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Part I

IMPULSE





CHAPTER I

In Which the Romantic Hero is Conspicuous
BY His Absence

AS THE light fell on her face Gerty Bridewell
awoke, stifled a yawn with her pillow, and
remembered that she had been very unhappy

when she went to bed. That was only six hours
ago, and yet she felt now that her unhappiness and
the object of it, which was her husband, were of less
disturbing importance to her than the fact that she
must get up and stand for three minutes under the
shower bath in her dressing-room. With a sigh
she pressed the pillow more firmly under her cheek
and lay looking a little wistfully at her maid, who'
havmg drawn back the curtains at the window, stood
now regarding her with the discreet and confidential
smile which drew from her a protesting frown of
irritation.

"Well, I can't get up until I've had my coffee,"
she said in a voice which produced an effect of mourn-
ful brightness rather than of anger, "I haven't the
strength to put so much as my foot out of bed."

'

Her eyes followed the woman across the room and
through the door, and then, turning instinctively to
the broad mirror above her dressing table, hung
critically upon the brilliant red and white reflec-
tion m the glass. It was her comforting assurance

3
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that every woman looked her best in bed; and as shelay now. following the lines of her charm'ng W^beneath the satin coverlet, she found hersS won^e^mg not wxthout resentment, why the possessbn of abeau y so conspicuous should afford her only a sUghtand temporary satisfaction. Last week a womanwhom she knew had had her nose broken in an auto"mobile accident, and as she remembered tWs iteemed to her that the mere fact of her undisfig^redfeatures was sufficient to be the cause of jS
gratitude. But this, she knew, was not so. for herface was perfectly unharmed; and yet she elt that

Here she paused for an instant in order to establishherself securely in her argument, for. though sh.could by no stretch of the imagination regard timind as of ameditative cast, there are hourrw^neven to the most flippant experience wears the borrowed mantle of philosophy. Abstract theorL oconduct diverted her b.t little; what she wanted wL

fn th. !!
^h^^anted. she repeated, as if to drive

n the ITI "^'^' '"^' '^^°"' ^'^ '- ^- -^ happy

he mi.ht h 'T^'"" "' ^'^ ^^^ *°^<^ h--lf thai

L..1 w, . '^ ^' >^"' '^^ ^^t^^l was only theIdeal. Why. for instance, when she had been wreLedwith but one man on the box. should the addit^nof a second livery fail to produce in her tS contnt-ment of which she had often dreamed while shedisconsolately regarded a single pair of slouldei.That happiness did not masquerade in livery she hadlearned since she had triumphantly ma^ied the
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richest man she knew, and the admission of this
brought her almost with a jump to the bitter con-
clusion of her unanswerable logic-for the satisfaction
which was not to be found in a footman was absent
as we 1 from the imposing figure of Perry Bridewell
himself. Yet she told herself that she would have
married him had he possessed merely the historical
penny, and the restless infatuation of those first
months was still sufficiently alive to lend the colour of
Its pleasing torment to her existence.

Lying there, in her French embroidered night
dress, with her brilliant red hair pushed back from
her forehead, she began idly to follow the histories
of the people whom she knew, and it seemed to her
that each of them was in some particular circumstance
more xortunatc than she. But she would have changed
place with none, not even with her best friend. Laura
Wilde, who was perfectly content because she lived
buried away in Gramercy Park and wrote vague
beautiful verse that nobody ever read. Laura filled as
httle part in what she called "the world" as Gramercy
Park occupied in modern progress, yet it was not with-
out a faint impulse of envy that Gerty recalled now the
grave old house mantled in brown creepers and the
cheerful firelit room in which Laura lived The
peace which she had missed in the thought of her
husband came back to her with the first recollection of
her friend, and her hard bright eyes softened a httle
while she dwelt on the vivid face of the woman towhom she clung because of her very unlikeness to
herself. Gradually out of the mist of her unhappiness
the figure of Laura rose in the mirror before her, and
she saw clearly her large white forehead under the
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dark wing-like waves of hair, the singular intentness
Of her eyes, and the rapt expectancy of look in which
her features were lost as in a general vagueness of
light.

Though it was twenty years since she had first
seen Laura Wilde as a child of ten. the meeting came
to her suddenly with all the bright clearness of an
mcident of yesterday. She remembered herself as
a weak, bedraggled little girl, in wet slippers, who
was led by a careless nurse to a strange German
school; and she felt again the agony of curiosity with
which, after the first blank wonder was over she had
stared at the children who hung whispering 'together
in the centre of the room. As she looked a panic
terror seized her like a wild beast, and she threw up
her hands and turned to rush away to the reassuring
presence of grown up creatures, when from the
midst of the whispering group a little dark girl, in an
ugly brown frock, ran up to her and folded her in
her arms.

"I shall love you best of all because you are so
beautiful," said the little dark girl, "and I will do all
your sums and even eat your sausage for you"
Then she had kissed her and brought her to the stove
and knelt down on the floor to take off her wet
slippers. To this day Gerty had always thought of
her fnend as the little girl who had shut her eyes and
gulped down those terrible sausages for her behind
her teacher's back.

The maid brought the coffee, and while she sat up
to dnnk it the door of her husband's dressing-room
opened and he came in and stood, large, florid and
impressive, beside her bed.
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"I'm afraid I shan't get back to luncheon," he
remarked, as he settled his ample, carefully groomed
body in his clothes with a comfortable shake, "there's
a chap from the country Pierce has sent to me with a
letter and I'll be obliged to feed him at the club,
but—to tell the truth—there's so little one can get
really fit at this season."

To a man for whom the pleasures of the table
represented the larger share of his daily enjoyment,
this was a question not without a serious importance
of its own; and while he paused to settle it he stood,
squaring his chest, with an expression of decided an-
noyance on his handsome, good-humored face.
Then, having made a satisfactory choice of dishes, his
features recovered their usual look of genial content-
ment, and he felt carelessly in his pocket for the let-
ter which he presently produced and laid on Gerty's
pillow. His life had corresponded so evenly with
his bodily impulses that the perfection of the adjust-
ment had produced in him the amiable exterior of an
animal that is never crossed. It was a case in which
supreme selfishness exerted the effect of personality.
Leaving the letter where he had placed it, Gerty

sat sipping her coffee while she looked up at him with
the candid cynicism which lent a piquant charm
to the almost doll-like regularity of her features.
"You did not get three hours sleep and yet you're

so fresh you smell of soap," she observed as an
indignant protest, "while I've had six and I'm still

too tired to move."
"Oh, I'm all right—I never let myself get seedy,"

returned Perry, with his loud though pleasant laugh.
"That's the mistake all you women make."
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Half closing her eyes Gerty leaned back and sur-
veyed him with a curious detachment—almost as
if he were an important piece of architecture which
she had been recommended to admire and to which
she was patiently trying in vain to adjust her baffled
vision. The smaller she screwed her gaze the more
remotely magnificent loomed his proportions.
"How you manage it is more than I can under-

stand," she said.

Perry stared for a moment in an amiable vacancy
at the coffee pot. Then she watched the animation
move feebly in his face, while he pulled at his short
fair moustache with a characteristic masculine gesture.
Physically, she admitted, he had never appeared to
a oetter advantage in her eyes.

"By the way, I had a game of billiards with
Kemper and we talked pretty late." he said, as if
evolving the explanation for which she had not asked.
"He got back from Europe yesterday you know."
"He did Her indifferent gaiety played like

harmless lightnmg around his massive bulk. "Then
we may presume, I suppose, on Madame Alta for
the opera season.?"

^^

He met the question with an admiring chuckle.
"Do you really mean you think he's been abroad
with her all this time?"

"Well, what else did he get his divorce for?" she
demanded, with the utter disillusion of knowledge
which she had found to be her most effective pose.

^^

Perry's chuckle swelled suddenly into a roar.
" Good Lord, how women talk! " he burst out. " Whyi
Arnold has been divorced ten years and he never
laid eyes on Jennie Alta till she sang over here three

i
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yean, ago^ There was nothing in it except that hehked to be seen with a celebrity-most men do.
But. my dear g,rl," he concluded in a kind of awful
reverence, 'what a tongue you've got. It's a jolly
good thmg for me that I'm your husband or you

my ba"ci

•'*'"' ""' ^ ^^""""^ ^^'"^ °^ reputation to

His humor held him convulsed for several minutes
during which mterval Gerty continued to regard him'with her piquant cynicism.

"Well, if it wasn't Madame Alta it was someb jvwho IS voiceless," she retorted coolly, "i ^erelvmeant that there must have been a reason "

"Oh. your 'reasons'l" ejaculated Perry Thenhe stooped and gave the letter lying on Gerty's pillowa filip from his large pink forefinger. "You haven't
told me what you think of this?" he said

Picking up the letter Gerty unfolded it and read itslowly through from start to finish, the little ripple

plr^ed ifps.

'"^^''"^'"' "°^^^"^ ^^^ ^ecrossing her

Ravens Nest,
Fauquier County, Virginia,

%t r, T, December 26. 10My Dear Perry: Nobody, of course, ever accused you" ofbeing literary, nor. thank Heaven, have I fallen under th^taspersion-but, since the shortest road to success^ms to

rive a :;::rr'""' '' '^^ ^^^^^^^ *° -« that yoTmLSpve a soaal shove or two to the chap who will hand vou thi,letter sometime after the New Year ^ ''

the"tLZlVf
^'-

^'°T ^''"*' ^" ^^^ ^"^ ^ «"le way upthe turnpike from me, has an enchanting mother, and showss^ptoms of being already inoculated with th^littZ
values in hterature. and consequently can't tell wtetW
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he IS an mglonous Shakespeare or a subject for the daily
press. His mother assures me that he has already written
a play worthy to stand beside Hamlet-but, though she isa charmmg lady, I'm hardly convinced by her opinion The
fact remams. however, that he is going to New York to becomea playwnght, and that he has two idols in the market place
which, I fancy, you may be predestined to see demolishedHe ,s simply off his head to meet Roger Adams, the editor
of TA^-somethmg or other I never heard of-and-remember
your budding days and be charitable-a lady who writespoems and signs herself Laura Wilde. I prepared him
for the inevitable catastrophe by assuring him that theharmless Mr. Adams eats with his knife, and that the ladv
as she vmtes books, isn't worth much at love-making-the
purpose-for which woman was created by God and cultivated

fahh?^"
^^^' *^°"^^* *^* ^°"°^ "^ * P^°P^® °^ Sreat

T
^^^""^ ""^ *° ^"- 2"de^e". whom I haven't seen since

i had the honour of assisting at the wedding.

Yours ever,

Beverly Pierce.

As she finished her reading. Gerty broke into a
laugh and carelessly threw the letter aside on the
blue satin quilt.

"I'm glad to hear that somebody has read Laura's
poems," she observed.

"But what in thunder am I to do with the chap?"
enquired Perry. "God knows I don't go in for
hterature, and that's all he's good for I dare say."
"Oh. well, he can eat, I guess," commented Gerty

with consoling irony.

"I've asked Roger Adams to luncheon," pursued
Perry, too concerned to resent her lack of sympathy
but there are nine chances to one that he will stav

away." '

"Experience has taught me," rejoined Gerty
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sweetly, "that your friend Ad.~.
counted on to^Jy^wt Z ''" ^ '^""'"""^

resumed after a nL,Z^'^'... v'™"
'"°^'" «•«

•^'s probably ti TaS e" t „» ^f
"' "*"* '"-«''

I emetines seriously wondHw" acquaintance,

A flush of anger darWH P /°!' '" ^ ^"
this sudden change ga^S "^ ' *" ''^' ""^
"I'd like to know tfrr»h^

an ahnost brutal look.

the beJthat st "^ue " ™'^ '^' ^'""'^

eJatrhi.^rrott*^?;ir„^rb^""'''r

•^"^ecktle'fpt^'tn^ *?" '"™'- » -««=<»

»^^.c.,and^:srre^,----^.s

•oo^'tSdi'lI^t/tr^^^'oseyour

eSo?-: I'tSWd^^r^J r=» '"'««'«'"

fatigue that was moral rather ,f
?P"'=''' '^ "

back again and Tr^/t V^" P''^"^^'' 'li^ 'ell

nirror. fethemoT r' ^T """'^ '"" the

hour came and ;e^™'?it^'^™'^• **' ""'>»

' ^eiax in despair from the fruitlessnes«! of hJdeavor—and the tp^uU r.t *i>- "'r~.
«ss of her en-^^e result of thjs brief withdrawal was
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apparent in the order which she gave the footman
before the open door of her carriage.

"To Miss Wilde's first"—the words ended abruptly
and she turned eagerly, with outstretched hand, to a
man who had hturied toward her from the comer of
Fifth Avenue.

"So you haven't forgotten me in six months,
Arnold," she said, with a sweetness in whicTf there
was an almost imperceptible tone of bitterness.

He took her hand in both of his, pressing it for an
instant in a quick muscular grasp which had in it

something of the nervous vigor that lent a pectiliar

vibrant quality to his voice.

"And I couldn't have done it in six years," he
replied, as a singularly charming smile illumined his
forcible rather than regular features, and brought out
the genial irony in his expressive light gray eyes.
"If I'd gone to Europe to forget you it would have
been time thrown away, but I had something better
on my hands than that—I've been buying French
racing automobiles "

As he finished he gave an impatient jerk to the
carriage door, a movement which, like all his gestures,
sprang from the nervous energy that found its out-
let in the magnetism of his personality. People
sometimes said that he resembled Perry Bridewell,
who was, in fact, his distant cousin, but the likeness
consisted solely in a certain evident possession of
virile power—o quality which women are accustomed
to describe as masculine. He was not tall, and yet
he gave an impression of bigness; away from him one
invariably thought of him as of unusual proportions,
but, standing by his side, he was found to be hardly
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Md shoulders the sLh," ''^^"' °' *^^ "=>««

brows and the'.to:s 'C,?Xn«h °A"^
"^^^

chin, all combined to empiiTXt aL ''" ''"'

ardent vitality which ha, »r^.T^ ^PP^wance of

imagination o^ women S "" ™ """^'^ *» «"=

faint suggestion of .^eltyl^ t'l^ r*"" ff' '^^ »
under his short bro™ „„ . t '^ °' ^ """"th
of <ietracting1„T"heTh:^^''^;

but *">!= -'^-^
threw into greater rel,>f ,h •

. ' ««^«sed only
smile.

"'" '*' eemal brightness of his

Now Gerty, glancing up at him ,
>.ttle curiously, the wWs^„" ^InTrt^'f

"
absence. There wa«! aiw

reason for his long

when it blew^o^„„'':f^; "°""\" » "•= -"^
generally consid^dt^reld^T'^''' *"'"'«'' ^ "«
indifference of a :S„ to Ih f

'"'' "'" "'^ ^ithe
come easily. Ho^as^y^"" /!7-- '-""^ •-
dered, thoueh she h^Ti jf^ * ^o^'times won-
dim s^nise*" tn^ea^'l^ "'l^"^ =° -°"-'' ^ a
considerable perTd'Ci whiTrdT ""' "" ^
and she remembered now thlt 2. ^ P^^'""'
iad secured a divorce fmmh

*°"/'"s ago Kemper
court. There hldtefn1 7^° T '""^ ^^*'"'
damning charges on euL "de a'n'd ,T'^''

""
^marked at the time tw thl o ^ "'' "" ""ad

for a separation ^Z^^^t^l'^'''' ^"'"'
Pown jealous of hJt u jl " Kemper had
Since tien oX a^d v^td"' '

'""-^™" "^^-
Genys ears, until fcfiJt^^^'r "^^ '"^^'»"'

gale concerning a certato M^H i,™ ^ '''"'^'"«

melting sopra.^ pa2s ri» ?
'^"^' "'"' "»gP ano parts m Itahan opera. Then this
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too, had passed, and, with the short memory of city

livers, Gerty had forgotten alike the gossip and the

heroines of the gossip, until she noted now the lines

of deeper harassment in Kemper's face. These com-

ing so suddenly after six months of Europe caused her

to wonder if the affair with the prima donna had been

really an entanglement of the heart.

"Well, I may not be as fast as an automobile," she

presently admitted.

"But you're twice as dangerous," he retorted

gaily.

