and went to the club with Flamel.
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IX

HEe rRose NEXT MORNING With the resolveto know what Alexa
thought of him. It wasnot anchoringinahaven, but lyingtoin
astorm—hefelt theneed of atemporary lull intheturmoil of
hissensations.

Hecamehomelate, for they weredining aoneand heknew
that they would have the evening together. When hefollowed
her to the drawing-room after dinner hethought himsalf onthe
point of speaking; but as she handed him hiscoffeehesaid,
involuntarily: “I shal haveto carry thisoff tothestudy, I’ vegot
alot of work to-night.”

Aloneinthe study he cursed hiscowardice. What wasit that
hadwithheld him?A certain bright unapproachableness seemed
to keep him at arm’slength. Shewas not the kind of woman
whose compassion could be circumvented; there was no
chance of dipping past the outposts, hewould never take her
by surprise. Well—why not face her, then? What he shrank
from could be no worse than what he was enduring. He had
pushed back hischair and turned to go upstairswhen anew
expedient presented itself. What if, instead of telling her, he
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weretolet her find out for herself and watch the effect of the
discovery before spesking?Inthisway hemadeover to chance
the burden of therevelation.

Theidea had been suggested by the sight of the formula
enclosing the publisher’scheck. He had deposited themoney,
but the noti ce accompanying it dropped from hisnote-case as
hecleared histablefor work. It wastheformulausua in such
casesand reveded clearly enough that hewasthe recipient of
aroyaty onMargaret Aubyn’sletters. It would beimpossible
for Alexato read it without understanding at once that the
letters had been written to him and that he had sold them... .

Hesat downstairstill he heard her ring for the parlor-maid
to put out the lights; then he went up to the drawing-room
with abundle of papersin hishand. Alexawasjust rising
from her seat and the lamplight fell onthe deep roll of hair
that overhung her brow likethe eaves of atemple. Her face
had often the high secluded look of ashrine; and it wasthis
touch of awein her beauty that now madehimfed himsalf on
thebrink of sacrilege.

L est thefedling should dominate him, hespokeat once. “1’ ve
brought you apiece of work—alot of old billsand thingsthat
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| want you to sort for me. Some are not worth keeping—»but
you' || be ableto judge of that. There may be aletter or two
among them—nothing of much account, but | don’t liketo
throw away the wholelot without having them looked over
and | haven'ttimetodoit myself.”

Heheld out the papersand shetook them with asmilethat
seemed to recognizeinthe service he asked thetacit intention
of making amendsfor theincident of the previousday.

“Areyou surel shal know whichto keep?’

“Oh, quitesure,” heanswered, easily—"and besides, none
areof muchimportance.”

Thenext morning heinvented an excusefor leaving thehouse
without seeing her, and when hereturned, just before dinner,
hefound avisitor’shat and stick inthehall. Thevisitor was
Flamel, who wasintheact of taking leave.

Hehad risen, but Alexaremained seated; and their attitude
gavetheimpression of acolloquy that had prolonged itself
beyond thelimits of speech. Both turned asurprised eyeon
Glennard and he had the sense of walking into aroom grown
suddenly empty, asthough their thoughtswere conspirators
dispersed by hisapproach. Hefelt the clutch of hisold fear.
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What if hiswife had already sorted the papers and had told
Flamel of her discovery? Well, it wasno newsto Flamel that
Glennardwasinreceipt of aroydty onthe“ Aubyn Letters” ...

A sudden resolveto know theworst made him lift hiseyes
to hiswifeasthe door closed on Flamel. But Alexahad risen
also, and bending over her writing-table, with her back to
Glennard, wasbeginning to speak precipitately.

“I"'mdining out to-night—you don’t mind my desertingyou?
Julia Armiger sent meword just now that she had an extra
ticket for thelast Ambrose concert. Shetold meto say how
sorry shewasthat she hadn’t two—»but | knew you wouldn’t
besorry!” Sheended with alaugh that had the effect of being
astrayed echo of Mrs. Armiger’s,; and before Glennard could
speak she had added, with her hand on thedoor, “Mr. Flamel
stayed solatethat I’ ve hardly timeto dress. The concert be-
ginsridiculoudy early, and Juliadinesat half-past seven—"

Glennard stood donein theempty room that seemed some-
how full of anironical consciousnessof what was happening.
“Shehatesme,” hemurmured. “ Shehatesme... .”

THE NEXT DAY Was Sunday, and Glennard purposely lingered
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latein hisroom. When he came downstairshiswifewasal-
ready seated at the breakfast-table. Shelifted her usua smile
to hisentrance and they took shelter inthe nearest topic, like
wayfarersovertaken by astorm. While helistened to her ac-
count of the concert he began to think that, after al, she had
not yet sorted the papers, and that her agitation of the previ-
ousday must be ascribed to another cause, in which perhaps
he had but an indirect concern. He wondered it had never
before occurred to him that Flamel wasthekind of manwho
might very well pleaseawoman at hisown expense, without
need of fortuitousassstance. If thispossibility cleared the out-
look it did not brightenit. Glennard merdly felt himsdlf |eft done
with hisbaseness.

Alexaleft the breskfast-table before him and when hewent
up to the drawing-room hefound her dressed to go out.

“Aren’'tyoualittleearly for church?’ heasked.

Shereplied that, on theway there, she meant to stop amo-
ment at her mother’s; and while shedrew on her gloves, he
fumbled among the knick-knacks on the mantel-piecefor a
matchtolight hiscigarette.

“Well, good-by,” shesaid, turning to go; and fromthethresh-
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old sheadded: “By theway, |’ ve sorted the papersyou gave
me. Thosethat | thought you would liketo keep are on your
study-table.” Shewent downstairsand he heard thedoor close
behind her.

She had sorted the papers—she knew, then—she must
know—and she had madeno sign!

Glennard, hehardly knew how, found himself oncemorein
the study. On thetablelay the packet he had given her. It was
much smaller—she had evidently gone over the paperswith
care, destroying the greater number. Heloosened theelastic
band and spread the remaining envelopeson hisdesk. The
publisher’snoticewasamong them.
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X

HiswirFe knew and shemadeno sgn. Glennard found himsdlf in
the case of the seafarer who, closing hiseyesat nightfall ona
scenehethinksto put leagues behind him before day, wakesto
aport-holeframing the same patch of shore. From thekind of
exdtationtowhich hisresolvehad lifted him hedroppedtoan
unreasoning apathy. Hisimpulse of confession had acted asa
drug to self-reproach. He had tried to shift aportion of hisbur-
dento hiswife sshouldersand now that she had tecitly refused
tocarry it, hefelt theload too heavy to betaken up again.

A fortunateinterval of hard work brought respitefromthis
phase of sterile misery. Hewent West to argue an important
case, wonit, and came back to fresh preoccupations. Hisown
affairswerethriving enoughto engrosshiminthe pausesof his
professiona work, and for over two monthshehad littletime
tolook himsdlf intheface. Not unnaturally—for hewasasyet
unskilledinthesubtletiesof introgpection—hemistook histem-
porary insensbility for agradual reviva of mord hedth.

Hetold himsdlf that he wasrecovering hissense of propor-
tion, gettingto seethingsinther truelight; andif henow thought
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of hisrash appeal to hiswife'ssympathy it wasasan act of
folly from the consequences of which he had been saved by
the providence that watches over madmen. He had littlelel-
sureto observe Alexa; but he concluded that the common-
sense momentarily denied him had counselled her uncritical
acceptance of theinevitable. If such aquality wasapoor sub-
stitute for the passionate justness that had once seemed to
characterize her, he accepted the alternative asapart of that
genera lowering of thekey that seemsneedful tothe mainte-
nanceof thematrimonia duet. What woman ever retained her
abdtract senseof justicewhereanother woman was concerned?
Possibly the thought that he had profited by Mrs. Aubyn’s
tendernesswasnot wholly disagreeableto hiswife.

When the pressure of work began to lessen, and hefound
himsdf, inthelengthening afternoons, ableto reach homesome-
what earlier, he noticed that thelittle drawing-room wasal -
waysfull and that heand hiswife sl domhad aneveningadone
together. When hewastired, as often happened, shewent out
aone; theideaof giving up an engagement to remainwith him
seemed not to occur to her. She had shown, asagirl, little
fondnessfor society, nor had she seemedtoregret it during
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theyear they had spent in the country. Hereflected, however,
that he was sharing the common ot of husbands, who prover-
bially mistakethe early ardors of housekeeping for asign of
settled domesticity. Alexa, at any rate, wasrefuting histheory
asincongderately asaseedling defeatsthe gardener’ sexpec-
tations. An undefinable changehad comeover her. Inonesense
it wasahappy one, since she had grown, if not handsomer, at
least morevivid and expressive; her beauty had becomemore
communicable: it wasasthough she had learned the conscious
exercise of intuitive attributes and now used her effectswith
thediscrimination of an artist skilled invalues. To adispas-
sionatecritic (as Glennard now rated himself) theart may at
timeshave been alittletoo obvious. Her attemptsat lightness
lacked spontaneity, and she sometimesrasped him by laugh-
ing like JuliaArmiger; but he had enough imagination to per-
ceivethat, inrespect of thewife'ssocia arts, ahusband nec-
essarily seesthewrong side of thetapestry.

Inthisironica estimateof their reation Glennard found him-
sdf srangdy relieved of dl concernasto hiswife sfedingsfor
Flame. From an Olympian pinnacleof indifferencehecamly
surveyed their inoffensive antics. It was surprising how his
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cheapening of hiswifeput himat easewith himsdf. Far ashe
and shewerefrom each other they yet had, in asense, thetacit
nearnessof complicity. Yes, they wereaccomplices; hecould
no more bejealous of her than she could despise him. The
jeal ousy that would once have seemed ablur on her whiteness
now appeared like atributeto idealsin which heno longer
believed... .

GLENNARD WAS LITTLE GIVEN to exploring the outskirts of lit-
erature. Heaways skipped the* literary notices’ inthe papers
and he had small leisurefor theintermittent pleasures of the
periodical. He had therefore no notion of the prolonged rever-
berationswhichthe® Aubyn Letters’ had awakenedinthe pre-
cinctsof criticism. When the book ceased to betalked about
he supposed it had ceased to be read; and this apparent sub-
sidence of the agitation about it brought the reassuring sense
that hehad exaggerateditsvitdity. Theconviction, if it did not
ease hisconscience, at least offered himtherelativerelief of
obscurity: hefelt likean offender taken down fromthe pillory
and thrust into the soothing darknessof acell.

But oneevening, when Alexahad |left himto goto adance,
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he chanced to turn over the magazines on her table, and the
copy of theHoroscope, to which hesettled downwith hiscigar,
confronted him, onitsfirst page, with aportrait of Margaret
Aubyn. It wasareproduction of the photograph that had stood
solong on hisdesk. Thedesiccating air of memory had turned
her into the mere abstraction of awoman, and thisunexpected
evocation seemed to bring her nearer than shehad ever beenin
life. Wasit because he understood her better? Helooked long
into her eyes, little personal traitsreached out to him like ca-
resses—thetired droop of her lids, her quick way of leaning
forward as she spoke, the movementsof her long expressive
hands. All that wasfemininein her, the quality hehad dways
missed, stoletoward himfrom her unreproachful gaze; and now
that it wastoolatelife had devel oped in him the subtler percep-
tionswhich could detect itin even thispoor semblance of her-
sdf. For amoment hefound consolation in thethought that, at
any cogt, they had thusbeen brought together; then aflood of
shamerushed over him. Facetofacewith her, hefethimsdf laid
bareto theinmost fold of consciousness. The shamewasdeep,
but it wasarenovating anguish; hewaslikeamanwhomintol-
erablepain hasroused from the creeping lethargy of death... .
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Herosenext morning to asfreshasenseof lifeasthough his
hour of mute communion with Margaret Aubyn had beena
more exquisiterenewal of their earlier meetings. Hiswaking
thought wasthat he must see her again; and as consciousness
affirmeditself hefdt anintensefear of losing the sense of her
nearness. But shewasdtill closeto him; her presenceremained
thesoleredlity inaworld of shadows. All through hisworking
hourshewasre-living with incredible minutenessevery inci-
dent of their obliterated past; asaman who hasmastered the
spirit of aforeign tongue turnswith renewed wonder to the
pageshisyouth hasplodded over. Inthislucidity of retrospec-
tionthemost trivia detail haditssignificance, and therapture
of recovery wasembittered to Glennard by the perception of
all that he had missed. He had been pitiably, grotesquely stu-
pid; and therewasirony in thethought that, but for thecrisis
through which hewaspassing, he might havelived onincom-
placentignorance of hisloss. It was asthough she had bought
himwith her blood... .