For an instant the pleasant humour in his eyes

held her speechless.

"Ah, well, you aren't a coward," she answered

coolly enough at last. Then her tone changed, and

as she settled herself under her fur rugs she made a

cordial inviting gestvire. "Come in with me and

I'll take you to Laura Wilde's," she said; "she's a

genius, and you ought to know her before the world

finds her out."

With a protesting laugh Kemper held up his

gloved finger.

"God forbid!" he exclaimed with a shrug which

struck her as a slightly foreign affectation. "The
lady may be a female Milton, but Perry tells me that

she isn't pretty."

He touched her hand again, met ler indignant

defence of Laura with a nod of smiling irony, and

then, as her carriage started, he turned rapidly down
Sixty-ninth Street in the direction of the Park.

In Gerty the chance meeting had awakened a

slumbering interest which she had half forgotten, and

as she drove down Fifth Avenue toward Laura's
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distant home she found herself wondering idly if

?heT :!
"'"^ '^^^ ^° ^y ^^^°^e he came a?ain

deserted streets, in which a flnr.u«f
*"®

felt suddenly that the sorrows whi-h LJ^
ler in the morning belongeTno mo„l "?''''"'

in which she herself had a part Th? ? 7 ^'"''^'^

-w her husband cm^tgtt^st^et betw^.^lP"
'"^

»en With whom he had'lunch da^dt'n" h:

'"°

pressive solidity of Perrv Rri/i, ii
""^ """

^trangelv altered and^. ofj^I^'
^^"--^ '^ <«'

*a,i.' andit w '

* ""'° ''''""=== '"»" I^^ rapid

on his right hand ' ''^"''-«"™«<i youth

Tren:7£T,fj,rfasf"hutT^".^'x'- ^-. «'•

that I haven't told tUthe'tStl
" '"^ *" "'"'^^

Who combined his sex with i,

savoured the youngms sex with his attractions. Then,
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when he was quite at ease again, she turned to speak
to Roger Adams, for whom, in spite, as she laughingly-

said, of the distinction between a bookworm and a
butterfly, she was accustomed to admit a more than
ordinary Uking.

He was a gaunt, scholarly looking man of forty
years, with broad, singularly bony shoulders, an
expression of kindly humour, and a plain, strong face
upon which suffering had left its indelible suggestion
of defeated physical purpose. Nothing about him was
impressive, nothing even arresting to a casual glance,
and not even the shooting light from the keen gray-

eyes, grown a little wistful from the emotional re-

pression of the man's Hfe, could account for the
cordial appeal that spoke through so unimposing a
figure. As much of his personal history as Gerty
knew seemed to her peculiarly devoid of the interest
or tb'^ excitement of adventure; and the only facts of
his ,.^ hich she would have foimd deserving the
trr 'uV, of repeating were that he had married an
impossible woman somewhere in Colorado, and that
for ten years he had lived in New York where he
edited The International Review.

"Perry tells me that Mr. Trent has really read
Laura's poems," she said now to Adams with an
almost unconscious abandonment of her cynical
manner. "Have you examined him and is it really
true?"

" I didn't test him because I hoped the report was
false," was Adams' answer. "He's welcome to the
literary hash, but I want to keep the caviar for
myself."

"Read them!" exclaimed Trent eagerly, while his
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blue eyes ran entirely to sparkles. "Why IVelearned them every one by heart "

inZ^'fi,'^''" ^'V°"
^'" '^^P°°^«d Gerty reassur-

But there is of mine." said Perry gravely, "so Iguess I'd better quit."
^

He made a movement to turn away, but Gertv

"That reminds me of the mischief you have donetOHlay." she said. "I mat Arnold KemperTl lefttta house, and when I aslced him to come ^th mewhat do you suppose was the excuse he gave7"

Ada^^lver ' *""^°'^'»™"'-'" ^-^gested

••Neither." Her voice rose indignantly and she

itT^'uV^'r^' '^ ^ "^^^ 'troke'on Perry'

W:- wasn't ^^t^^.
'''' ^^* ^^-y ^' ^^^ ^-

criJpel^.'"'''
''"'' "^ ""'''' '"' ^^* '^°^' *°°'"

ev?tMr^T^""
'^''*'^ terror before Trent's angry

wav;d W ^L^^""" ^ ^°^^^^ ^^"^^ exclamation and

the hi w '''''^"^ °"" °^ *h^ ^°^-r windows inthe house before which they stood. The head of ^

TaT inttTnf
^".T^ ^^^^P^^' ap/ea^d^^ber

caueht TT' ^""^ ?'"' ^^"^°^^ ^'^^'^ Trent hadcaught a ghmpse of the small dark eager figuremelted agam into the warm firelight of the interior'A moment later the outer door opened quicS^ and

nands and the cordial smile which was her pricelessmheritance from a Southern mother.
^
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"I knew that you were there even before 7. looked
out of the window," she exclaimed to Gerty, in what
Adams had once called her "Creole voice." Then
she paused, laughing happily, as she looked, with
her animated glance, from Gerty to Trent and from
Trent to Adams. To the younger man, full of his
enthusiasm and his ignorance, the physical details of
her appearance seemed suddenly of no larger signifi-

cance than the pale bronze gown she wore or the old
coffee-coloured lace knotted upon her bosom in some
personal caprice of dress. What she gave to him
as she stood there, looking from Adams to himself
with her arde^nt friendly glance, was au impression
of radiant energy, of abundant life.

She turned back after the first greeting, leading
the way into the pleasant firelit room, where a white
haired old gentleman with an interesting blanched
face rose to receive them.

"I have just proved to Mr. Wilberforce that I
could 'feel' you coming," said Laura with a smile
as she unfastened Gerty's furs.

"And I have argued that she could quite as well
surmise it," returned Mr. Wilberforce, as he fell back
into his chair before the wood fire.

"Well, you may know in either way that my
coming may be counted on," said Gerty, "for I have
sacrificed for you the society of the most interesting
man I know."

"What! Is it possible that Perry has been for-
saken?" enquired Adams in his voice of quiet hximor.

In the midst of her flippant laughter, Gerty turned
on him the open cynicism of her smile.

"Now is it possible that Perry has that effect on
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you?" she asked with curiosity. "For I find him
decidedly depressing."

"Then if it isn't Perry I demand the name, "
per-

sisted Adams gayly. <• though I'm perfectly ready to
wager that it's Arnold Kemper."

" Kemper," repeated Laura curiously, as if the name
arrested her almost against her will. "Wasn't there
a httle novel once by an Arnold Kemper-a slight
but striking thing with very little grammar and a
great deal of audacity?"
"Oh, that was done in his early days," replied

Adams, as a kind of outlet to the energy he now
expends in racing motors. I asked Funsten. who
does our literary notices, if there was any chance
for him again in fiction, and he answered that the
only favourable thing he could say of him was to say
nothing." '

r 1^''*.
v^'^

^°°® '° ^'''' automobiles now," said^Tty they're so much bigger, after all, he thinks,
than books."

"I haven't seen him for fifteen years." remarked
Adams, but I recognise his speech."
"One always recognises his speeches," admitted

^rty, there s a stamp on them, I suppose, for
sornehow he himself is great even if his career isn't—

\ I'l f*^7"
" '^^ concluded seriously, "it is-what

snail 1 call i -the personal quantity that he insists

"The personal quantity." repeated Laura laughing
and. as d the description of Kemper had faUed to'
mterest her. she turned the conversation upon the
subject of Trent's play.
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CHAPTER II

Treats op an Eccentric Family

When the last caller had gone Laura slid back the
folding doors which opened into the library and spoke
to a little old gentleman, with a very bald head, who
sat in a big armchair holding a flute in his wrinkled
and trembling hand. He had a simple, moonlike
face, to which his baldness lent a deceptive appear-
ance of intellect, and his expression was of such bland
and smiling goodness that it was impossible to resent
the tedious garrulity of his conversation. In the
midst of his shrivelled countenance his eyes looked
like little round blue buttons which had been set there
in order to keep his features from entirely sUpping
away. He was the oldest member of the Wilde
family, and he had lived in the house in Gramercy
Park since it was built by his father some sixty
years or more ago.

"Tired waiting. Uncle Percival?" asked Laura
rajsmg her voice a little that it might penetrate his
deafened hearing.

As he turned upon her his smile of perfect patience
the old gentleman nodded his head quickly several
times in succession. " I waited to play until after the
people went," he responded in a voice that sounded
like a cracked silver bell. " Your Aunt Angela has a
headache, so she couldn't stand the noise. I went out

30
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to get her some flowers and oflfered to sit with her,
but this is one of her bad days, poor girl." He fell silent
for a minute and then added, wistfully, "I'm wen-
denng if you would like to hear 'Ye Banks and Braes
o Bonnie Doon

' ? It used to be your mother's favour-
ite air."

Though he was an inoffensively amiable and eagerly
obliging old man. by some ironic contradiction of his
intentions his life had become a series of blunders
through which he endeavoured to add his share to the
general happiness. His soul was overflowing with
humanity, and he spent sleepless nights evolving inno-
cent pleasures for those about him. but his excess of
goodness invariably resulted in producing petty
annoyances if not serious inconveniences. So his
virtues had come to be regarded with timidity, and
there was an ever present anxiety in the air as to what
Uncle Percival was "doing" in his mind. The fear
of inopportune benefits was in its way as oppressive
as the dread of unmerited misfortune.
Laura shook her head impatiently as she threw her-

self into a chair on the other side of the tall bronzelamp upon the writing table. On the stem of an
eccentnc family tree she was felt to be the perfect
flower of artistic impulses, and her enclosed life in thesombre old house had not succeeded in cultivating
in her the slightest resemblance to an artificial variety
She was obviously, inevitably, impulsively the orig-mal product, and Uncle Percival never realised thismore hopelessly than in that unresponsive headshake
of dismissal. Laura could be kind, he knew, but shewas kind, as she was a poet, when the mood prompted.

Presently-not now," she said. "J want to talk
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to you awhile. Do you know, Aunt Rosa was here
again to-day and she still tries to persuade us to sell
the house and move uptown. It is so far for her to
come from Seventieth Street, she says, but as for
me I'd positively hate the change and Aunt Angela
can't even stand the mention of it." She leaned for-
ward and stroked his arm with one of her earnest
gestures. "What would you do uptown, dear
Uncle Percival?" she inquired gently.
The old man laid the flute on his knees, where his

shrunken little hands still caressed it. "Do? why I'd
die if you dragged me away from my roots," he
answered.

Laura smiled, still smoothing him down as if he were
an amiable dog. "Well, the Park is very pleasant,
you know," she returned, "and it is full of walks,
too. You wouldn't lack space for exercise."

The Park ? Pooh 1
'

' piped Uncle Percival, raising
his voice; "I wouldn't give these streets for the
whole of Central Park together. Why, I've seen
these pavements laid and relaid for seventy years
and I remember all the men who walked over them.
Did I ever tell you of the time I strolled through
Irving Place with Thackeray? As for Central Park,
it hasn't an ounce—not an ounce of atmosphere."
"Oh, well, that settles it," laughed Laura. "We'll

keep to our own roots. We are aU of one mind, you
and Aunt Angela and I."

"I'm sure Angela would never hear of it," pursued
Uncle Percival, "and in her affliction how could one
expect it?"

For a moment Laura looked at him in a compassion-
ate pause before she made her spring. "There's
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nothing in the world the matter with Aunt Angek "
she said; "she's perfectly well."

'

Blank wonder crept into the old gentleman's little
bl' eyes and he shook his head several times in
soicmn if voiceless protest. Forty years ago Angela
Wilde, as a girl of twenty, had in the accustomed
family phrase "brought lasting disgrace upon them "
and she had dwelt, as it were, in the shadow of the
pillory ever since. Unmarried she had yielded herself
to a lover, and afterward when the full scandal had
burst upon her head, though she had not then reached
the fulfilment of a singularly charming beauty, she
had condemned herself to the life of a solitary prisoner
withm four walls. She had never since the day of
her awakening mentioned the name of her faithless or
unfortunate lover, but her silent magnanimity had be-
come the expression of a reproach too deep for words
and her bitter scorn of men had so grown upon herm her cloistral existence that there were hours to-
gether when she could not endure even the inoffensive
Percival. Cold, white, and spectral as one of the
long shm candles on an altar, still beautiful with
an indignant and wounded loveliness, she had becomem the end at once the shame and the romance of
her family.

There is no reason under the sun why Aunt Angela
shouldn't come down to dinner with us to-night "
persisted Laura. "Don't you see that by encou'r-
aging her as you did in her foolish attitude, you have
given her past power over her for life and death. It is
wrong—it is ignoble to bow down and worship any-
thing—man. woman, child, or event, as she bows
down and worships her trouble."
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The flute shook on Uncle Percival's knees. "Ah
Laura, would you have her face the world again?" he
asked.

"The world? Nonsense! The world doesn't know
there's such a person in it. She was forgotten forty
years ago, only she has grown so selfish in her grief
that s'le can never believe it.

Th- old man sighed and shook his head. "The
women of this generation have had the dew brushed
off them." he lamented, "but your mother under-
stood. She felt for Angela."
"And yet it was an old story when my mother came

here."

"Some things never grow old, my dear, and shame
IS one of them."
Laura dismissed the assertion with a shrug of scorn-

ful protest, and turned the conversation at once into
another channel. "Am I anything like my mother.
Uncle Percival?" she asked abruptly.
For a moment the old man pondered the question

in silence, his little red hands fingering the mouth of
his flute.

"You have the Creole hair and the Creole voice "
he replied; "but for the rest you are your father's
child, every inch of you."
"My mother was beautiful, I suppose?"
"Your father thought so, but as for me she was too

little and passionate. I can see her now when she
would fly into one of her spasms because somebody
had crossed her or been impolite without knowing it

"
'They got on badly then—I mean afterward "

u ^^^* f^^^ yo" expect, my dear? It was just
after the War, and, though she loved your father she

i~>i
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never in her heart of hearts forgave him 1 .s I Jue unvform. There was no reason in her—she wa^ all ohp
fluttenng impulse, and to live peaceably in thxs worldone must have at least a grain of leaven in the lump

fixed his mild gaze upon the lamp. Bein^ very oldhe had come to realise that of the two masks possibleto the world's stage, the comic, even if the less spet
tacular. is also the less commonplace

T«If '^T^"^'"^
°^ ^" ^'^^'^^'^ °^ medicine." saidLaura

;
I have never been told and yet I have alwavsknown that she died by her own hand. SomethS

in my blood has taught me " metnmg

m.^f' ^f''^^\f^r^
his head. " No-no. she onlymade a change." he corrected. "She was a lift I

White moth who drifted to another spheT^lbecaut

wt ,dt "T' u
""^'' "^y ^^^^^' 'h-^ this arthwould have been bankrupt had it attempted to satiny

gio^ng.™*'""
"'''''" ^'"'"^'' ''^"^^' ^^^ 'y^'

The old man turned upon her a glance in which shesaw the wistful curiosity which belongs to age ''Atthe moment you remind me of her." he returned. " and

^'•'W^ TT. 't'""°"^
^^''^ '^' ^^ °"ly weak."

sisteYW ^'^ "^"'- ^'^* '"^ ^^^ -^^•'" P-

milT"v5''*
""^ ^" '^' ^^"*'^ y°"^ father-everymmute of hmi every thought, every heart-beat. Hecn^ Idn t give it to her. my dear. No man could. I

great
.

ople. and I have never seen the man yet whocould give a woman all the love she wanted
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Women seem to be born with a kind of divination—

a

second sight where love is concerned—they aren't

content with the mere husk, and yet that is all that

the most of them ever get
"

"But my father?" protested Laura; "he broke his

heart for her."

A smile at the fine ironic humour of existence

crossed the old man's sunken lips. "He gave to her
dead what she had never had from him living," he
returned. "When she was gone everything—even
the man's life for which he had sacrificed her—turned
worthless. He always had the seeds of consumption,
I suppose, and his gnawing remorse caused them to
develop."

A short silence followed his words, while Laura
stared at him with eyes which seemed to weigh gravely
the meaning of his words. Then, rising hurriedly,

she made a gesture as if throwing the subject from
her and walked rapidly to the door.