That evening heand Alexadined done. After dinner hefol-
lowed her to thedrawing-room. Henolonger felt the need of
avoiding her; hewashardly consciousof her presence. Aftera
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few wordsthey lapsedinto Silenceand hesat smokingwith his
eyesonthefire. [t wasnot that hewasunwilling totalk to her;
hefelt acuriousdesireto be askind as possible; but hewas
awaysforgetting that shewasthere. Her full bright presence,
throughwhichthecurrentsof lifeflowed sowarmly, had grown
astenuous as ashadow, and he saw so far beyond her—

Presently sherose and began to move about theroom. She
seemed to belooking for something and heroused himself to
ask what shewanted.

“Only thelast number of the Horoscope. | thought I’ d left it
onthistable.” Hesaid nothing, and shewent on: “ You haven't
seenit?’

“No,” hereturned coldly. Themagazinewaslockedin his
desk.

Hiswife had moved to the mantel-piece. She stood facing
him and as he looked up he met her tentative gaze. “1 was
reading anarticleinit—areview of Mrs. Aubyn’sletters,” she
added, dowly, with her deep, deliberate blush.

Glennard stooped to toss his cigar into thefire. Hefelt a
savage wish that shewould not speek the other woman'sname;
nothing el se seemed to matter. “ You seemto do alot of read-
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ing,” hesaid.

Shestill earnestly confronted him. 1 was keeping thisfor
you—I thought it might interest you,” shesaid, withan air of
gentleinsstence.

He stood up and turned away. He was sure she knew that
he had taken thereview and hefelt that he was beginning to
hate her again.

“I haven'ttimefor suchthings,” hesaid, indifferently. Ashe
moved to the door he heard her take a precipitate step for-
ward; then she paused and sank without speaking into the
chair fromwhich hehad risen.
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Xl

As GLENNARD, IN THE RAW February sunlight, mounted the
road to the cemetery, hefelt the beatitude that comeswith an
abrupt cessation of physical pain. He had reached the point
where self-analysis ceases, theimpul sethat moved himwas
purely intuitive. Hedid not even seek areasonfor it, beyond
the obviousonethat hisdesireto stand by Margaret Aubyn’s
grave was prompted by no attempt at asentimental repara-
tion, but rather by the vague need to affirm in someway the
redlity of thetie between them.

Theironica promiscuity of death had brought Mrs. Aubyn
back to sharethenarrow hospitdity of her husband’slast lodg-
ing; but though Glennard knew she had been buried near New
York hehad never visited her grave. Hewasoppressed, ashe
now threaded thelong avenues, by achilling vision of her re-
turn. Therewasno family tofollow her hearse; shehad died
aone, asshehad lived; and the* distingui shed mourners’ who
had formed the escort of the famouswriter knew nothing of
thewoman they werecommitting to thegrave. Glennard could
not even remember at what season she had been buried; but
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hismood indulged thefancy that it must have been on some
such day of harsh sunlight, theincisive February brightness
that gives perspicuity without warmth. The white avenues
gretched before him interminably, lined with stereotyped em-
blemsof affliction, asthough dl the platitudesever uttered had
been turned to marble and set up over the unresi sting dead.
Hereand there, no doubt, afrigid urn or aninsipid angel im-
prisoned somefine-fibred grief, asthe most hackneyed words
may becomethe vehicle of rare meanings; but for the most
part the endless alignment of monuments seemed to embody
those easy generalizationsabout death that do not disturb the
repose of theliving. Glennard'seye, ashefollowed theway
indicated to him, had ingtinctively sought somelow moundwith
aquiet headstone. He had forgotten that the dead seldom plan
their own houses, and with apang hediscovered thenamehe
sought on the cyclopean base of agranite shaft rearing itsag-
gressiveheight at theangle of two avenues.

“How shewould have hated it!” hemurmured.

A bench stood near and he seated himself. The monument
rosebeforehimlikesome pretentious uninhabited dwelling; he
could not believethat Margaret Aubynlay there. It wasaSun-
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day morning and black figuresmoved among the paths, plac-
ing flowerson thefrost-bound hillocks. Glennard noticed that
the neighboring graves had been thus newly dressed; and he
fancied ablind stir of expectancy through the sod, asthough
the bare mounds spread a parched surfaceto that commemo-
rativerain. Herose presently and walked back to the entrance
of the cemetery. Several greenhouses stood near the gates,
andturningin at thefirst he asked for someflowers.

“Anythingintheemblematicline?’ asked the anaemic man
behind thedripping counter.

Glennard shook hishead.

“Jugt cut flowers? Thisway, then.” Theflorist unlocked aglass
door and led him down amoist green aisle. The hot air was
choked withthe scent of whiteazal eas, whitelilies, whitelilacs,
dl theflowerswerewhite; they werelikeaprolongation, amys-
tica efflorescence, of thelong rowsof marbletombstones, and
their perfume seemed to cover an odor of decay. Therich at-
mosphere made Glennard dizzy. Asheleanedinthedoorpost,
waliting for theflowers, hehad apenetrating senseof Margaret
Aubyn’snearness—not theimponderabl e presence of hisinner
vision, but alifethat beat warminhisarms... .



EdithWharton

Thesharpair caught himashestepped out into it again. He
walked back and scattered the flowersover thegrave. The
edgesof thewhite petal sshrivelled like burnt paper inthecold;
and as hewatched them theillusion of her nearnessfaded,
shrank back frozen.