"Aunt Rosa and Aunt Sophy are coming to dine,"

she said, "so I must glance at the table. I can't

remember now whether I ordered the oysters or
not."

The old man glanced after her with timid disap-

pointment. " So you haven't time to hear me play ?

"

he asked wistfully.

"Not now—there's Aunt Angela's dinner to be
seen to. If Mr. Bleeker comes with Aunt Sophy you
can play to him. He likes it."

"But he always goes to sleep, Laura. He doesn't

listen—and besides he snores so that I can't enjoy
my own music."

"That's because he'd rather snore than do any-

^i
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thing else. I wouldn't let that worry me an instantHe goes to sleep at the opera.

"

"^stant.

She went out. and after giving a few careful in-structions to a servant in the dining-room ascendedthe stajrcase to the large square foom i^ the feftwmg where Angela remained a wilful prisoner Asshe opened the door she entered into a mist of dtcandle light, by which her aunt was pacSfrestieSlvup and down the length of the apartment
^

To pass rom the breathless energy of modem NewYork mto th:s quiet conventual atmosphere wTs hklcrossing by a single step the division between woopposmg civilisations. Even the eas li^Z lu u
Angela could not endure, was ba^thS^froS^Ltf
and she hved always in a faint, softened twilight nottinhke that of some meditative Old-Worirdoiste

°

The small iron bed. the colourless religious pnttstSpale drab walls and the floor coveredTlyTy a ehmWhite mattmg. all emphasised the singuJimprestnof an expiation that had become afpitilSs as °nobsession of insanity. On a small table by a coucl

Jark tw'""" "^ '^^°^^ ^ --^- verlLkirg^thepark there was a row of little devotional books aUbound neatly in black leather, but beyond this th!

Only the woman herself, with her accusing face anrf

quickeTedte
^"^"^^' ^"^^"-^^^^ ^"^ -d

Th^t t
*^!..^"^^g^nation in spite of her suggestionof bitter brooding and unbalanced reason Jff

^'°''

looking wildly out of her pallS ffce""re !tmT
f'n ttT""\^ ^^" °^ ^^^ ^'^' °^ t-n y. ani one

paralysed m them the terrible expression of that one
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moment until they wore forever the indignant and
wounded look with which she had met the blow that
destroyed her youth.

"Dear," said Laura, entering softly as she might
have entered a death chamber. "You will see Aunt
Rosa and Aunt Sophy, will you not?"
Angela did not stop in her nervous walk, but when

she reached the end of the long room she made a
quick, feverish gesture, raising her hands to push
back her beautiful loosened hair. "I will do
anything you wish, Laura, except see their hus-
bands."

"I've ceased to urge that, Aunt Angela, but your
own sisters

"

"Oh, I will see them," returned Angela, as if the
words—as if any speech, in fact—were wrung from
the cold reserve which had frozen her from head to
foot.

Laura went up to her and, with the impassioned
manner which she had inherited from her Southern
mother, enclosed her in a warm and earnest embrace.
"My dear, my dear," she said, "Uncle Percival tells

me that this is one of your bad days. He says,
poor man, that he went out and got you flowers."

Angela yielded slowly, still without melting from
her icy remoteness. "They were tuberoses," she
responded, in a voice which was in itself effectual

comment.

"Tuberoses!" exclaimed Laura aghast, "when you
can't even stand the scent of lilies. No wonder, poor
dear, that your head aches."

"Mary put them outside on the window sill," said
Angela, in a kind of resigned despair, "but their
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awful perfume seemed to penetrate the glass so shetook them down into the coal cellar "

"And a ver>' good place for them, too." was Laura'.:feehng rejoinder; "but you mustn't hlamThim^V
charitably concluded, "for he could^rhave ckostany other flower if he had had the whole Garden ofEden to select from. It isn't really his fault after aH-It s a part of fatality like his flute "
"He played for me until my head almost solit

"

JorTn ^T'^
^''^'^' "^"^ '^^- he apologtedfor stoppmg because his breath was short

>.^'°^''^^

A startled tremor shook through her as a «;fpn «,,
heard on the staircase. "Who i's it Laura '''^

""

hrpin^m^'r ^" '^''^^^'^^^^^^^
^/c^S y^ datb^r"Ll^f ^tphT'a creature of sentiment." her friends had urged'inextenuation of a marriage which was not th!

tte Ltf/ f7"^J'
""""'' "5' "«<^'' *e had provedthe mettle of her dreams, she had sunk back intn »

made her flight—like the queen bee sh, h,^ ^
»d henceforth she was quite content to relapi tat"'the utter commonplaces of the hive. Her vellowwpew sparse and flat and streakedwith^ °

ptak:
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rose face became over plump and mottled across tht

nose, and her mind turned soon as flat and unelasti(
as her body; but she was perfectly satisfied with th«

portion she had had from life, for, having weighed al
things, she had come to regard the conventions as o:

most enduring worth.

Now she rustled in with an emphatic announce-
ment of stiff brocade, and enveloped the spectral
Angela in an embrace of comfortable arms and bosom,
Her unwieldy figure reminded Laura of a broad, lo^
wall that has been freshly papered in a large flowered
pattern On her hands and bosom a number of fine

emeralds flashed, for events had shown in the end that
the impectlnious young lover was not fated to dabble
in stocks in vain.

"Oh Angela, my poor dear, how are you?" she
enquired.

Angela released herself with a shrinking gesture
and, turning away, sat down at the foot oi the long
couch. "I am the same—always the same," she
answered in her cold, reserved voice.

"You took your fresh air to-day, I hope?"
"I went down in the yard as usual. Laura," she

looked desperately around, " is that Rosa who has just
come in?" As she paused a knock came at the door,
and Laura opened it to admit Mrs. Payne—the eldest,
the richest and the most eccentric of the sisters.

From a long and varied association with men and
manners Mrs. Payne had gathered a certain halo of
experience, as of one who had ripened from mere
acquaintance into a degree of positive intimacy
with the world. She had seen it up and down from
all sides, had turned it critically about for her
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half-humorous, half-sentimental inspection, and thefrank cymcsm which now flavored her candT?cnfcism of life only added the spice of pe^nalft" oher onpnal distinction of advenLre. Xs tte w' fe ofan Ambassador to France in the time of the LyEug^me and again as one of the diplomatic c^cle2Ca,ro and m Constantinople, she had stored h^r mind«h precous anecdotes much as a squirrel sto" ahoUow m h,s tree with nuts. Life had taught herthat the one mfallible method for impressing'ourgenerafoa is to impress it by a difference "fdTe

extmct species. Long, wiry, animated, and habits
^y perturbed, she moved in a continuaTflutS ^f'

httte, &t, round curls upon her temples, which look^aa ,f each separate hair was held in place by a rarticular wne, to the sweep of her black velvrt trSL

f^ h7w' -,-a..erated length behil,d he;fcet Her face was hke an old and tattered comicmask which, though it has been fiung aside 2 nolonger provocative of pleasant mirth, stifl c^est
°°

"My dear AngeU." she now asked in her excitedtones, "have you really been walking about S^I lay awake all night fearing that you had o^r-taxed your strength yesterday. Mrs Francis bZ^-you never knew her of coise, but s^wL a^?tant cousin of Horace's-died quite sudden«ou;
t^c^uTa^dT'"^'/"^^ '"""^ walked ^pM?*twice up and down «,. ^„. g;^^ ^^^ ^

P^^^
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always looked upon movement as a very dangerous
thing."

" Well, I could hardly die suddenly under any cir-

cumstances," returned Angela, indifferently. " You've
been watching by my death-bed for forty years."

" Oh, dear sister," pleaded Mrs. Bleeker, whose heart
was as soft as her bosom.

"It does sound as if you thought we really wanted
your things," commented Mrs. Payne, opening and
shutting her painted fan. " Of course—if you were
to die we should be too heart-broken to care what
you left—but, since we are on the subject, I've
always meant to ask you to leave me the shawl of old
rose-point which belonged to mother."

"Rosa, how can you?" remonstrated Mrs. Bleeker,
" I am stu-e I hope Angela will outlive me many years,
but if she doesn't I want everything she has to go to
Laura."

" Well, I'm sure I don't see how Laura could very
well wear a rose-point shawl," persisted Mrs. Payne.
"I wouldn't have started the subject for anythmg
on earth, Angela, but, since you've spoken of it, I

only mention what is in my mind. And now don't
say a word, Sophy, for we'll go back to other mat-
ters. In poor Angela's mental state any little excite-
ment may bring on a relapse."

"A relapse oi what?" bluntly enquired honest
Mrs. Bleeker.

Mrs. Payne turned upon her a glance of indignant
calm.

"Why a relapse of— of her trouble," she re-

sponded. " You show a strange lack of consideration
for her condition, but for my part I am perfectly
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assured that it needs only some violent shock, such as
may result from a severe fall or the unexpected sight
of a man, to produce a serious crisis."

Mrs. Bleeker shook her head with the stubborn
common sense which was the reactionary result of
her romantic escapade.

"A fall might hurt anybody," she rejoined, "but
I m sure I don't see why the mere sight of a man
should. I've looked at one every day for thirty years
and fattened on it, too."

"That," replied Mrs. Payne, who still delighted to
pnck at the old scandal with a delicate dissecting
kmfe, 'is because you have only encountered the sexm domestic shackles. As for me, I haven't the least
doubt m the worid that the sudden shock of behold-mg a man after forty years would be her death blow "

'But she has seen Percival," insisted Mrs. Bleeker-
and feeling that her illustration did not wholly prove
her point added, weakly, " at least he wears breeches "

I would not see him if I could help myself,"
broke m Angela, with sudden energy. "I never—
never-never wish to see a man again in this world
or the next.

Mrs. Payne glanced sternly at Mrs. Bleeker and
foUowed It with an emphatic head shake, which said
as plainly as words, "So there's your argument."

AH the same. I don't believe Robert would shock
her, remarked Mrs. Bleeker.

"Never-never-never," repeated Angela in a
frozen agony, and. rising, she walked restlessly up anddown agam until a servant appeared to inform the
visiting sisters that dinner and Miss Wilde awaited
them below.
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CHAPTER III

Apologises For Ak Old-Fashioked Atmosphere

»-l%T°°^.^^
'^""^'" ^^^ °^er Uncle Percival retiredw.th Mr. Bleeker into the library, from whS ret at

flute MTBleT^'^l^^^
*'^ ^^"" P'P-^ °^ the

at his efbnw ^ '
""'^^ f ^^^-^^d glass of sherry

blck into Th« i'" r'f''^ ""^^^ ^" ^^^ ^^d. ^-nk

found Lth^
"" after-dinner n.verie which is

tered al*ui
"^"% """'' ''^'" ^^'^ ^^^ ^^« ^ncoun-tered a faultless digestion. The happiest part of hisWe was spent in the pleasant state between waking

wSf^li/r J:"
^^' mouthHust as the mostWissfiU moments known to Uncle Percival werethose m whxch he piped his cherished airs upon h santiquated mstrument. The eldest member'^of theWilde family was very old indeed-had in fact sue!cessuny K,unded some yeai. ago the enseal p^Ltof his eightieth birthday, and there was the zest of a

r'Xdthe''"?
'^ *'^ ^"^"^*^°^ -^^ -^-"^e had

reeved the smgle accomplishment of his early youthThat youth was now more vivid to his reqickened

ulties. The past had become a veritable obsession inhis mind, and when he fingered the old flute strength

IZe^lV' f '^^'-^^^^^^^ ^-^« and brSth feturned to his shrunken little body. His own mJc
34
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was the one sound he heard in all its distinctness, andhe hung upon it with an enjoyment which was ahnostdoting in Its childish delight.

.n?M« n'',*^
""'".' °" ""'"^^y' ^^"« Mrs. Payneand Mrs. Bleeker. after fidgeting a moment in Sedrawing-room, decided that they would return for aword or two with Angela. "It is really the onTy ^clin the house where one can escape Percival's music "

t^T\7-J'^'''' "'° '^^"^^>^ -"f-«^d that shehad reached the time of life when to bore her was thechief offence society could commit, "so. besides the

antest place for me to pass the evening. I've alwaysbeen a merciful woman my child.'' she p3shalang her httle flat, false gray curls above herpamted wnnkles. "for never in my life have I caSa stone at anyone who amused me ; but as for Percival

lTtt:^T\T'' "°^'* '^y ^ disagreeable wordon the subject but I honestly think that a passionat his age is absolutely indecent."
She was so grotesquely gorgeous with her winkinediamonds and her old point lace, which yawned ovefher lean neck, that the distinction she had alwaysm "'"'' '''""^' '' ^^* ^y - --<= -4-
••At least it is a perfectly harmless passion." sue-

"HarmlessI" gasped Mrs. Payne. "Why it haswrecked the nerves of the entiTfamily /i liv«

nights has reduced Angela to hysterics, and you actuaUy have the face to tell me it fa harmlessf Jud^d
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by its effects, I consider it quite as reprehensible as a
taste for cards or a fancy for a chonis girl. Those
are vices at least that belong to our century and to
civilisation, but a fiute is nothing less than a relic

of barbarism."

"Well, it's worse on me than on anyone else,"

said Laura, with the dominant spirit which caused
Mr. Payne to shiver whenever she tilted against his
wife. " My room is just above, and I get the benefit
of every note."

The tune issuing from the library had changed
suddenly into "The Land o' the Leal," and by the
lamp light Uncle Percival could be seen, warm and
red and breathless but still blissfully fluting to the
sleeping Mr. Bleeker, whose face, fallen back against
the velvet cushions, wore a broad, beatific smile.

"He gets his happiness from it at least," persisted
Laura. " I suppose it's a part of his life just as poetry
is a pa ! of mine, and to be happy at eighty-two one
is ob:,^ 1 to be happy in an antedated fashion."

Then, as the two aunts swept from the room to
join Angela, Laura seated herself at Mr. Payne's side
and caught the hand which he outstretched. Of all

the family he had been her favourite since childhood,
and she sometimes told herself that he was the only
one who knew her as she really was—who had ever
penetrated behind her vivid outside armour of person-
ality. He was a man of great unsatisfied tenderness,
who indulged a secret charity as another man might
have indulged a vicious taste. All his inclinations
strained after goodness, and had he possessed the
courage to follow the natural bent of his nature to-
ward perfection he might have found his happiness in



AN OLD-FASHIONED ATMOSPHERE 37

the peaceful paths of exalted virtue. But the con-
•tant dropping of cynicism will extinguish an angel
and, instead of becoming a shining light to his genera-
tion, he had dwindled into a glow-worm beneath the
billows of his wife's velvet gown.
Now as Laura held his hand.' she bent upon him

one of her long, meditative looks. " Uncle Horace, of
all this queer family is Aunt Rosa the queerest oram I?

'

Mr. Payne shook his silvered head. "I don't think
you're a match for Rosa yet. my dear." he answered
with his gentle humour. "Wait till you've turned
seventy—then we'll sec."

"But I'm not like other women. I don't think
their ways. I don't even want the things they want."
The old man's smile shone out as he patted her

hand. "That means, I suppose, that you don't want
to be married. Who is it this time ? Ah. my child
you are bom to be adored or to be hated."
Without replying to his question. Laura Hfted her

full, dark eyes to his face. As he met the intellectual
power of her glance, he told himself that he understood
the mystenous active principle of her personality-
how the many were repelled while the few returned
to worship. One felt her. was repulsed or possessed
by her, even in her muteness.
"I don't see how any one who has ever dreamed

dreams," she said at last, "could fall in love and
marry—It is so different—so different."
"So you have refused Mr. Wilberforce? Well well

he has reached the age when a poor lover may make
an excellent friend-and besides, to become Rosa's
mouthpiece for a moment, he is very rich."

I
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"And old enough to be my father—but it isn't
that. Age has nothing to do with it, nor has con-
gemahty—it is nothing in real Ufe that comes be-
tween, for I am fond of him and I don't mind his
white hairs in the least, but I can't give up my
visions—my ideal hopes."
"Ah, Laura, Laura," sighed the old man, "the

trouble IS that you don't Uve on the earth at all, butm a Uttle hanging garden of the imagination."
"And yet I want Ufe," she said.

"We all want it, my child, until we've had it
At your age I wanted it. too, for I had my dreams*
though I was not a poet. But there are precious
few of us who are willing 'in youth to accept the
world on Its own terms—we want to add our little
poem to the universal prose of things."

''But it is life itself that I want." repeated Laura.
And so I wanted Rosa, my dear, every bit as

much." "^

" Rosa! " There was a glow of surprise in the look
she turned upon him.

"You find it hard to believe, but it is true never-
theless. I had my golden dream Uke everyone else
and when Rosa loved me I told myself it had allcome true^ Well, perhaps, in a measure it has. only,
after all, Rosa turned out to be more suited to realMe than to poetic moonshine."

''I can't imagine even you ideaUzing Aunt Rosa "
said Laura, "but that I suppose is the way life
equalises things."

"That way or another, and the worst it can do for
us is to return us our own dreams in grotesque and
mutilated forms. That will most Ukely be your por-
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tion, too, my child, for Ufe has hurt every poet since
the world began, and it will hurt you more than most
because you are so big a creature."
Laura stirred suddenly and. after gazing a moment

at the fire, turned upon him a face which had grown
bnUiant with animation. "I want to taste every-
thmg," she said. "I want to turn every page one
after one."

"And yet you live the life of a hermit thrush—
you have m reaUty as Uttle part in that bustling
turmoil of New York out there as has poor Angela

"But my adventures will come to me—I feel that
they will come."

" Then you're happy, my dear, for you have the best
of your adventures as you caU them in your waiting
time." *

She leaned toward him, resting her cheek on his
gentle old hand, and they sat in silence until Mrs
Payne swept down upon them in her sable wraps and
demanded the attendance of her husband.
The hall door closed upon the sisters before Laura

had quite come back from her abstraction, which she
did at last with a sigh of relief at finding herself
alone. Then, leaving Uncle Percival nodding in the
hbrary, she went upstairs to the cosy little study
which opened from her bedroom on the tioor above
The wood fire on the brass andirons was unlighted*
and striking a match she held it to the little pile of
splmters underneath the logs, watching, with a sen-
sation of pleasure, the small yellow flames lick the
crumpled paper and curl upward. Rising after a
moment, she stood breathing in the soft twilight-
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coloured atmosphere she loved. The place was her
own and she kept it carefuUy guarded from a too
garish daylight, while the beloved familiar objects
—the shining rows of books, the dull greenish hang-
ings, the costly cushioned easy-chairs, the few rare
photographs, the spacious writing table and the single
Venetian vase of flowers—were always steeped in a
softly shadowed half-tone of light.

As she looked about her the comfort of the rooii
entered into her Uke warmth, and, opening her armsm a happy gesture, she threw herself among the pil-
lows of the couch and lay watching the rapid yellow
flames. Even in the midst of her musing she laughed
suddenly to find that she was thinking of the phrase
with which Funsten had dismissed the name of
Arnold Kemper: ' The only favourable thing one can
say of him is to say nothing." Was it really so bad
as that she wondered, with a dim memory that some-
where, back in an obscure comer of her bookshelves
lay his first thin, promising volume pubUshed now
almost fifteen years ago. Rising presently, she began
a hasty search among a collection of Uttle novels
which had been banished ignominiously from the
hght of day. and, coming at last upon the story, she
brought It to the lamp and commenced a reading
prompted solely by the moment's impetuous curiosity.
Utterly devoid as it was of literary finish or discerning
craftsmanship, the book gripped from the start by
sheer audacity-by its dominant, insistent, almost
brutal and entirely misdirected power. It was less
the story that struck one than the personal equation
between the lines, and the impression she brought
away from her breathless skimming was that she had
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encountered the shock of a tremendous masculine
force.

Her head fell back upon the cushions, and she lost
herself m the vague wonder the book aroused. Life
was there-the life of the flesh, of vivid sensation, of
expenence that ran hot and swift. The active prin-
ciple, so strong in the predestined artist, stirred sud-
denly m her breast, and she felt the instant of bUnd
terror which comes with the realisation of the fleet-mg possibihties of earth. Outside-beyond her-
existence in its multitudinous forms, its diversity of
colour, swept on like some vast caravan from which she

WH .T n'^f.

^"^ ''' ^P^^- ^y^& there she
heard the call of it. that tremendous music which
shook through her and loosened a caged voice within
herself Her own poetry became for her but a little
part of the tumultuous, passionate instinct for Ufewithm her-for life not as it was in its reality but as
she saw It transfigured and enkindled by the imaei-
nation that lives in dreams.
Suddenly from the darkened silence of the house

below a thm sound rose trembling, and then, gaining
strength, penetrated into the closed chambers. Uncle
Percival was at his flute again; he had arisen in the

hu!^J,
7^^e his impassioned piping; and. rising

humedly. Laura lit her candle and went out into the
hall where a streak of light beneath Angela's door
ran hke a white thread across the blackness. Listen-wg a moment, she heard inside the nervous pacing toand fro of tired yet restless feet, and after a short
hesitation she turned the knob and entered.

Oh. Aunt Angela, did the flute wake you?" she
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eyes stared like hvuig terrors-terrors of memorv ofsUence. of the unseen which had taken ^Me
"StopitI StopitI Stop it! "cried Angela breafhlessly raising her quivering hands to heVeaS^^ ^^r"have heard it before! I have heard T'l

before I"
^^^^^ it—long

^"' *i/f1 °"' » » ™'- '"-t held a »b ofanger. Uncle Percival, how could you?"
His attentive, deafened ears were fnr l,;.

alone and. letting the flute Z IZ Z ^ndTh'!
^0^.""^" "'* «' pathetic L«en 'enqnuy of a good but uncomprehending child At fh.sight of his smiUng, wrinkled face, hisinae bluel™and the wistM dr»p of disappiinS at^h %ners of h.s mouth, her indignation changed suddeXto p.ty. It seemed to her that she saw aU hS^eS
fhS Se"' "^ '"" *^' fi>™wed fat T7fthose httle wandering round blue eves-saw ,h,human part of him as she had never s^en it S7or^
^s Z'^"'":'

unfulfflment, its scant s.^p^ures .ts .miocent semie passion at the end; saw to^the divme part, hidden in him as in all huCit^
*ona,:TC°r','^''^''^ ""^^ "»"<» "IsTas-aonate flutmg, Angela's passionate remorse and her
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own passionate purity into the universal conweiration of unsatisfied souls.
congrega-

The sharp words died upon her Ups and. kneelingat h:s side, she took his shrivelled Httle hands^to hefwarm comforting clasp. "Dear Uncle PercTv^ Iunderstand, and I love you," she said
'



CHAPTER IV

Ushers In The Modern Spirit

"So YOU have seen her." Adams had remarked th*.same afternoon, as he walked with T^nt in th^d^r^ction of Broadway. .'Do you wal'^;. ", L

he'leemef/'"k^
'^'!' ^' companion's rapid step,he seemed to be moving in a fine golden glow ofenthusiasm. A li^hf ,v« ^~- i t , ^ "^

«««™ , ^ *^5^ dnzzle had turned the

water, but to the young man, fresh from his in«pmence, the hour and the scene ahke werL o «hilaratmg promise.
'^

r^.thttcrMrBHtw-.t::!^''-^
He stopped breathlessly, overcome by his excite-

a beautiru, .L^.": 'C:LTZ-^^AT^^^
«7/^"7-« ^"^ has geniu^has not t^ni Zu

aTl*:rfe°r;ltr" ^" ^"r-^ ^"P""^ ''"-P^
has donf a Tew rnhS;^?V°'!r'''"''^-

""
professional cautton

^' "' "^^«'"" ^^
44
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ini^TJ' " ^°^ '*?• ^'' ^"otional self does not go

T,^nt l.r™''.''^^* ^^^°°^«^ of it?" enquired

For she, finely tempered as she is. suggests nothirmso much as a beautiful golden flame"
^^

Adams started, and flashed upon the other a glanceas incisive as a search-light.
^

"Then you, too. recognise her beauty?" he askedin a tone which had a kindly jealousy.

4ru\::^°^^KeCr'"^^"'^^"^^^"^-
^

! heard him proclaim himself an ass. Well lettarn, let h,m Would you hand out one of yourpreaous first editions to the crowd?"

Ji"^°!j'u-
'^"' ^°"'"' "«"•" ««"t«d Adams andfollowed h,s remark with a sudden change ofTbjertI am mtere^d. Mr. Trent, in what you ™uShave come to do."

/"urseu

;;i--Oh. I have done nothing." declared TrentIn your aims. then, let us say, I understand th«tyou intend to try the drama?"
"°^««tand that

v'T^"'.
-^/^"^^"^ *° ^^^"& done a play that I

rth ^mooL^'': "^^i"
^^^"*' blushingUr allli

S ahSg"''^^"
f-- "Benson has promised

bl^^' L^"""
^^~^''' ^^^^y« «-ger for new

sh:s'''4^httta:'^ tT^^' r* '^^ ^°-
would make me " " ^"^ ^°^ ^^PP^ i*

They had reached Eighteenth Street, and Tre^tpaused a moment on the comer before turning off
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to the big red-brick apartment house where he was
temporarily placed. "I'd Uke to walk up to Thirty-
fifth with you." he added, "but my mother is ex-
pectmg me and it makes her nervous when I stay
out after dark. She's just from the country, you
know, and she gets confused by the noise" He
hesitated an instant and then finishec. with embar-
rassment. " I wish so much that she could know you "

"It is a pleasure I hope for very shortly" re-
sponded Adams. " How does she Uke New York bv
the way?" ' ^

Under the electric Hght Trent's eyes seemed to
run entirely to sparkles. "Ah, well, it's rather
lonely for her. She misses the callers at home who
used to come to spend the day."
"We must try to change that," said the other as

he moved off, while Trent noted that despite his
genial sympathy of manner th-- had been no mention
of Mrs. Adamo. Where was she.? and what was
she? questioned the younger man in perplexity as
he crossed to his apartment house at the comer of
Fourth Avenue.

At Twenty-third Street Adams had turned al-
most unconsciously into Fifth Avenue, for so
detached was the intellectual remoteness in which
he hved that he might have been, for all his immediate
perceptions of his surroundings, stroUing at dusk
along a deserted Western road. He was so used to
dwelhng on the cool heights of a dearly bought a
hardly wrung, philosophy that he had become at last
almost obUvious of the mere external details of HfeTo live at all had been for him a matter of fine moral
courage, and his slight, delicate, emaciated, yet daunt-
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fi«r.- 1^ TT ™° ®^®^ "1 the extremity of his

ambition, his marriaffe evet, th^ «
answered. His

Dead Sea apples upon his lips, yet the fail.^ oTh^

The fragrance from the violets worn bv a r^oo •

women were waHdn^t^HldefS ^,T'»d^me showed pretty faL fresSIrwjby the icy rain. He himself had foreotten th! I

paj^cum, he fastened his overcoat more clo-a-lu ,r.A

HereLT !' *^'^^'^*y of 'he opposite sidewalkHere he turned m the direction of Madison Avenue
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and finally, drawing out his latchkey, entered one of
the dingy, flat-faced, utterly conventional brown
houses which make up so large a part of the character-
less complexion of New York life.

The interior was brilliantly lighted, and he was
shrinking noiselessly into his study at the back when
he heard his name called from the drawing-room
threshold and saw his wife standing there while
she put on a long white evening cloak over a filmy
effect of cream-coloured lace. She was a small, pretty
woman, with a cloud of fluffy, artificially blonde hair
and large, innocent, absolutely blank blue eyes. A year
ago she had resembled, if one might imagine the exis-
tence of such a being, a perfectly worldly wise and cyni-
cally minded baby, but twelve months of late suppers
and many plays had already blighted her rose-leaf
skin and sown three fine, nervous little wrinkles
between her delicately arched eyebrows. She was
very vivacious, but, as Gerty Bridewell had observed,
it was a vivacity that was hardly justified, since,'
possessing neither the means nor the manner exacted
by the more exclusive circles, she had been com-
pelled to compromise with a social body which made
up in members what it lacked as an organism.
Her dash and her prettiness sufficed to place her
comfortably here, but beyond a speaking acquaint-
ance with Gerty, who confessed that she was too
charitable to be exclusive, she had not as yet ap-
proached that small shining sphere whose inmates
boast the larger freedom no less than the finer dis-
crimination. The larger freedom, it seemed at times,
was all of it that she was ever to attain, for, venturing
a little too boldly once or twice with a light head, she
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had at last found herself skating gingerly over a
ventable sleet of scandal. She got herself rumoured

probable. she had become, in Gerty's words again
one of the very last of the impossibilities." And

of late Adams' friends had begun to ask themselves
qmte senously, "why in the deuce he didn't keen
a hand upon his wife. " How much he knew or howmuch there was, in reality, to know had become in a
limited circle almost the question of the hour, until

.^'w^ !?" ^^^ demanded in final exasperation
whether Adams was ridiculously ignorant or out-

rageously indifferent ? '

'

But if the curious had been permitted to observe
the object of their uncertainty as he stood under the
full glare before his festive wife they would have
found neither ignorance nor indifference in his
manner. He regarded her with a frank, fatherly
tolerance, m which there was hardly a suggestion of
a more passionate concern.
"Wrap up well." he said, as his glance shot over

ner. there s a biting wind outside."
Connie screwed up her delicate eyebrows and the

hne httle wrinkles leaped instantly into view. There
was a nervous irritation in her look, which recoiled
from her husband as from a blank and shining wallIm dming at Sherry's with the Donaldsons,"
she explained. "I knew you wouldn't come, so I
didn t even trouble you to decline."

''You're right, my dear," he rejoined gayly.
Mr. Brady has called for me." she went on with

the faintest possible hesitation in her voice, "and
as we're all going to the theatre afterward I shall
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probably be late. Don't bother about sitting up for
me—I have a key."

"Well, take care of yourself," responded Adams
pleasantly, adding to a young man who appeared in
the drawing-room doorway, "How are you Mr
Brady? Please don't let Mrs. Adams be so foolish as
to stand outside in the wind. I can't make her take
care of her cold.

"

"Oh, I'll promise to look out for it," replied Brady
standmg slightly behind Connie, and arranging by a
careless movement the white fur on her cloak. His
handsome wooden features possessed hardly more
character than was expressed by his immaculately
starched shirt front, but he was not without a certain
wholly superficial attraction, half as of a sleek, well-
groomed animal and half as of a masculine conceit,
naked and unashamed.

Connie tinkled out her nervous, high-pitched va-
cant Uttle laugh, which she used to fill in gaps in
conversation much as a distinguished virtuoso might
mterlude his own important efforts with selections of
light vocal strains.

"Roger is always worrying about my health," she
saxd, but the truth is that it's so good I '11 never begin
to value it until it's gone." Her excited, fluttering
manner blew about her almost with a commotion of
the atmosphere, and reminded Adams at times of a
tempestuous March breeze shaking a fragile wind
flower. It was unnatural, overdone, unbecoming, but
It seemed at last to have got quite beyond her con-
trol, and the pretty girlish composure he remem-
bered as one of her freshest charms, was lost in her
general violence of animation. Of late he knew that
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she had fought off her natural exhaustion by the fre-
quent use of stimulants, and it seemed to him th^t
he saw their immediate effects in her flushed cheeks
and too brightly shining eyes.

"Don't stay out late," he urged again; "you've
been rushing hke mad these last weeks and you need
rest."

"But I never rest," rejoined Connie, still laughing,
"and I honestly hope that I shan't come to a stop
until I die."

She fastened her cloak under the fall of lace, and,
when Brady had slipped into his overcoat, Adams
turned back to open the hall door, which let in a
biting draught.