S7

X1l

THE MOTIVE OF HIS VISIT t0 the cemetery remained undefined
saveasafina effort of escapefrom hiswife sinexpressiveac-
ceptanceof hisshame. It seemed to himthat aslong ashe could
keep himsdlf divetothat shamehewould not wholly havesuc-
cumbed toitsconsequences. Hischief fear wasthat he should
becomethecreatureof hisact. Hiswife sindifferencedegraded
him; it seemedto put himonaleve with hisdishonor. Margaret
Aubynwould have abhorred thedeed in proportionto her pity
for theman. The sense of her potential pity drew him back to
her. The onewoman knew but did not understand,; the other, it
sometimes seemed, understood without knowing.

Initslast disguise of retrospectiveremorse, hissalf-pity af-
fected adesirefor solitudeand meditation. Helost himself in
morbid musings, infutilevisionsof what lifewith Margaret
Aubyn might have been. Therewere momentswhen, inthe
strange dislocation of hisview, thewrong he had done her
seemed atie between them.

Toindulgetheseemotionshefdll into the habit, on Sunday
afternoons, of solitary waksprolongedtill after dusk. Thedays
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werelengthening, therewasatouch of springintheair,andhis
wanderings now usually led himto the Park and itsoutlying
regions.

One Sunday, tired of aimlesslocomotion, hetook acab at
thePark gatesand et it carry him out to the RiversideDrive. It
wasagray afternoon streaked with east wind. Glennard'scab
advanced slowly, and as heleaned back, gazing with absent
intentness at the deserted pathsthat wound under bare boughs
between grassbanksof prematurevividness, hisattention was
arrested by two figureswalking ahead of him. Thiscouple,
who had the path to themseal ves,moved at an uneven pace, as
though adapting their gait to aconversation marked by medi-
tativeintervals. Now and then they paused, andin oneof these
pauses the lady, turning toward her companion, showed
Glennard theoutlineof hiswife' sprofile. ThemanwasHamd.

Theblood rushed to Glennard' sforehead. He sat upwitha
jerk and pushed back thelid in the roof of the hansom; but
when the cabman bent down he dropped into his seat without
speaking. Then, becoming conscious of the prolonged inter-
rogation of theliftedlid, hecaled out—" Turn—drive back—
anywhere—I’minahurry—"
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Asthe cab siwung round he caught alast glimpse of thetwo
figures. They had not moved; Alexa, with bent head, stood
ligening.

“My God, my God—" hegroaned.

It was hideous—it was abominable—he could not under-
gtand it. Thewoman was nothing to him—Iessthan nothing—
yet theblood hummedin hisearsand hung acloud beforehim.
Heknew it wasonly thestirring of the primal instinct, that it
had no moreto do with hisreasoning self than any reflex im-
pulseof thebody; but that merely lowered anguishto disgust.
Yes, it was disgust he felt—almost a physical nausea. The
poisonousfumesof lifewerein hislungs. Hewassick, unut-
terably sick... .

Hedrove home and went to hisroom. They weregivinga
little dinner that night, and when he came down the guests
werearriving. Helooked at hiswife: her beauty was extraor-
dinary, but it seemed to him the beauty of asmooth seaaong
anunlit coast. Shefrightened him.

Hesat late that night in hisstudy. He heard the parlor-maid
lock thefront door; then hiswifewent upstairsand thelights
were put out. Hisbrain waslike somegreat empty hal withan
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echoinit; onethought reverberated endlesdly ... . Atlengthhe
drew hischair to the table and began to write. He addressed
an envelopeand then dowly re-read what he had written.

“My Dear Flamel”

“Many apologiesfor not sending you sooner the enclosed
check, which representsthe customary percentageonthesae
of theLetters.”

“Trugting youwill excusetheoversight,

“Yourstruly,
“SXephen Glennard.”

Helet himself out of the darkened house and dropped the
|etter in the post-box at the corner.

THE NEXT AFTERNOON he was detained late at his office, and
ashewaspreparing toleave he heard someoneasking for him
in the outer room. He seated himself again and Flamel was
shownin.

Thetwo men, asGlennard pushed asdean obstructivechair,
had amoment to measure each other; then Flamel advanced,
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and drawing out hisnote-case, laid adip of paper onthe desk.

“My dear fellow, what on earth doesthismean?’ Glennard
recognized hischeck.

“That | wasremiss, ssimply. It ought to have goneto you
before”

Flamel’ stone had been that of unaffected surprise, but at
this his accent changed and he asked, quickly: “On what
ground?’

Glennard had moved away from the desk and stood leaning
against the calf-backed volumes of the bookcase. “ On the
ground that you sold Mrs. Aubyn’slettersfor me, and that |
find theintermediary in such casesisentitled to apercentage
onthesde”

Flamel paused beforeanswering. “ Youfind, you say. It'sa
recent discovery?’

“Obvioudy, from my not sending the check sooner. You see
I’m new to the business.”

“ And sincewhen have you discovered that therewas any
question of business, asfar as| wasconcerned?’

Glennard flushed and hisvoicerosedightly. “Areyou re-
proaching mefor not having remembered it sooner?’
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Flamel, who had spoken in the rapid repressed tone of a
man onthevergeof anger, sared amoment at thisand then, in
hisnatura voice, rejoined, good-humoredly, “ Upon my soul, |
don’t understand you!”

The change of key seemed to disconcert Glennard. “It’s
smpleenough—" hemuttered.

“ Simple enough—your offering memoney inreturnfor a
friendly service?| don’t know what your other friendsexpect!”

“Some of my friends wouldn’t have undertaken the job.
Those who would have done so would probably have ex-
pected to bepaid.”

Helifted hiseyesto Flamel and thetwo menlooked at each
other. Flamel had turned whiteand hislipsstirred, but heheld
histemperate note. “If you mean to imply that thejob wasnot
aniceone, you lay yourself opento theretort that you pro-
posedit. But for my part I’ venever seen, | never shdl see, any
reasonfor not publishingtheletters.”