"Ta-ta! don't sit up!" cried Connie breathlessly,
as, more than ever like a filmy wind flower in a high
wind, she was blown down the steps, across the
slushy sidewalk, and into the hired carriage.
When they had gone Adams went into the dining-

room and dined alone without dressing, as he had
done almost every evening for the last few months.
The Irish maid waited upon him with a solicitude in
which he read his pose of a deserted husband, and he
tried with a forcible, though silent, bravado to dispel
her very evident assumption. Connie had certainly
not deserted him dgainst his will, and when her ab-
sence had begun to show as so incontestable a relief
it seemed the basest ingratitude to force upon her
reckless shoulders the odium of an entirely satisfying
arrangement. After a day of mental and physical
exertion the further effort of a conversation with her
was something that he felt to be utterly beyond him.
and the distant Colorado days when she had played
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the part of a soft, inviting kitten and he had re-sponded happily to the appeal for constant pettingnow lay very far behind them both-buried some-
wiiere m that cloudless country they had left. Neither
of them wanted the petting back again, and as herose from his simple dinner and entered his study at

thankfulness that it was empty.
While he lighted his pipe his eyes turned instinc

tively to his precious first editions of which Trent had
spoken and then straight as an arrow to a photo-graph of Laura which stood with several others upon
his writing table. The eyes of most men would have
Ungered, perhaps, on one of Connie, which was taken
indeed, at her best period and in a remarkably
eflFective pose, but Adams' glance brushed it withan indifference only unkind in its mute sincerity,
while he sought the troubled gaze of Laura whowore in the picture a shy and startled look. Uke that
of a wila thing suddenly trapped in its reserve. Hehad never, even in his own mind, analysed his feeline
for the woman whom he was content to call hisfriend-he hesitated to condemn himself almost be-cause he feared to question-but whenever he entered
alone his empty room he knew that he turned in-
stinctively to draw strength and courage from herpictured face. It was a face that had followed after

H^'f^ .
'''^' '"^ ^° ^'' 'P^*^^^ i«°J^«°«. as of onedevoted to an inner vision, he had always found the

peculiar pathetic quality of her charm Into her
verse, chastened and restrained by the sense for per-
fection which dwelt in her art. she had put. he knew
this same cloistral vision of an unrealised world-a
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vision which had expanded and blossomed in the
luxuriant if slightly formal garden of h°r intellect.

The world she looked upon was a world, as Adams
had once said, "seen through the haze of a golden
temperament"—the dream of an imaginative mysti-
cism, of a conventual purity, a dream which is to
the reality as the soul of a man is to the body. And
it was this inspired divination, this luminous ideal-
ism, which had caused Adams to exclaim when he
put down her first small gray volume: "Is it possible
that we can still see visions?"

A little later, when he came to know her, ^ found
that the vision she looked upon had coloured not only
her own soul, but even the outward daily happenings
of her life. For him she was from the first compacted
of divine mysteries, of exquisite surprises, and he
loved to fancy that he could see her genius burning
like a clear flame within her and shining at vivid
moments with a still soft radiance in her face. He
always thought of her soul as of something luminous,
and there were instants when it seemed to touch her
eyes and her mouth with an edge of light. Beyond
this her complexities remained for him as on the day
when he first saw her—if she was obscure it was the
obscurity of a star seen through a fog—and the desire
to imderstand lost itself presently in the bewilderment
of his misapprehension. At last, however, he had put
her, as it were, tentatively aside, had relinquished
his attempt to reduce her to a formula with the de-
spairing admission that she was, take her as you
would, a subtlety that compelled one to a mental
effort. The eflfort which he had up to this time
associated with the society of women had been of
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anythmg but a mental character. There was the effort

effort^^W
°"'^ "^'^ P'^^^^^ ^°°* - advani! 4^effort of keeping one's person conspicuously in evi-dence and one's intellect as unobtrusively in Lyance-the matenal effort of appearing always in one'sbes trousers, the moral effort of presenting always

he 171 "^''"^f?- ^^h-d^emedtohimS
iLZL ~"^^ ^'' °P^^°" ™ «^« effect of a

TJ .\^^r"'f
"^" ^ ^"^" philosophic ignorance-that the female sex played the part in Nature

-'hatTfr' '^ ^'^ ^^°^ - '^-" tr4^-that It shnlly voiced the horrors of the artual

LUtd^rn'th'^^"^^
indifference-and strenuCy

Prom r^^ \ if

importance of the eternal detail

tend^d^T ^r
''^ ^"''^'^^ *^^* ^^« feminine n^d

w^rH H r^^^
"^""^'^ ^ "^^^^"^1 philosophy-to-ward a deification of the body, a faith in the furitiveallurement of the senses; and because of his eSrinitiation he had taken Laura's intellectual ral^Sas the shming of a virtually disembodied spi^t H^own senses had led him. he recognised now to S

promptmg of mere physical impulse, and he had
emergedfromitwithafeelingofescapingintofreedom

o^ mTnTa' aolth"
'^ ''' ^^^"^^' ^uSng'those mttS^;

LtTltti^th^
'" "^

'u
^"^ ^^^ ^ destructiveas too little-there must be a soul in desire to keep ita^ive he understood at last, or the perishing ^4yofIt will decay for lack of a vital flame in the ve^hour of Its fulfilment. A colder man might ha^come to such knowledge along impe^n7paths ^

Aaams the old fightmg spint-a survival of the un-
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compromising Puritan conscience-had brought himup agam soul and body, to struggle afresh for a
clever and a sharper air. Life had meant more to himm the begmnmg than a mere series of sensations-
more even than any bodily conditions, any material
attamment; and it was the final triumph of his
austere vision that it should mean most of all when itseemed to a casual glance to contain least of actual
value.



CHAPTER V

In Which a Young Man Dreams Dreams

Since coming to New York Mrs. Trent had taken
a small apartment in a big apartment house, where
she lived with her son a perfectly provincial as well
as a strictly secluded life. She was a large, florid
motheriy old lady who still wore mourning for a
husband who had been killed while fox hunting
twenty-five years ago. Her face resembled a friendly
and auspicious full moon, and above it her shining hair
rolled like a partine of silvery clouds. Day or night
she was always engaged in knitting a purple shawl
which appeared never to have been finished since her
son s mfancy. for his eariiest recollection was of the
plump, soft balls of brilliant yam and the long ivory
knittmg needles, which clicked briskly while she
worked with a pleasant, familiar sound. To this day
the clicking of those needles brought to his mcuth
the taste of large slices of bread and jam, and to his
ears the soothing murmur of Bible stories told in the
twilight.

She was always, too, serene gossip that she was
full of a monotonous, rippling stream of words, and
If her days m New York were trying to her body and
burdened with homesickness for her heart, no one-not even St. George himself-had ever surprised
so much as a passing shadow upon her face. The

S6



A YOUNG MAN L-EAMS DREAMS 5;

young man's untiring pursuit of managers and of

S7 \ l"'u ^^'L
^°"*i"--»y -lone, bu? she busied

herself cheerfully about her housekeeping, and found

ctX° h
"

'"l^"'
'° ^" ^"^^^^'^^^ curiosityTn.cemmg her neighbours. Once or twice she had ques-^oned him about his absence, and this was espeSX

^.Jhe mommg after his meeting with^Laura

St"SL^'?.'''V'"v'"'
^^-'^^ y°" ^«^« yesterday.

St. George, she observed at breakfast; ''did youmeet any one who is likely to be of use ? I rememberBeverly Pierce told me that everything had tTc'methrough mtroductions in the North "

He looked at her steadily a moment before replyingtekmg m all the lovely details of her appearancebehind the coffee tray-the morning sunlight on herwhite hair and on the massive, hand-beaten? oldsilver service, the solitary rose he had purchased nthe street standing between them in a sLder Boh"mian vase, brought from the rare old china in the press
JUS at her back, the dainty hemstitching on he
cellar and cuffs of fine thread cambric, and lastlythe viv^d^spot of color made by the knitting she had

J met Laura Wilde." he answered presently.

iust wirt""" "f' P°^*^^ y°^ ^-'^ -<^«"tandjust What it means.
As she held the cream jug poised above his coffee

wondfr"-
' '"^'^^ '^^' '' ^^^ -^^^ - Pl-cS

J Who is she. my son? A lady-I mean a real

"Oh. yes, sterling."
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'But she writes verse you say! Is it improper?"
His eyes shone with amusement. "Improperl

Why, what an idea!"

"I'm sure I don't know how it is." responded his
mother, carefully measuring with her eye the correct
allowance of cream, "but somehow women always
seem to get immodest when they take to verse. It's
.as if they went into it for the express purpose of
airing their improprieties."

"I say!" he exclaimed, with gentle mockery,
"have you been reading ' Sappho ' at your age?"
She continued to regard him blandly, without so

much as a flicker of humour in her serene blue eyes.
"Your grandfather used to be very fond of quoting
something from ' Sappho,' " she returned thoughtfully,
"or was it from Mr. Pope? I can't remember which
or what it was, except that it was hardly the kind
of thing you would recite to a lady."
Trent laughed good-humouredly as he received his

coffee cup.

"Well, you can't point a moral with Miss Wilde."
he rejoined; "you'd be at liberty to recite her to
anybody who had the sense to understand her."

"Is she very deep?"
"She's profound—she's wonderful—she's a genius."

^^

Mrs. Trent shook her head a little doubtfully.
" I don't see that a woman has any business to be a
genius," she remarked. "And I can't help being
prejudiced against women writers; your father always
was. It's as if they really pretended to know as
much as a man. When they publish books I suppose
they expect men to read them and that in itself is a
kind of conceit."
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Trent yielded the point as he helped himself to the
cakes brought in by an old negro servant.

"Well, I shan't ask Miss Wilde to call on you "

he laughed, "so you won't be apt to run across the
learned of your sex."

"Oh. I shouldn't mind myself." responded the old
lady, with amiability, "but I do hate to have you
thrown with women that you wouldn't meet at
home.

"I certainly shouldn't meet Miss Wilde at home if
that is what you mean."

"It's bad enough to live in a partitioned cage like
this, resumed Mrs. Trent, in her soft, expressionless
voice, and to dry your clothes on your neighbour's
roofs but I can bear anything so long as we are not
forced to associate with common people. Of course
I don't expect to find the manners of Virginia up
here, she added as a last concession, "but I may
as well confess that the people I've come across don't
seem to me to be exactly civil."

"Just as we don't seem to them to be particularly
worldly-wise, I dare say."

• She nodded her head, almost without hearing him
while her even tones rippled on over her quaint ideas.'
which shone to her son's mind like little silver pebbles
beneath the shallow stream.
"I'm almost reconciled to the fact that old ladies

wear colours and flowers in their bonnets,"she pursued
to say nothing of low-neck dresses, but it does seem'

to me that they might show a little ordinary polite-
ness. I met the doctor coming out of the apartment
downstairs, so in common decency I went immediately
to enquu« who was sick, and carried along a glass
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of chicken jelly. The woman who opened the door
was rather rude," she finished with a sigh. "I
don't believe such a thing had ever happened to her
before in the whole course of her life."

Trent gave her a tender glance across the coffee
service.

"Probably not," he admitted, "but I wouldn't
waste my jelly if I were you."

"I sha'n't " she determined sadly, "and that's the
thing I miss most of all—visiting the sick."
"You might devote yourself to the hospitals-

there are plenty of them it seems."
Her resignation, however, was complete, and she

showed no impulse to reach out actively again.
"It wouldn't be the same, my dear—I don't want
strange paupers but real friends. Do you know,"
she added, with a despair that was almost abject,
"I was counting up this morning the people I might
speak to if I met them in the street, and I got them
in easily on the fingers of one hand. That included,"
she confessed after a hesitation, "the doctor, the
butcher's boy and the woman who comes to scrub.
It would surprise you to find what a very interesting
woman she is."

Trent rose from his chair and, coming round to
where she sat, gave her a boyish hug of sympathy.
"You're a regular angel of a mother," he said and
added playfully, whUe he still held her, "even then
I don't see how you make it five."

She put up her large white hand and smoothed his
hair across his forehead. "That's only because I
made an acquaintance in the elevator yesterday,"
she replied.
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"In the elevator! How?"
"The thing always makes me nervous, you know—

I can t abide it. and I'd much rather any day go upand down the seven flights-but she met me as I

T^lJ^th? iTfi^
and persuaded me to come inside,

bottom^^
"^ ""*'^ ^ ^°* ^"^** ^ *he

she}"^^^'"
'^"^ ^""* suspiciously; "who was

riZfr''T '' ?^"'*^"* ^^"'' ^^ «h« ^^™e from
Clarke County. I knew her grandfather."

•Thank Heaven!" breathed Trent, and his voice
betrayed his happy reassurance.
"She's really very pretty-all the Coles werehandsome—her great-aunt was once a famous beautyDo you remember my speaking of her-Miss Betty

Coles? He shook his head, and she proceeded with
ner remimscence.

"Well she was said to have received fifty proposals

ml^.^ n'TV"" ^^^^*y' but she nevermamed. On her last visit to me. when she was avery old lady. I asked her why-and her answer was*
Pure fastidiousness.- She had picked up her

L;t tfcHc^'
*'^ ^°"^ ^^^'^ '"^"^^ "-^^-

th:et:atr-wrattrUke?^
''' ^°^"^ '-"^ ^'

'Not the beauty that Betty was. but still very
pretty, with the same blue eyes and brown hair
which she wears parted exactly as her aunt did
fifty years ago. I fear, though." she finished in awhisper. I really fear-that she writes."

Is that so ? Did she tell you ?
"
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" Not in words, but she carried a parcel exactly like
your manuscripts, and she spoke—oh, so seriously—of
her work. She spoke of it quite as if it were a baby."
"By Jove!" he gasped, and after a moment, "I

hope at any rate that she will be a comfort."
With her knitting still in her hands, she rose and

went to the window, where she stood placidly staring
at the sunlight upon the blackened chimney-pots.
"At least I can talk to her about her aunt," she
returned. Then her gaze grew more intense, and
she almost flattened her nose against the pane.
"I declare I wonder what that woman is doing out
there on that fire-escape," she observed.

After he had got into his overcoat Trent came
back to give her a parting kiss. "Find out by
luncheon time," he returned gaily.

When, presently, he entered the elevator, he
found it already occupied by a young lady whom
he recognised from his mother's description as
Christina Coles. She was very pretty, but, even
more than by her prettiness, he was struck by her
peculiar steadfastness of look, as of one devoted
to a single absorbing purpose. He noticed, too,
that the little tan coat she wore was rather shabby,
and that there was a small round hole in one of the
fingers of her glove. When she spoke, as she did
when leaving the key with the man in charge of the
elevator, her voice sounded remarkably fresh and
pleasant. They left the house together, but while
she walked rapidly toward Broadway he contented
himself with strolling leisurely along Fourth Avenue,
where he bent a vacant gaze on the objects assembled
in the windows of dealers in "antiques."
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But his thoughts did not so much as brush thetreuures .t which he stared, and neither theTum^taecrowd-wh.oh had a restless, workaday look a?

Z

mMmng hour-nor the noisily clanging car. brotemto the exqmsitely reared castle of his dreZT
thnlling to the tune of some spirited music flown,presumably from these airy towers, anTi hf

^

on over the wet sunlight on the sidewalk, be wLIu

eStSe^ hS fVT '"'' " •"= *M«' Uterarye«tas,es had he felt so assured of the beauty 6ithe bountifutoess, of his coming years-so filled witha™^ thankfulness for the mere physiS T^^
.tZ^u- "" twentyfive, he believ^ passion-^ly m h« own powers, and he was. he told h^Kmth emphas« in love for the first and only toeIn the confused tangle of his fane he sawWUk. some great white flower, growing ou^of «ach

that went up to her was made by his 6wn immediate^ccesses^ Then the footlights beforeZ t^yswamm his picture and he heard already theapp£of crowded houses and felt in his head theS^^on of h.s triumph. Act by act. scene by^Z
throng before the footlights and seeing too L^raapplaudmg softly from a stage bo:, at ^Le side Hehad had moments of despondency over his idea hadgroveUed in abject despair duri^r tryinTpS^,^
execution but now aU uncertainty-JS^?"'
ught. The hght, mdeed, had at the moment the
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full radiance of a great red glow such as he had seen
used for effective purposes upon the stage—and
just as every object of scenery had taken, for the
time, a portion of the transfiguring suffusion—so
now the external ugly details among which he moved
were bathed in the high coloured light of his imagina-
tion.