“That'sjustit!”

“What—7?’

“The certainty of your not seeing waswhat made megoto
you. When aman’sgot stolen goodsto pawn hedoesn't take
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themtothe police-gation.”

“Stolen?” Flamel echoed. “ Theletterswerestolen?’

Glennard burst into acoarselaugh. “How much longer to
you expect meto keep up that pretence about theletters? You
knew well enoughthey werewrittentome.”

Flamel looked at himin silence. “Werethey?’ hesaid at
length. 1 didn’t know it.”

“Anddidn’t suspect it, | suppose,” Glennard sneered.

Theother wasagain sllent; thenhesaid, “1 may remind you
that, supposing | had felt any curiosity about the matter, | had
noway of finding out that theletterswerewrittentoyou. You
never showed metheoriginas.”

“What doesthat prove? Therewerefifty waysof finding
out. It'sthekind of thing onecaneasily do.”

Flamel glanced at him with contempt. “ Our ideas probably
differ astowhat aman can easily do. It would not have been
easy for me.”

Glennard' sanger venteditself inthewordsuppermostinhis
thought. “I1t may, then, interest you to hear that my wife does
know about the letters—hasknown for somemonths... .”

“Ah,” said the other, dowly. Glennard saw that, in hisblind
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clutch at aweapon, he had sei zed the one most apt to wound.
Flamel’smuscleswere under control, but hisface showed the
undefinable change produced by the dow infiltration of poi-
son. Every implication that the words contained had reached
itsmark; but Glennard felt that their obviousintention waslost
intheanguish of what they suggested. Hewas sure now that
Flamel would never have betrayed him; but theinferenceonly
madeawider outlet for hisanger. He paused breathlesdly for
FHamel to speak.

“If sheknows, it'snot through me.” It waswhat Glennard
had waited for.

“Through you, by God?Who said it wasthrough you? Do
you suppose | leave it to you, or to anybody else, for that
matter, to keep my wifeinformed of my actions?| didn’t sup-
pose even such egregious conceit as yours could delude a
mantothat degree!” Strugglingfor afootholdinthesmal land-
dide of hisdignity, he added, in asteadier tone, “My wife
learned thefactsfromme.”

Flame recaeived thisinslence. Theother’ soutbreak seemed
to havereinforced hissdlf-control, and when he spokeit was
with adeliberation implying that hiscoursewaschosen. “In
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that casel understand il less—”

“Sill less—?’

“Themeaning of this.” He pointed to the check. “Whenyou
began to speak | supposed you had meant it asabribe; now |
canonly infer it wasintended asarandom insult. In either
case, here smy answer.”

Hetorethedlip of paper intwo and tossed the fragments
acrossthe desk to Glennard. Then heturned and walked out
of theoffice.

Glennard dropped hishead on hishands. If hehad hoped to
restore his self-respect by the smple expedient of assailing
Flamel’s, theresult had not justified hisexpectation. Theblow
he had struck had blunted the edge of hisanger, and theun-
foreseen extent of thehurt inflicted did not dter thefact that his
weapon had broken in hishands. He saw now that hisrage
against Flamel wasonly thelast projection of apassionate
sdlf-disgust. Thisconsciousnessdid not dull hisdidikeof the
man; it smply madereprisd sineffectud. Hame’sunwilling-
nessto quarrel with himwasthelast stage of hisabasement.

Inthelight of thisfina humiliationhisassumption of hiswife's
indifferencestruck him ashardly so fatuousasthe sentimenta
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resuscitation of hispast. Hehad beenlivinginafactitiousworld
wherein hisemotionswerethe sycophantsof hisvanity, and it
waswithingtinctiverelief that hefelt itsruinscrash about his
head.

It was nearly dark when heleft his office, and he walked
dowly homeward in the complete mental abeyancethat fol-
lowson suchacrisis. Hewasnot aware that hewasthinking
of hiswife; yet when hereached hisown door hefound that, in
theinvoluntary readjustment of hisvision, shehad oncemore
becomethe centra point of consciousness.
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X111

IT HAD NEVER BEFORE Occurred to himthat shemight, after all,
have missed the purport of the document he had put in her
way. What if, in her hurried inspection of the papers, shehad
passed it over asrelated to the private business of somecli-
ent? What, for instance, wasto prevent her concluding that
Glennard wasthe counsel of the unknown person who had
soldthe“Aubyn Letters.” Thesubject wasonenot likely tofix
her attention—shewas not acuriouswoman.

Glennard at thispoint laid down hisfork and glanced at her
between the candle-shades. Thed ternative explanation of her
indifferencewasnot dow in presentingitself. Her head had the
samelistening droop aswhen hehad caught sight of her theday
beforein Hame’scompany; the attituderevived thevividness
of hisimpression. It wassmpleenough, after al. Shehad ceased
to carefor him because she cared for someoneese.

Ashefollowed her upstairshefelt asudden stirring of his
dormant anger. Hissentimentshad lost dl their factitiouscom-
plexity. Hehad aready acquitted her of any connivanceinhis
baseness, and hefelt only that heloved her and that she had
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escaped him. Thiswasnow, strangely enough, hisdominating
thought: the consciousnessthat he and she had passed through
thefusion of loveand had emerged from it asincommunicably
apart asthough the transmutation had never taken place. Ev-
ery other passion, hemused, |eft somemark upon the nature;
but love passed liketheflight of aship acrossthewaters.

She sank into her usual seat near thelamp, and he leaned
againg the chimney, moving about with aninattentive hand the
knick-knacksonthemantel.

Suddenly he caught sight of her reflectioninthemirror. She
waslooking at him. Heturned and their eyes met.

Hemoved acrossthe room and stood before her.

“There'ssomething that | want to say toyou,” hebeganina
low tone.

Sheheld hisgaze, but her color degpened. Henoticed again,
with ajed ous pang, how her beauty had gainedinwarmthand
meaning. It was asthough atransparent cup had beenfilled
withwine. Helooked at her ironicaly.