But if the end is sometimes long in coming, it

comes at last even to the visions of youth, and when
his tired limbs finally dragged his soaring spirit to
earth, he took a passing car and came home to lunch-
eon. The glamour had faded suddenly from his
dreams, as if a bat's wing had fluttered overhead, and
in his new mood, he felt a resurgence of his old self-

consciousness. He was provoked by the suspicion
tl at he had shown less as a coming dramatist than
as a present fool, and he contrasted his own awk-
wardness with Adams' whimsical ease of manner.
Did a woman ever forget how a man appeared when
she first met him? Would any amount of fame to-
morrow obliterate from Laura's memory his em-
barrassment of yesterday? He had heard that the
surface impression was what counted in the feminine
mind, and this made him think enviously, for a
minute, of Perry Bridewell—of his handsome florid

face and his pleasant animal magnetism. Perry
was stupid and an egoist, and yet he had heard
that Mrs. Bridewell, for all her beauty and her wit,
adored him, while he openly neglected her. Was
the secret of success, after all, simply an indifference
to everyone's needs except one's own? or was it

rather the courage to impress the world that one's
own were the only needs that counted?
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He was late for luncheon but his mother had
waited for him, and he found when he entered the
drawing room that Christina Coles was with her
The girl still wore her hat. but she had removed her
jacket, and it lay with a Uttk Brown package on the
sofa. As she spoke to him he was struck afresh by
the singular concentration of her expression.

" Your mother tells me that you've written a play "
she began, a Uttle shyly; "she says. too. that it 'is

wonderful."

•"She says' is weU put," he retorted gaily, "but
I hear that you. also, are among the prophets."
"I am nothing else." she answered earnestly.
It is everything to me—it is my life."
Her frankness startled him unpleasantly, and but

for her girUsh prettiness, he might have felt himself
almost repelled. As it was he merely glanced appeal-
ingly at his mother, who intervened with a gesture
of her knitting needle. "She writes stories" ex-
plained the old lady, appearing to transfix her
subject on the ivory point; "it is just as I
imagined."

The girl herself met his eyes ahnost fiercely re-
nunding him vaguely of the look with which a lioness
might defend her threatened young.

"I've done nothing yet," she declared, "but I
mean to—I mean to if it takes every single hour I
have to Uve." Then her manner changed suddenly
and she impressed him as melting from her hard

w'frf;.
"^^' '^* *^"' '"^ t^** you've met Laura

Wilde I" she said.

The sacred name struck him. after his impassioned
dreammg. like a sharp blow between the eyes, and he

V -A',
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met the girl's animated gesture with a look of blank
aversion.

"I've met her—yes," he answered coldly.
But her enthusiasm was at white heat, and he saw

what he had thought mere prettiness in her warm
to positive beauty. "And you adore her work as
I do?" she exclaimed.

After a moment's hesitation his ardour flashed out
to meet her own. "Oh, yes, I adore her work and
her I" he said.

r



CHAPTER VI

Shows That Mr. Worldly-Wise-Man May Bblono
TO Either Sex

Several afternoons later Trent was to have further
Hght thrown on the character of Christina Coles by
a chance remark of Roger Adams, into whose office
he had dropped for a moment as he was on his way
to make his first call upon Mrs. Bridewell.

After a few friendly enquiries about the young
man's own work, and the report of a promising
word from the great Benson, Adams took up a
letter lying loose among the papers on his big
littered desk.

"Half the tragedy in New York is contained in a
letter like this," he" observed. " Do you know, by the
way, that the mass of outside literary workers drawn
in at last by the whiripool constitutes almost a popu-
lation? Take this girl, now, she is so consumed by
her ambition, for heaven knows what, that she comes
here and starves in an attic rather than keep awaym comfort. That reminds me," he added, with a
sudden recollection, "she's from your part of the
country."

" Indeed! " An intuition shot like a conviction into
Trent's mind. "Could her name, I wonder, by any
chance be Coles?"

" You know her then ?"

67
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"I've met her, but do you mean to say that abiUtv
IS what she hasn't got?"

" Fcr some things I've no doubt she has an amazing
amount, only she's mistaken its probable natural bent
She stakes me as a woman who was bom for the
domestic hearth, or failing that she'd do admirably
1 dare say. in a hospital."

her?^'*'^

^^® ^'^^^"^ instinct, then, that's missing in

"Not the instinct so much as the literary stuff
and m that she's not different from a million others'
She « evidently on fire with the impulse to create'
but the power—the creative matter—isn't in her'
Let her keep up. and she'll probably go on doing
hack work until her death."
"But she's so pretty," urged Trent with a chivalric

qualm—and he remembered her smooth brown hair
parted over her rosy ears, her blue eyes, fresh as
flowers, and the peculiar steadfastness that possessed
her fac.

"The more's the pity," said Adams, while the
muscles about his mouth twitched slightly, as they
always did when he was deeply moved, "it's a bigger
WMte. I wrote to her as a father might have done
and begged her to give it up." he went on, "and in
return " he tapped the open sheet, "she sends me
this fierce, pathetic little letter and informs me
grandly that her life is dedicated. Dedicated, good
Lord! he exclaimed compassionately, "dedicated
to syndicated stories in the Sunday press and an
occasional verse in the cheaper magazines."
"And there's absolutely nothing to be done?"

asked Trent.
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Adams met the question with a frown
"Oh. if it would make it all come right in the end.

LtifrX,-^.t 5.
^^' '"^P'y- '"^ "«J« Articles

until Gabnel blows his trumpet."
"It wouldn't help, though, after all

"

"Well, hardly-the quick way is sure to be themost merciful." he laughed softly with the quality of
kindly humour which never failed him. "we'll starve
her out as soon as post ble," he declared
As if to dismiss the subject, he refolded the letter

slipped It m its envelope, and placed it in one of his

Tw 1T°":^°^''- "^^^^ ^°d' y°«' own case
isn t of the hopeless kind I" he exclaimed fervently

Tr..^'"^ 'T'''
^"^^^ "^"' selfishness." returned

Trent, showmg by his tone the momentary depres-

mLs
"""^""^

'° '^"^ "P°" his variable

At the speech Adams turned upon him the fullsympathy of his smile, while he enclosed in a warm
grasp the hand which the young man held out.

It s what we're made for." he responded cheerily,
success m one way or another."
His words, and even more his look, remained withT^ent ong afterwards, blowing, like a fresh strongwind through the hours of despondency which fol-lowed for him upon any temporary exaltation. Theyoung man had a trick of remembering faces, not asweanng their accustomed daily look, but as he hadseen them animated and transfigured by any vividmoment of experience, and he found later that when

he thought of Adams it was to recall the instant'skmdly hghtmg of the eyes, the flicker of courageoushumour about the mouth and the dauntless ring in
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the usually quiet voice. He realised now, as he
walked through the humming streets, that success or
failure is not an abstract quantity but a relative
value—that a man may be a shining success in the
world's eyes and a comparative failure in his own.
To Trent, Adams had for years represented the cul-
tvred and scholarly critic—the writer who, in his
limited individual field, had incontestably "arrived."
Now, for the first time, he saw that the editor looked
upon himself as a man of small achievements, and
that, inasmuch as his idea had been vastly more than
his execution, he felt himself to belong to the unful-
filled ones of the earth.

When, a little later, he reached Mrs. Bridewell's
house in Sixty-ninth Street the servant invited
him, after a moment's wait below, into her
sitting-room upstairs, and, following the man's lead,
he was finally ushered into a charming apart-
ment upon the second floor. A light cloud of
cigarette smoke trailed toward him as he entered,
and when he paused, confused by broken little peals
of laughter, he made out a group of ladies gathered
about a tiny Oriental table upon which stood a tray
of Turkish coffee. Gerty rose from the circle as he
advanced, and moved a single step forward, while the
pale green flounces of her train rippled prettily
about her feet. Her hair was loosely arranged, and
she gave him an odd impression of wearing what in
his provincial mind he called a " wrapper "—his
homely name for the exquisite garment which flowed,
straight and unconfined. from her slender shoulders.
His mother, he remembered, not without a saving
humour, had always insisted that a lady should ap-
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pear before the opposite sex only in the entire armour
of her "stays" and close-fitting bodice.

Gerty, as she mentioned the names of her callers,
subsided with her ebbing green waves into the chair
from which she had risen, and held her cigarette
toward Trent with a pretty inviting gesture. Her
delicate grace gave the pose a piquant attraction, and
he found himself watching with delight the tiny rings
of smoke which curled presently from her parted
lips. As she smoked she held her chin slightly liftrd,
and regarded him from beneath lowered lids wi'h'
an arch and careless humour.

"If you'd been the Pope himself," she remarked,
as an indifferent apology. "I'd hardly have done
more than fling the table-cover over my head. Even
you, after you'd spent a morning trying on a
velvet gown, would require a lounge and a good
smoke."

He admitted tha^ he thought it probable, and then
turned to one of the callers who had spoken—a hand-
oome woman with gray hair, which produced an odd
effect of being artificial.

"I wish I'd done nothing worse than try on
clothes," she observed, "but I've been to lunch with
an old lover."

"Poor dear." murmured Gerty. compassionately, as
she passed Trent a cup of cofTee. "was he so cruel as
to tell you you'd regained your youth?"
"He did worse," sighed the handsome woman, "he

assured me I hadn't."

"Well, he couldn't have done more if he'd married
you," declared Gerty, with her gleeful cynicism.
"He was too brutally frank for a husband," re-

i
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Wtrked a second caller as she sipped her coffee.

**§bu showed more discretion, Susie, than I gave
you credit for."

"Oh, you needn't compliment me," protested
Susie; "in those days he hadn't a penny."

"Indeed! and now?"
" Now he has p. great many, but he has attached to

himself a wife, and I a husband. Well, I can't say
honestly that I regret him," she laughed, "for if he
has lived down his poverty he hasn't his passion for
red—he wore a red necktie. Why is it, " she la-

mented generally to the group, "that the male mind
leans inevitably toward violent olours?"
"P rhaps they appeal to the barbaric part of us,"

suggested Trent, becoming sudf^ nly at ease amid the
battle of inanities.

"Have you a weakness for r. . too, Mr. Trent?"
enquired Gerty.

The sparkle in his eyes leaped f t at her challenge.

"Only in the matter of hair," ) retorted boldly.

She regarded him intentiv for a moment, while he
felt again as he had felt at Laura Wilde's, not only
her fascination—her personal radiance—but the con-
viction that she carried at heart a deep disgust, a
heavy disenchantment, which her ostentatious gayety
could not conceal. Even her beauty gave back to
him a suggestion of insincerity, and he wondered if

the brightness of her hair and of her mouth was as
artificial as her brilliant manner. It was magnificent,
but, after all, it was not nature.

"Because I warn you now," she pursued, after the
brief pause, "that if you bind your first play in red
I shall refuse to read it."

1 i ,

m^
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T^Jf°'^'vr'\^''^^ °" ^^^^ ^'^^'" rejoinedTrent, 1 11 make it green."
''Well you're more civilised than Perry." declaredGerty. w,th one of her relapses into de^t nd'c^fewhich caused Trent to wonder if she wereno"upon an mtua,on which taught her that a sl^h?shock IS p easantly stimulating to the fancy, "and I

meTwe'dl"'
'"°"^'^°" "^^^ ^^"^ that LvTnceme If we d leave your sex alone it would finally revertto the savage state and to skin girdles "

Now don't you think Perry would look rathermce m skms?" enquired the handsome woman •

Ican quite see him with his club like the man' in-which one of Wagner's?"
"It isn't the club of the savage I obiect to "

coolly protested Gerty. "it's the Lte. Pe^ h;s

Xiveir-al: "'
''I

^^^^^'"^^^ -"renectively. a long enough period you would thinkto teach even a Red Indian that my hair po^^

pink. Yet when I went to the Hot Springs lastautumn he actually had this room hunHor mem terra-cotta." * ™®

Trent cast a blank stare about the tapestried wallsBut where is it?" he demanded.

add.r T^'" ^^' ^^""y'' ^"^^ rejoinder, and sheadded after a moment devoted to her cigarette

seZt l' lair 'T' ^° '^''^ ^^^ wisdorofThe
serpent. I really flatter myself " sh*. a,»«,;** j
^mpUcently. ..that Tve a .eii.S ald^tfot?^'Molly. Your young innocent would have manriednutters to the point of butchery and hive gloriedl.ke a martyr in her domestic ^uabbles. butT'e
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learned a lesson or two from misfortune, and one
of them is that a man invariably prides himself upon
possessing the quality he hasn't got. That's a
perfectly safe rule," she annotated along the margin
: her story. "I used to compliment an artist upon

his art and an Apollo upon his beauty—but it never
worked. They always looked as if I had under-
valued them, so now I industriously praise the
folly of the wise and the wisdom of the fool."

"And the decorative talent of Perry," laughed one
of the callers.

"You needn't smile," commented Gerty, while

Trent watched the little greenish flame dance in her

eyes, "it isn't funny—it's philosophy. I made it out
of Ufe."

"But what about the terra-cotta?" enquired Susie.

"Oh, as I've said, I did nothing reckless," resumed
Gerty, relaxing among her cushions," I neither slapped

his face nor went into hysterics—these tactics, I've

found, never work unless one happens to be a prima
donna—so I complimented him upon his considera-

tion and sat down and waited. That night he went
to a club dinner—after the beautiful surprise he'd

given me he felt that he deserved a little freedom

—

and the door had no sooner closed upon him than I

paid the butler to come in and smoke the walls. He
didn't want to do it at all, so I really had to pay him
very high—I gave him a suit of Perry's evening

clothes. It's the ambition of his Ufe, you know, to

look like Perry."

"How under heaven did he manage it?" persisted

Susie. "The smoke, I mean, not the resemblance.'"

"There are a good many lamps about the house

^^ ^^-^^2:'^^ •:.','< )k:
iik.^N/f^t. .;c i'i
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«nd we brought them all in, every one. The butl^,warned me it wa. dangerou.. but I asst^^ i ^Ldeijperate. That settled it^that ^He eve„I*Jclotheih-and by the time Perrv retuLn !,
*

was lii-A o« —• ^ .
'^crry returned the roomwas ujce an extmct volcano "

^.^Z" "^ °""" '^^ "•""• " *•

a wor? i JL ^°" '^ """5^ ^«d J shan't s^y

r u" rn^""^ y''" ^ sometimes bore myselfAs he fell back into his chair Trent was consdou.of a feehng of intimacy, and strange as it wm rtd«peUed instantly his engrossing shyne"
"' '*

I m not bored/' he said. "I'm merely pu«led."

it ?;, r""' ^""^ "°^^"^' "^^^ yo"'" get over

because I m really as clear as running water mJgayety and my good spirits are but Z ZTof &/pancy. you see." ^^^ " ^P"

Sh/r'^'^T'"/'"**^^
T^^"*' ^« eyes warming

wise by the frankness of his admiration "Youhaven't lost as yet the divine faith of you h "
sh«said carelessly flicking the ashes of her cigarette uoon

e d
-1'f'•:

'' '"^^'°"- ^^-' toss^HheSend mto a silver tray, she pushed it from her with

"andT: "°T'"'-
"'''' ^^^ ^'" «he obs^r^dand that's my limit."

'
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"What I'm trying to understand," confessed

Trent, leaning forward in his earnestness, "is why
you should care so greatly for Miss Wilde?"

Gerty flashed up suddenly from her cushions.

"And pray why shouldn't I?" she demanded.

"Because," he hesitated an instant and then

advanced with the audacity bom of ignorance,

"you're as much alike as a thrush and a paroquet."

She laughed again.

"So you consider me a paroquet?"

"In comparison with Laura Wilde."

"Well, I'd have said a canary," she remarked

indulgently, "but we'll let it pass. I don't see

though," she serenely continued, " why a paroquet

shouldn't have a feeling for a thrush?"

He shook his head, smiling. "It seems a bit odd,

that's all."

"Then, if it's any interest to you to know it,"

pursued Gerty, with a burst of confidence, "I'd

walk across Brooklyn Bridge, every step of the way,

on my knees for Laura. That's because I believe

in her," she woimd up emphatically, "and because,

too, I don't happen to believe much in anybody else
"

"So you know her well?"