“1"venever prevented your seeing your friendshere,” he
brokeout. “Why doyou meet Hamel in out-of-the-way places?
Nothing makesawoman so cheap—"
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Sheroseabruptly and they faced each other afew feet gpart.

“What do you mean?’ sheasked.

“I saw youwith himlast Sunday onthe Riversde Drive,” he
went on, the utterance of the chargereviving hisanger.

“Ah,” shemurmured. Shesank into her chair again and began
to play with apaper-knifethat lay onthetableat her elbow.

Her silence exasperated him.

“Well?’ heburst out. “Isthat al you haveto say?’

“Doyouwishmeto explain?’ sheasked, proudly.

“Doyouimply | haven'ttheright to?’

“I'imply nothing. I will tell youwhatever youwishtoknow. |
went for awak with Mr. Flamel because he asked meto.”

“I didn’t supposeyou went uninvited. But thereare certain
thingsasensiblewoman doesn’t do. She doesn't slink about
in out-of-the-way streetswith men. Why couldn’t you have
seenhimhere?’

Shehesitated. “ Because hewanted to seemealone.”

“Didhe, indeed? And may | ask if you gratify al hiswishes
withequd dacrity?’

“I don’t know that he hasany otherswherel am concerned.”
She paused again and then continued, in alower voicethat
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somehow had an under-note of warning. “Hewished to bid
megood-by. He'sgoing away.”

Glennard turned on her astartled glance. “ Going away ?’

“He' sgoing to Europeto-morrow. Hegoesfor alongtime.
| supposed you knew.”

Thelast phraserevived hisirritation. “Youforget that | de-
pend onyou for my information about Flame . He' syour friend
and not mine. Infact, I’ ve sometimeswondered at your going
out of your way to beso civil to himwhenyoumust seeplainly
enoughthat | don’t likehim.”

Her answer to thiswas not immediate. She seemed to be
choosing her wordswith care, not so much for her own sake
asfor his, and hisexasperation wasincreased by the suspicion
that shewastryingto sparehim.

“Hewasyour friend beforehewasmine. | never knew him
till | wasmarried. It wasyou who brought him to the house
and who seemedtowish metolikehim.”

Glennard gaveashort laugh. The defence wasfeebler than
he had expected: shewas certainly not aclever woman.

“Your deferenceto my wishesisreally beautiful; but it snot
thefirs timeinhistory that aman hasmadeamistakeinintro-

64

ducing hisfriendsto hiswife. Youmust, a any rate, have seen
since then that my enthusiasm had cool ed; but so, perhaps,
hasyour eagernessto obligeme.”

Shemet thiswith asilence that seemed to rob the taunt of
haf itsefficacy.

“Isthat what youimply?’ hepressed her.

“No,” sheanswered with sudden directness. “ | noticed some
timeago that you seemed to didike him, but sincethen—"

“Well—sincethen?’

“I’veimagined that you had reasonsfor still wishing meto
becivil tohim, asyoucall it.”

“Ah,” said Glennard, with an effort at lightness; but hisirony
dropped, for somethingin her voicemadehimfed that heand
shestood at last in that naked desert of apprehension where
meaning skulksvainly behind speech.

“And why did you imaginethis?’ The blood mounted to
hisforehead. “ Because hetold you that | wasunder obliga-
tionstohim?’

Sheturned pale. “Under obligations?’

“Oh, don't let’sbeat about the bush. Didn’'t hetell you it
was| who published Mrs. Aubyn’sletters? Answer methat.”
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“No,” shesaid; and after amoment which seemed givento
theweighing of alternatives, sheadded: “No onetold me.”

“Youdidn't know then?’

She seemed to spesk withan effort. * Not until—not until—"

“Till I gaveyou those papersto sort?’

Her head sank.

“You understood then?’

“Ves”

Helooked at her immovableface. “Had you suspected—
before?’ wasd owly wrung fromhim.

“Attimes—yes—" Her voicedropped to awhisper.

“Why?From anything that wassaid—?"’

Therewasashadeof pity in her glance. “No onesaid any-
thing—no onetold meanything.” Shelooked away fromhim.
“It wasyour manner—"

“My manner?’

“Whenever thebook wasmentioned. Thingsyou said—once
or twice—your irritation—I can't explain—"

Glennard, unconscioudy, had moved nearer. He breathed
like a man who has been running. “You knew, then, you
knew”—he stammered. Theavowal of her lovefor Flamel

65

would have hurt himless, would have rendered her lessre-
mote. “You knew—you knew—" he repeated; and suddenly
hisanguish gathered voice. “My God!” hecried, “you sus-
pectedit first, you say—and then you knew it—thisdamnable,
thisaccursed thing; you knew it monthsago—it’smonthssince
| put that paper in your way—and yet you’ ve done nothing,
you' vesaid nothing, you' vemadeno sgn, you' velived long-
sideof measif it had made no difference—no differencein
either of our lives. What are you made of, | wonder? Don’'t
you seethe hideousignominy of it?Don’t you seehow you' ve
shared inmy disgrace? Or haven't you any sense of shame?”’

He preserved sufficient lucidity, asthewordspoured from
him, to seehow fataly they invited her derison; but something
told him they had both passed beyond the phase of obvious
retdiations, and that if any chordin her responded it would not
bethat of scorn.

Hewasright. Sherose dowly and moved toward him.

“Haven’t you had enough—without that?’ shesaid, ina
strangevoiceof pity.

Hestared at her. “Enough—7"

“Of misary...."
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Aniron band seemed |oosened from histemples. “You saw
then ...?" hewhispered.

“Oh, God—oh, God—" she sobbed. She dropped beside
him and hid her anguish against hisknees. They clung thusin
dlence, alongtime, driventogether downthesamefierceblast
of shame.

When at length shelifted her facehe averted his. Her scorn
would have hurt himlessthan thetearson hishands.

Shespokelanguidly, likeachild emerging fromapassion of
weeping. “ It wasfor themoney—?’

Hislipsshaped an assent.

“That wastheinheritance—that wemarried on?’

“Ves”

Shedrew back and roseto her feet. He sat watching her as
shewandered away from him.

“Youhateme,” brokefrom him.