"I went to school with her and I adored her then,

but I adore her even more to-day. Somehow she

always seems to be knocking for the good in one,

and it has to come out at last because she stands so

patiently and waits. She makes me over every

time she meets me, shapes me after some ideal image

of me she has in her brain, and then I'm filled with

desperate shame if I don't seem at least a little bit

to correspond with it."
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.n it, element fresh„«^'eta" awT" ""'''

for truth just as she !.«. t.
""'' °' '"stinct

never treubled her «««•• ''"' "*™"" *''«
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CHAPTER VII

The Irresistible Force

Gerty was leaning forward among her cushions,

and as her visitor approached she held out her hand,

still faintly scented with cigarettes. "Will you
have coffee," she asked, "or shall I ring for tea?"

He sat down in the chair from which Trent had
risen and replied with a gesture of happy physical

exhaustion . "Let me have some coffee
,

" he answered

,

"I've been out golfing all the morning, and if you
don't prove mentally stimulating I shall fall asleep

before you. How many holes do you think I played

to-day?"

Gerty shrugged her shoulders over the little coffee

pot. "I don't know and it doesn't interest me,"
she retorted. "After six months of Europe do you
still make a god of physical exertion?"

The genial irony of his smile flashed back at

her, and his eyes, half quizzical, half searching, but

wholly kind, wandered leisurely down her slender

figure. Even as he lazily sipped his coffee, with his

closely clipped, rather large brown head lying against

the chair-back, she was made to feel, not unpleas-

antly, the compelling animal magnetism—the "per-

sonal quantity," as she had called it—that lay behind

the masculine bluntness of manner he affected.

"Aren't you rather tumbled?" he enquired, with an
78
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Climated glance, and. though he was fond of boastingthat he was the only man he knew who never flatte 2women. Gerty was conscious of a sudden flush andthe pleased conviction that she must be looW h.rvery best. It was a trick of his. she knew^^ flftte"as It were, by paradox, to deal with delicateTnuendos'and to comphment by pleasant contradiction Shehad not been a woman of the world without reaWthe reward of knowledge, and now. as she leanelback d iled brilliantly into his face, she knewthat, despzte the apparent abruptness of his beginnhiT

21^uT fJ
^^'"^'^ ^^^ ^^^" taken long agoshe told herself, and lay tucked away in the receptadewhxch contamed the varied neatly labelled paUemsof her masculine world- but pt Ih^

«"ea patterns

was perfectly aware t^^tLVe^^Z:. ™ 1°
P^ue afresh both her interest and her Uking " yju

bl,?Jl."K
'"'''"* *"' "'*''• '^ ''=8"'i«i her with the

save' mvl^ZX '"'"'

f'"''
'° "^™« ""en it

.!7L '^
V ' '^ °''s»ved as he took up a ciearette

athona^r
''"™"' '° """' " *° '^ «--"<'

He was still smiling when he raised his head,you used to like it yourself," he persisted.
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"I used to like a great many things which bore
me now."

"Yes, you used to hke me," he retorted gaily.

She had so confidently expected the remark, had
left so frank an opening for it, that v/hile she watched
him from beneath languid eyelids a little cynical
quiver disturbed her lips. The game was as old as
the Garden of Eden, she had played it well or ill

from her cradle, and at last she had begun to grow
a trifle weary. She had found the wisdom which is

hidden at the core of all Dead Sea fruit, and the
bitter taste of it was still in her mouth. The world
for her was a world of make-believe—of lies so futile

that their pretty embroidered shams barely covered
the ugly truths beneath, and, though she had pinned
her faith upon falsehood and had made her sacrifice

to the little gods, there were moments still when the
undelivered soul within her awoke and stirred as a
child stirs in the womb. Even as she went back
to the game anew, she was conscious that it would
be a battle of meaningless words, of shallow insin-
cerities—yet she went back, nevertheless, before
the disgust the thought awoke had passed entirely
from among her sensations.

"I believe I did," she confessed with a charming
shrug.

"But you turned against me in the end—women
always do," he lamented merrily, as he flicked away
the ashes of his cigarette. Then, with a perceptible
start of recollection, he paused a moment and leaned
forward to look at her more closely. "By the way,
I had a shot at your friend to-day," he said, "the
lady who looks like an old picture and does verse.
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Why on earth did she take to poetry?" he demanded
.npat^ently. .'I hate it-ifs all Zer insa„Ty"

'

Well, some few madmen have thought other-wise." remarked Gerty. adding immediately, ''a^dso you met Laura. Oh. you two! It wis the

He regarded her quite gravely while his cigaretteburned hke a little red eye between his fingers
Nothmg he responded at last. "I didn't meether-I merely glimpsed her. She has a pair of eyT^you didn't tell me."

eyes—

Gerty nodded.

"And I forgot to mention as well that she has a

"°' Oh T ^Tl't ^f " '^^- W^^* ^^ oversight."
Oh, I didn t bother about the rest," he said and

she wondered if he could be half in earnest"'if hewere wholly jesting, "but. by Jove. I went over!board m her eyes and never touched bottom "
For a moment Gerty stared at him in blank amaze-ment in the midst of which she promptly told her-seU that henceforth she would be prepared for any

eccentricities of which the male mind might becapable. A hot flush mantled her cheek, and shespoke in a voice which had a new and womanlnng ot decision.
""i«tmy

"You would not like her." she said, "and shewould hate you."
With an amused exclamation he replaced hiscoffee cup upon the table. "Then she'd be a veryfoohsh woman," he observed.

^

.h'ltv ^'^^'^"V''
^" *^' ^^^^^^ *^^t y°^ scoff at-she beUeves m the soul, in people, and in love
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He made a protest of mock dismay. "My dear

girl, I've been too hard hit by love not to believe in

it. On the contrary, I believe in it so firmly that

I think the only sure cure for it is marriage."

At her swift movement of aversion his laughing

glance made a jest of the words, and she smiled

back at him with the fantastic humour which had
become almost her natural manner. It was a habit

of his to treat sportively even the subjects which
he reverenced, and in reality she had sometimes felt

him to be less of a sober cynic than herself. He
took his pleasures where he found them, and there

was a touch of pathos in the generous eagerness with
which he was ready to provide as well for the

pleasures of others. If he lacked imagination she
had learned by now that he did not fail in its sister

virtue, sympathy, and his keen gray eyes, which
expressed so perfectly a gay derision, were not slow,

she knew, to warm into a smiling tenderness.

"Laura is the most earnest creature alive," she

said after a moment.
"Is that so? Then I presume she lacks a sense

of humour."
" She has a sense of honour at any rate."

With a laugh he settled his figure more comfortably
in his chair, and while she watched the movement, a
little fascinated by its easy freedom, she felt a sudden
impulse to reach out and touch his broad, strong

shoulders as she might have touched the shoulders

of a statue. Were they really as hard as bronze,

she wondered, or was that suggestion of latent power,
of slumbering energy, as deceptive as the caressing

glance he bent upon her? The glance meant nothing
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she was aware—he would have regarded her in much
the same way had Perry been at her side, would have
shone quite as afifectionately, perhaps, upon her
mother. Yet, in spite of her worldly knowledge, she
felt herself yielding to it as to a deUcate flattery.
Her eyes were still on him, and presently he caught
her gaze and held it by a look which, for all its fervour,
had an edge of biting irony. There was a meaning, a
mystery in his regard, but his words when at last
they came sounded almost empty.
"Oh, that's well enough in its way," he said, "but

as a safeguard there's no virtue alive that can stand
against a sense of humour. An instinct for the ridicu-
lous will keep any man from going to the devil."
She shot her defiant merriment into his face

"Has it kept you?"
"^^—Oh, I wasn't bound that way, you know-

but why do you ask?"
For a breath she hesitated, then, remembering her

mystification of an instant ago, she felt a swift
desire to punish him for something which even to
herself she could not express—for too sharp a prick
of unsatisfied curiosity, or was it for too intense a
moment of uncertainty?

•' Oh, one hears, you know," she replied indifferently.
" One hears I And what is it that one hears ?

"

His voice was hard, almost angry, and she despised
herself because the fierce sound of it made her sud-
denly afraid.

"Do you know what a man said to me the other
day," she went on with a cool insolence before which
he became suddenly quiet. "Whom the gods
destroy they first infatuate—with an opera singer."

^:f •. 1^.1 te'-.
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She delivered the words straight from the shoulder,

and as she finished he rose from his chair and stood

looking angrily down upon her.

" Did you let me come here for this?" he demanded.

"O Arnold, Arnold!" the gayety rang back to her

voice, and she made a charming little face of affected

terror. " If you're going to be a bear I'll run away."

She stretched out her hand, and he held it for an

instant in his own, while he fell back impatiently

into his chair.

"The truth is that I was clean mad about her,"

he said, "about Madame Alta—^but it's over now,

and I abominate everything that has ever set foot

on the stage."

"Was she really beautiful?" she enquired curiously.

He laughed sharply. " Beautiful! She was flesh

—

if you mean that."

An angry sigh escaped him, and Gerty lighted a

fresh cigarette and gave it to him with a soothing

gesture. The nervous movements which were char-

acteristic of him became more frequent, and she found

herself wondering that they should increase rather

than diminish the impression of virile force. For a

while he smoked in silence; then, with his eyes still

turned away from her, he asked in a changed voice.

"Tell me about your friend—she interests me."

"She interests you! Laura?"

"There's something in her that I like," he pursued,

smiling at her exclamation. "She looks human,

natural, real. By Jove, she looks as if she were

capable of big emotions—as if, too, you could like

hor without making love. She's something new."

Gerty's amazement was ao sincere that she only
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stared at him, while her red lips parted slightly in a
breathless and perfectly unaffected surprise. Some-
thing new! Her wonder faded slowly, and she told
herself that now at last she understood. So he was
still what he had always been—an impatimt seeker
after fresh sensations.

"I thought you were too much like Perry to care
about her," she said.

His amused glance made the remark appear sud-
denly ridiculous. "I'm different from Perry in one
thing at least," he retorted. "You didn't marry
me."

"Well, I dare say it's a good thing you never gave
me the chance," she tossed back lightly. "I don't
let Perry rave, you know, even over Laura. -Not
that I'm unduly jealous, but that I'm easily bored."
"I can't imagine you jealous," he commented, keep-

mg as usual close to the intimate intention.
'

'
And of Perry

! I should hope not ! " Her gesture
was one of amused indifference. "Jealousy is the
darling virtue of the savage, and I may not be a
samt, but at least I'm civilized. Give me food and
a warm fire and clothes to my back, and I'm quite
content to let the passions go."
"Even love?" he asked, still smiling.
She shrugged her shoulders—gracefully as few

women can. "Love among the rest—I don't care-
why should I.? Make me comfortable."
An impulse which was hardly more than a

consuming interest in humanity—in the varied
phenomena of life—caused him to draw quickly
nearer.

"You say that because you've 'arrived,'" he
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declared. "You've 'arrived' in love as your friend

has in literature. The probationary stage after all

is the only one worth while, and you've gone too far

beyond it."

"I've gone too far beyond everything," she pro-

tested, laughing. "I'm a graduate of the world.

Now Laura "

The name recalled his thoughts and he repeated it

while she paused. "Laura—it has a jolly sound

—

and upon my word I haven't seen a woman in years

who has had so much to say to me before I've met

her. Do you know, I already like her—I like her

smooth black hair, without any of your fussy

undulations; I like her strong earnest look and the

strength in her brow and chin; I even like the way
she dresses "

Gerty's laugh pealed out, and he broke off with a

movement of irritation. "Is it possible that Laura

is an ,. "hantress," she demanded, "and have I fol-

lowed the wrong principle all my life ? Has my honest

intention to please men led me astray?"

"Oh, you may be funny at my expense if you

choose," he retorted, "but I've had enough of fluff

and feathers, and J like the natural way she wears

her clothes " Again he smoked in an abstracted

silence, and then asked abruptly: "Will you take me
some day to see her?"

She shook her head.
" Take you ? No, you've missed your opportunity."

"But I'll make another. Why not?"

"Because I tell you frankly she would hate you."

"My dear girl, she wouldn't have a shadow of an

excuse. No woman has ever hated me in my life."

:.|
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"Then there's no use seeking the experience. You'd
just as well accept the fact at once that Laura couldn't

bear you "

A laugh followed from the door while the words
were still in the air, and turning quickly they saw
Laura pausing upon the threshold.

"And pray what is it about Laura?" she
asked in her cordial contralto voice. "A person who
has borne living in the house with a flute may be said

to have unlimited powers of endurance."

She moved forward and Kemper, while he sprang
to his feet and stood waiting for the introduction,

became swiftly aware that with her entrance the
whole atmosphere had taken a fresher and a finer

quality. The sophistication of the world, the flippant

irony of Gerty's voice gave place immediately before
her earnest dignity and before the look of large

humanity which distinguished her so vitally from the
women whom he knew. He felt her sincerity of pur-
pose at the same instant that he felt Gerty's shallow-
ness and the artificial glamour of the hot-house air in
which he had hardly drawn breath. There was an
appeal in Laura's face which he had never seen before

—an expression which seemed to him to draw directly

from the elemental pulse; and he felt suddenly that
there were depths of consciousness which he had
never sounded, vivid experiences which he had never
even glimpsed. "She is different—but how is she
different?" he asked himself, perplexed. "Is she
simply a bigger personality, or is she really more
of a woman than any woman I have ever known?
What is it in her that speaks to me and what is it in
myself that responds?" And it seemed to him both
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strange and wonderful that he should be drawn by
an impulse which was not the impulse of love—that
a woman should attract him through qualities which
were independent of the allurement of sex. A clean
and perfectly sane satisfaction was the immediate
result; he felt that he had grown larger in his own
eyes—that the old Adam who had ruled over him
so long had become suddenly dwarfed and insig-

nificant. "To like a woman and yet not to make
love to her," he repeated in his thoughts. "By
Jove, it will be something decern, something really

worth while.' Then he remembered that he had
never known intimately a woman of commanding
intellect, and the novelty inspired him with the spirit

of fresh adventure.

She had bowed t-> him over the large muff she
carried, and he spoke lightly though his awakened
interest showed in his face and voice. "I was the
xmfortunate subject of Gerty's decision," he said.

"Is there no appeal from it?"

Her answering smile was one of indiflferent kindli-

ness; and he liked, even while he resented her sincerity

of manner. "Appeal! and to whom?" she enquired.
"To you—to your mercy," he laughed.
She glanced at Gerty with a look which hardly

simulated a curiosity she apparently did not feel.

"But why should you need my mercy?" she de-
manded, as she sat down on a little sofa heaped with
cushions.

His gaze, after resting a moment on the smooth
black hair beneath her velvet hat, turned to the ex-
quisite shining waves which encircled Gerty's head.
"Ask my cousin," he advised with merriment.
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Whatever Gerty's reason for not caring to bring
them together may have been, she concealed it now
beneath a ready acceptance of the situation.

" Oh, he tried to make me pn)misc to take him to see
you," she explained, "but I've told him you' . show
him no quarter because he hasn't read your poems."
Laura raised her eyes to his face, and he had again

the sensation of looking into an unutterable per-
sonality.

"I'm glad you haven't read them," she rejoined,
"for now you won't be able to talk to me about
them."

"So you don't Hke to have one talk about them?"
She met his question with direct simplicity. "About

my verse? I shouldn't like to have you do it."
"And why not I?" he demanded, laughing.
"Oh, I don't know," she returned, her eyes lighting

with the humour of her frankness, " can one explain ?

But I'm perfectly sure that it's not the kind of thing
you'd like. There's no action in it."

"So Gerty has told you that I'm a strenuous
creature?"

"Perhaps. I don't remember." She turned to
Gerty, looking down upon her with a tenderness that
suffused her face with colour. " What was it that you
told me, dearest?"

"What did I tell you?" repeated Gerty, still clasp-
ing Laura's hand. "Oh, it must have been that he
agrees with some dreadful person who said that poetry
was the insanity of prose."

Laura laughed as she glanced back at him, and he
contrasted her deep contralto notes with Gerty's
flute-like soprano.

#f-^-j
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"Well, he may not be right, but he is with the
majority," she said.

Her indifference piqued him into the spirit of op-
position, and he felt an immediate impulse to compel
her reluctant interest—to arouse her admiration of
the very qualities she now disdained.