Shemadeno answer.

“Say you hateme!” he persisted.

“That would have been so simple,” she answered with a
strange smile. Shedropped into achair near thewriting-table
and rested abowed forehead on her hand.
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“Wasit much—7?’ shebegan at length.

“Much—7?" hereturned, vaguely.

“Themoney.”

“Themoney?’ That part of it seemed to count solittlethat
for amoment hedid not follow her thought.

“It must be paid back,” sheinsisted. “Canyou doit?’

“Oh, yes,” hereturned, listlesdy. “I candoit.”

“I would makeany sacrificefor that!” sheurged.

Henodded. “ Of course.” He sat staring at her indry-eyed
sdlf-contempt. “ Do you count onitsmaking much difference?’

“Muchdifference?’

“Intheway | feel—or you fedl about me?’

Sheshook her head.

“It'stheleast part of it,” hegroaned.

“It'stheonly part wecanrepair.”

“Good heavend! If therewereany reparation—" Herose
quickly and crossed the space that divided them. “Why did
you never speak?’ he asked.

“Haven't you answered that yourself?’

“Answeredit?’

“Just now—whenyoutold meyoudidit for me.” Shepaused
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amoment and then went on with adeepening note—"1 would
have spokenif | could have hel ped you.”

“But you must have despised me.”

“I’vetold youthat would have beensmpler.”

“But how could you go on likethis—hating the money?’

“I knew youwould speak intime. | wanted you, first, to hate
itasl did.”

Hegazed at her with akind of awe. “ You' rewonderful,” he
murmured. “But you don't yet know the depths|’ vereached.”

Sheraised an entreating hand. “| don’t want to!”

“You'reafraid, then, that you' || hateme?’

“No—but that you' Il hate me. L et me understand without
your tellingme.”

“You can't. It'stoo base. | thought you didn’t care because
youloved Hamd.”

Sheblushed deeply. “Don’t—don't—" shewarned him.

“I haven't theright to, you mean?’

“I meanthat you' Il besorry.”

Hestood imploringly before her. “1 want to say something
worse—something moreoutrageous. If youdon't understand
thisyou' Il beperfectly judtified in ordering meout of thehouse.”
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Sheanswered himwithaglanceof divination. “1 shall under-
stand—but you' Il besorry.”

“I must take my chanceof that.” Hemoved away and tossed
the books about the table. Then he swung round and faced
her. “ DoesFlamel carefor you?’ he asked.

Her flush degpened, but shetill looked at himwithout anger.
“What would bethe use?’ shesaid with anote of sadness.

“Ah, 1 didn'task that,” he penitently murmured.

“Well, then—"

To thisadjuration he made no response beyond that of gaz-
ing at her with an eye which seemed now to view her asa
merefactor in animmenseredistribution of meanings.

“I insulted Flamel to-day. | let him seethat | suspected him
of having told you. | hated him because he knew about the
letters”

He caught the spreading horror of her eyes, and for anin-
stant he had to grapple with the new temptation they lit up.
Thenhesad, with an effort—"Don’t blame him—he' simpec-
cable. He helped meto get them published; but | lied to him
too; | pretended they werewritten to another man ... aman
whowasdead... .”
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Sheraised her aramsin agesturethat seemed toward off his
blows.

“You do despiseme!” heinsisted.

“Ah, that poor woman—that poor woman—" he heard her
murmur.

“1 spareno one, you see!” hetriumphed over her. She kept
her face hidden.

“You do hateme, you do despiseme!” hestrangely exulted.

“Besdlent!” shecommanded him; but he seemed no longer
consciousof any check on hisgathering purpose.

“Hecared for you—he cared for you,” herepeated, “and
henever told you of theletters—"

Shesprangto her feet. “How canyou?’ sheflamed. “How
dareyou? That—!”

Glennard wasashy pde. “It' saweapon ... likeanother... .”

“A scoundrel’sl”

Hesmiled wretchedly. “I should haveuseditin hisplace.”

“Stephen! Stephen!” shecried, asthoughto drowntheblas-
phemy on hislips. She swept to himwith arescuing gesture.
“Don’'t say suchthings. | forbid you! It degradesusboth.”

He put her back with trembling hands. “ Nothingthat | say of
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myself can degradeyou. We' reon different levels.”
“I’'monyours, whatever itis!”
Helifted hishead and their gaze flowed together.
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X1V

THE GrReAT RENEWALS take effect asimperceptibly asthefirst
workingsof spring. Glennard, though hefelt himself brought
nearer to hiswife, wastill, asit were, hardly within speaking
distance. Hewas but laboriously acquiring the rudiments of
their new medium of communi cation; and he had to gropefor
her through thedensefog of hishumiliation, thedistortingva:
por against which hispersonality loomed grotesque and mean.

Only the fact that we are unaware how well our nearest
know us enablesusto livewith them. Loveisthemost im-
pregnable refuge of self-esteem, and we hate the eye that
reachesto our nakedness. If Glennard did not hate hiswifeit
was slowly, sufferingly, that there was born in him that
profounder passonwhichmadehisearlier feding seemamere
commotion of the blood. Hewaslikeachild coming back to
the sense of an enve oping presence: her nearnesswasabreast
onwhich heleaned.

They did not, at first, talk much together, and each beat a
devioustrack about the outskirts of the subject that lay be-
tween them like ahaunted wood. But every word, every ac-
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tion, seemed to glance at it, to draw toward it, asthough a
fount of hedling sprang initspoisoned shade. If only they might
cut away through the thicket to that restoring spring!

Glennard, watching hiswifewiththeintentnessof awanderer
towhom no natural signisnegligible, saw that she had taken
temporary refugeinthe purpose of renouncing themoney. If
both, theoretically, owned theinefficacy of such amends, the
woman’'singtinctive subjectivenessmade her find relief inthis
crudeform of penance. Glennard saw that shemeant toliveas
frugally aspossibletill what she deemed their debt wasdis-
charged; and he prayed shemight not discover how far-reach-
ing, initsmerdly materia sense, wastheobligation shethushoped
toacquit. Her mind wasfixed onthesumorigindly paidfor the
letters, and thisheknew hecouldlay asideinayear or two. He
wastouched, meanwhile, by the spirit that madeher discardthe
petty luxurieswhich sheregarded asthesignsof their bondage.
Their shared renunciationsdrew her nearer to him, helped, in
their evidenceof her hel plessness, to restorethefull protecting
satureof hislove. And il they did not spesk.

It was several weekslater that, one afternoon by the draw-
ing-roomfire, shehanded him aletter that she had been read-
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ing when heentered.

“I’veheard from Mr. Flamel,” shesaid.

Glennard turned pale. It was asthough alatent presence
had suddenly become visibleto both. Hetook the letter me-
chanicdly.

“It'sfrom Smyrna,” shesaid. “Won't youreadit?’

Hehanded it back. “ You cantell me about it—hishand’sso
illegible.” Hewandered to the other end of theroom and then
turned and stood before her. “I’ ve been thinking of writing to
Flamd,” hesad.

Shelooked up.

“There'sonepoint,” he continued, slowly, “that | ought to
clear up. | told himyou’ d known about thelettersall dong; for
alongtime, at least; and | saw it hurt him horribly. It wasjust
what | meant to do, of course; but | can’t leave him to that
faseimpresson; | mustwritehim.”

Shereceived thiswithout outward movement, but he saw
that the depthswere stirred. At length shereturned, inahesi-
tatingtone, “Why doyou cal it afdseimpresson?l did know.”

“Yes, but I impliedyoudidn’t care.”

“Ah!”
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Hestill stood looking down on her. “Don’'t you want meto
setthat right?’ hetentatively pursued.

Shelifted her head and fixed him bravely. “Itisn’t neces-
sary,” shesaid.

Glennard flushed with the shock of theretort; then, witha
gestureof comprehension, “No,” hesaid, “withyouit couldn’t
be; but | might still set mysdlf right.”

Shelookeda himgently. “Don'tl,” shemurmured, “dothat?’

“Inbeingyoursalf merely? Al as, therehabilitation’stoo com-
plete! You make me seem—to myself even—what I’ m not;
what | can never be. | can't, at times, defend myself fromthe
delusion; but | can at least enlighten others.”

Theflood wasloosened, and knedling by her he caught her
hands. “ Don't you seethat it’sbecome an obsess on with me?
That if | could strip myself downto thelast lie—only there'd
aways be another oneleft under it'—and do penance naked
inthemarket-place, | should at least havetherdief of easing
one anguish by another? Don’t you seethat theworst of my
tortureistheimpossibility of suchamends?’

Her handslay in hiswithout returning pressure. “ Ah, poor
woman, poor woman,” heheard her sigh.
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“Don’t pity her, pity me! What havel doneto her or toyou,
after dl?You' rebothinaccessible! It wasmyself | sold.”

Hetook an abrupt turn away from her; then halted before
her again. “How much longer,” heburst out, “ do you suppose
you can stand it? You’ ve been magnificent, you' ve beenin-
spired, but what' sthe use?You can't wipe out theignominy of
it. It smiserablefor you andit doesher no good!”

Sheliftedavividface. “That'sthethought | can’t bear!” she
cried.

“What thought?’

“That it doesher nogood—d you' refeding, dl you' resuf-
fering. Canit bethat it makesno difference?’

Heavoided her challenging glance. “What'sdoneisdone,”
he muttered.

“Isit ever, quite, | wonder?’ she mused. He made no an-
swer and they lapsed into one of the pausesthat are asubter-
ranean channel of communiceation.

It was she who, after awhile, began to speak with anew
suffusing diffidencethat made him turn aroused eyeon her.

“Don’'tthey say,” sheasked, feeling her way asinakind of
tender apprehensiveness, “that theearly Chrigtians, instead of
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pulling down the heathen temples—thetemplesof theunclean
gods—purified them by turningthemtotheir ownuses?!’ve
awaysthought one might do that with one' sactions—the ac-
tions one loathes but can’t undo. One can make, | mean, a
wrong the door to other wrongsor animpassablewal | against
them....” Her voicewavered ontheword. “Wecan't dways
tear down thetempleswe ve built to the unclean gods, but we
can put good spiritsin the house of evil—the spiritsof mercy
and shame and understanding, that might never have cometo
usif wehadn't beenin such great need... .”

Shemoved over to himandlaid ahesitating hand onhis. His
head was bent and hedid not change hisattitude. Shesat down
bes dehimwithout speaking; but their slencesnow werefertile
asrain-clouds—they quickened the seedsof understanding.

Atlength helooked up. “I don’t know,” hesaid, “what spir-
itshavecometoliveinthehouseof evil that | built—but you're
thereand that’senough for me. It'sstrange,” hewent on after
another pause, “ shewished the best for me so often, and now,
at last, it's through her that it's come to me. But for her |
shouldn’t have known you—it’sthrough her that I’ vefound
you. Sometimes, do you know?—that makes it hardest—
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makes me most intolerableto myself. Can't you seethat it's
theworst thing I’ ve got to face? | sometimesthink | could
have borneit better if you hadn’t understood! | took every-
thing from her—everything—even to the poor shelter of loy-
alty she' dtrusted in—theonly thing | could haveleft herl—I
took everything from her, | deceived her, | despoiled her, |
destroyed her—and she’ sgiven meyouinreturn!”

Hiswife'scry caught himup. “Itisn’t that she'sgiven meto
you—itisthat she'sgivenyoutoyoursdf.” Sheleanedtohim
asthough swept forward on awave of pity. “Don’t you see,”
shewent on, ashiseyeshung on her, “that that’ sthe gift you
can't escapefrom, the debt you’ re pledged to acquit? Don’t
you seethat you’ ve never before been what shethought you,
and that now, so wonderfully, she’ smadeyouinto theman she
loved? That's worth suffering for, worth dying for, to a
woman—that'sthe gift shewould havewishedto give!”

“Ah,” hecried, “ but woeto him by whomit cometh. What
did| ever giveher?’

“Thehappinessof giving,” shesaid.
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