"Well, I take my poetry where I iind it," he re-

joined, "and that's mostly in life and not in books."
From the qviick turn of her head, ihe instant's

lifting of her emotional reserve, he saw that the
words had arrested her imagination—that for the
first time since her entrance she had really

taken in the fact of his existence as an indi-

vidual.

"Then you are not with the majority, but you are

right!" she exclaimed.

"Is it not possible to be both?" he asked, pleased

.imost more than he would admit by the qviickening

of her attention.

"I think not," she answered seriously, "don't
you?"

"I never think," he laughed with his eyes upon
hers, "Hive."
The animation, which was like the glow from an

inner illumination, shone in her face, and he thought,
as Trent had thought before him, that her soul must
bum like a golden flame within her—a flame that
reached toward life, knowledge and the veiled won-
ders of experience.

"And so would I if I were a man," she said.

She rose, clasping the furs at her throat, then
folding Gerty in her arms she kissed her cheek.

" I stopped for a moment to look at you, nothing
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more," she confessed. "It was a nhr.- u
looking at you and at fi,o d I ^'"'^ between

pouJ, a„dTrot"o*" ^rSd'c'"'. "?"•her for a„ instant and then i^w her m^? '"""

Do stay with me," pleaded Gertv «<t—I need you."
P^*=aaea Uerty, I want you

"But you dine out."
•'Oh. I forgot. Wait. I'll break it. I'll be ill

"
Laura smi ed her refusal an^ / / " oe m.

her large, fluffy muff
'"^' ''°°P^"^' P^^^^d up

"I'll come to-morrow," she tMut^^a .. ,

won't cost us a lie To^*! k
returned, "and it

you wear?"
^""^ ^^"' "^^ ^°^"ie. what do

aut i do, persisted Laura- "ipf ;* u
She looked at Kemoer an^T' 1 * ^^ '^^'*^"

turned toward theTo'Tf, T^ '"""^^^ ^« ^^^

she came back and h^' ^\"' ^''^^'^S an instant.

sn^le. ''IttasteX^^^^^^^^ V^^^^^
she said.

^ Pheasant to meet you."

She wJnt out aTd It f ,
'T" *' ^'^'^^

staircase he ask^ h1 ,f r"' *'' "^o™ «*«

'She is me^^bZ'L?"" *' P-^^''-^ ""-'i™:
different?" C stm h!

""^-J-tut how is she" "111 he assured himself with con-
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fidence that what he liked in her was her serene

separateness from the appeal of passion, "This is

the thing that lasts—that really lasts for a lifetime,"

he said in his thoughts.

m
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CHAPTER VIII
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LENT FRIEND

remembered Kemper's face as he .°
t

''' ^^""'^

Jier on the long seat of fh. !
^''°'' ^'"^"^

of hta" T' '"'"'" "'" '^"^ her work aside to think

could be toth kfnd /'^ ""'*'"" *°''' h^^ that he
of „n«L u

""'' S<^""°>'s, that he was caoabl.unselfish .mpulses, and full, too. of a bWand
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tolerant humanity, yet there was something within

her—some finer spiritual discernment—which rose to

battle against the attraction he appeared to possess.

He was not mental, he was not even superficially

bookish, and yet because of a certain magnetic

quality—a mere dominant virility—she found herself

occupied, to the exclusion of her work, with the

words he had uttered, with the tantalising humour

in his eyes.

"I am glad that I did not ask him to call," she

thought as she took up her pencil. "He does not

interest me and very likely I shall never see him

again. He was pk . if>nt certainly, but one can't

make acquaintances (- every stranger one happens

to meet." Then it seemed to her that she had been

distant, almost rude, when he had bidden her

good-night, and as she remembered the engaging

frankness of his smile, the eager yet humble look

with which he had waited at her door for the invitation

she did not give, she regretted in spite of herself

that she had been so openly inhospitable. After all

there was no reason that one should turn a man from

one's door simply because his personality didn't

please one's fancy. For a moment she d-'orged her

mind for some word, some look in whic '
might

have found a shadow of excuse for the dislike she

felt. "No, he said nothing foolish," she confessed at

last, "he was only kind and friendly and it is I who

have offended—I who have allowed myself to feel an

unreasonable aversion." All at once an irritation

against herself pervaded her thoughts, and she de-

termined that if she met him again she would be more

cordial—that she would force herself to show a
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particular friendliness. The recollection of his lovefor Madame Alta came to her, and she felt at tte

A nian like that must love with madness "
shethought and next, "but how do I know T^^tllove between them and why should I judeej" wlr

S-'^t -"« *» >>- eyes anilfe'pJ/J

and"apartl" " ""' '^'"' ° ^"^^ '^^ ^ p'ure

For a while she sat with bowed head, then as herhands fell mto her lap, she broke into a little tenderlaugh at herself. "What a fool I am, after all'she amented; "here I have seen a man wlom I donot hke-once,for an hou,-and he has Tto^ubled

work. What does ,t matter, and why should astranger who d spleases me have power to compe!

aTh*r^ot •
" "" '"* ^ '""^^^ d-t-ctio7o

not hv V ^^ mor^and. whether I like him ornot^^j, to-morrow I shall have forgotten his ex-

But she remembered his face as he sat across fmmherm the dimly lighted stage, and she felt ag"n w^tha start that he was the first man she had ever^o^Yet he does not attract me, and I shall never ^Teh.m again," she thought after a moment, sle t<^fc

vam to fix her wandering attention. Life appeared

thought of the thronging city around her it seemedfo her that she herself and the people in the^^and the revolving stars were held securely i„ thetod of God. The beUef awoke in her that'she was
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shielded and set apart for a predestined good, an

exalted purpose, and she wondered if the purpose

were already moving toward her out of the city and

if its end would be only the fulfilling of the law of her

own nature. Then she thought of Angela in her

closed chamber. Had she been shielded? Was she

also set apart? But the thought did not disturb her,

for she herself seemed of a larger growth, of a

braver spirit, than Angela or than her aunts or

than Uncle Percival, who had missed life also. They

had been defeated, but was it not because they had

lacked in themselves the courage to attain?

The next morning, after she had had her tea and

toast in her room, she went, as was her custom, into

Angela's chamber. Early as it was, Mrs. Payne had

already apparelled herself in her paint and powder

and driven down. Seen by the morning sunlight,

her smeared face with its brilliant artificial smile re-

vealed a pathos which was ren red more acute by

its effect of playful grotesqueness. She was like

a faded and decrepit actress who, fired by the un-

conquerable spirit of her art, forces her wrinkled

visage to ape the romantic ecstasies of p tssion. Age

which is beautiful only when it has become expressive

of repose—of serene renouncement—showed to Laura's

eyes only as a ghastly and comic travesty of youth.

Angela was having her breakfast at a little table

by the window, and at Laura's entrance she turned

to her with a sigh of evident relief.

" Rosa has come down to speak to you particularly,"

she explained. "There is something she has very

heavily on her mind."

Mrs. Payne had wheeled herself about at the same
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instant; and Laura, after regarding her uncertainly
for a moment, impressed a light caress upon her
outstretched jewelled fingers.

"I didn't sleep a wink, my dear." began the oldlady m her most conciliatory tones, "not a blessedwmk after Horace told me."
The questioning stare in Laura's face had the

effect of jerking her up so hurriedly that the wordsseemed to trip and stumble upon her lips
"I might have had it from yourself, of cours'^

"
she added with an aggrieved contortion of h^r
features, but as I was just telling Angela. I would
not for worlds mtrude upon your confidence."

But what has he told you?" asked Laura, curi-
ously, and what, after all, did I tell Uncle Horace?"
Mrs Payne settled herself comfortably back 'inher chair, and. picking up a bit of Angela's toast.rom the tray, nibbled abstractedly at the crust
What under heaven would he have told me but

the one thmg.?" she demanded. "Mr. Wilberforce
has at last proposed."

'•At last!" echoed Laura, breaking into a laugh of
unaffected merriment. "Well, he was long about

ontlTf ""7? ^"^'^^ ^'^"'^ *°^^^^ ^^^' stretching
out her frail hands in a pleading gesture

'Don't marry. Laura." she entreated; "don't-dont man-y. There is only misery from men-
misery and regret."

''I believe he has millions," remarked Mrs. Pavnem the tone in which she might have recited her creedm church, "and as far as a husband goes I havenever observed that there was any disadvantage t^

m
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be found in age. My experience c£ the world has

taught me that decrepitude is the only thing which

permanently domesticates a man."

Laura sat down across from her, and then clasping

her hands together made her final determined stand.

"You needn't try to persuade me, Aunt Rosa,"

she answered, "for I wouldn't marry him—no, not

if he had billions."

For a brief interlude Mrs. Payne returned her gaze

with silent yet expressive dignity.

"There's really no occasion to become violent,"

she observed at last, "particularly in the presence

of poor Angela."

"But I like it! I like it," declared Angela, "it is

her marriage that I couldn't bear."

Mrs. Payne turned her reproachful look for a

moment upon the weaker sister.

" I am very sure, my dear, that we can bear any-

thing the Lord chooses to send," she remarked,

"especially when we feel ^lat our cross is for another's

good. Is there any reason," she woimd up to Laura

again, "for the obstinate position you appear to take ?

"

Laura shook her head.

"I don't take any position," she replied, "I

simply decline to be made to marry him, that's all."

"But you like him—I've heard you say so much

with my own ears."

"You never heard me say I liked him for a hus-

band."

"It would have been highly indelicate if I had,"

observed Mrs Payne, "but since he has proposed I

may as well impress upon you that any kind of

liking is quite sufficient argument for a marriage
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which would be so suitable in every way. And as to
the romantic nonsense—well it all comes very much
to the same thing in the long run. and whether you
begin by loving a man or by hating him, after six
months of marriage you can ask nothing better than
to be able to regard him with Christian forbearance."
Laura turned away impatiently as Uncle Percival

put his bland, child-like face in at the open door.
"I hope you had a quiet night, Angela," he saidm his high, piping voice; "the morning is a fine one

and I've already had my turn." Tnen, holding his
coat closely over a small bundle which he carried,
he greeted Mrs Payne with a deprecating smile!
'You're down early, Rosa; it's a good habit."
Mrs Payne surveyed him with an intolerant

humour.

"I'm not undertaking to cultivate a habit at my
time of life," she responded, raising her voice until it
- unded harsh and cracked; then she became a prey
to a devouring suspicion. "What is that under
your coat?" she demanded sternly.

Uncle Percival's flaccid mouth fell open with a
fnghtened droop, and he took instantly the demeanour
of a small offending schoolboy.
"It—it's only a little present for Angela," he

replied. "I thought it might interest her, but I
hardly think you would care for it, Rosa."
"What is it.?" persisted Mrs. Payne in her un-

yielding calmness.

The object moved beneath his coat, and, pulUng it
out with a timid yet triumphant gesture, he dis-
played before their astonished eyes a squirming white
rabbit.

mm
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"I hoped it might interest Angela," he repeated,

seeking in vain for sympathy in the three amazed

faces.

The rabbit struggled in his grasp, and after holding it

suspended a moment by the nape of its neck, he

cuddled it again beneath his coat. "A woman was

selling them in the street," he explained in a sup-

pressed voice. "She had a box filled with th«m.

I bought only one."

"That was fortunate," returned Mrs Payne,

severely, "for you will have to carry the creature

back at once—or drown it if you prefer."

"But I thought Angela would like it," he said

with a disappointed look.

Angela closed her eyes as if shutting out an irri-

tating sight.

"What in the world would I do with a white

rabbit?" she enquired.

"But I could take care of it," insisted Uncle

Percival. "I should like to take care of it very

much."

Laura drew the rabbit from his coat and held it a

moment against her bosom.

"It's a pretty little thing," she remarked care-

lessly, and added, "why not keep it for yourself,

Uncle Percival?"

As he glanced up at her the light of animation

broke in his face.

"Why shouldn't I, indeed, why shouldn't I?" he

demanded eagerly, and hurried out before Mrs.

Payne, with her Solomonic power of judgment, could

bring herself to the point of interference.

" I hope that will be a lesson to you with regard to
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men," she observed as a parting shot while she tied
her bonnet strings.

An uncontrollable distaste for her family swept
over Laura, and she felt that she could suffer no
longer the authority of Mrs. Payne, the senility
of Uncle Percival or the sorrows of Angela. As she
looked at Mrs. Payne she was struck as if for
the first time by her ridiculous grotesqueness, and
she experienced a sensation of disgust for the old
lady's stony eyes and carefully painted out wrinkles.
Without replying to the moral pointed by Uncle

Percival and the white rabbit, she left the room
and hastily dressed herself for her morning walk.
The house had grown close and oppressive to her and
she wanted the January cold in her face and limbs.
At the moment she was impatient of anything that
recalled a restraint of mind or body.
When she came in two hours later, after a brisk

walk in the park, she found Mr. Wilberforce awaiting
her in the drawing-room downstairs. He looked
older she thought at the first glance in the last few
days, but there was a cheerfulness, a serenity, in his
face which seemed to lend itself like a softening light
to his beautiful pallid features. He was a man
who having fought bitteriy against resignation for
many years comes to it peacefully at last only to
find that he has reaped from it a portion of the
"enchantment of the disenchanted." Her intuition
told her instantly that he had given up hope of love,
but she recognized also, through some strange com-
munion of sympathy, that he had attained the peace
of soul which follows inevitably upon any sincere
renouncement of self.

fiiirur I

h'Ui1



J09 THE WHEEL OF LIFE
. 4

ill
4 *

' II '

"I am so glad, dear friend," she said, holding his

hand for a moment as she sat beside him.

He looked at her silently with his brilliant eyes

which burned in the midst of his blanched and
withered face like two watch-fires that are kept alive

in a scorched desert.

"For a while I thought it might be," he replied

after a long pause. "I asked you to give me what
I have never had—my youth. You could not do

it," he added with a smile, "and at first it seemed to

me that there remained only emptiness and disap-

pointment for the future, but presently I learned

wisdom in the night." He hesitated an instant and

then added gravely, " I saw that if you couldn't give

me youth, you could at least make my old age very

pleasant."

"I can—I will," she answered in a broken voice,

and it seemed to her that all the bitterness had

turned to sweetness in his look. Was the divine

wisdom, afti r all, she wondered, not so much the

courage which turned the events that came to happi-

ness as the greater power which created light where

there was nothing. Only age uad learned to do this,

she knew, and she was conscious of a qtiick resent-

ment against fate that only age could put into passien

the immortal spirit which youth craved in vain.

"I asked a great deal," he said, "but I shall be

content with a very little."

"With my whole faith—with all my friendship,"

she replied; and as she spoke the words, her heart

contracted with a spasm which was almost that of

terror of the unknown purpose to which she felt,

with a kind of superstitious blindness, that she was
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pledged. Fate had offered her this one good thing,

and she must put it from her because she waited in

absolute ignorance—for what? For love it might be,

and yet her woman's instinct taught her that the
only love which endures is the love of age that has
never been young for youth so elastic that it can
never grow old. Then swift as the flash of self-

revelation she saw fn imagination the eager yet
humble look with which Arnold Kemper had waited
before her door, and, though she insisted still that the
picture displeased her fancy, she knew that passion
to meet response in her must come to her clothed
in a virile strength like his.

"I wish from my soul that it might have been," she
murmured, but even with the words she knew that
she had all her life wished for a different thing—for

a love that was wholly unlike the love he offered.

"It has been," he answered, while his grave
gentleness fell like dew on the smouldering fire in his

eyes. "It has been, my dear, and it will be always
until I die."
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CHAPTER IX

Of Masques and Mummeries

^i>

In the afternoon of the next day Laura received

by a special messenger an urgent appeal from Gerty

Bridewell.

"Come to me at once," said the note, which

appeared to have been written in frantic haste.

"I am in desperate trouble and I need you."

The distress of the writer was quite as apparent

as the exaggeration, and while Laura rolled rapidly

toward her in a cab, she prepared herself with a kind

of nervous courage to bear the brunt of the inevitable

scene. Perry ^ as at the bottom of it she knew—she

had answered such summonses often enough before

to pre-figure with unerring insight the nature of the

event. He had shown his periodical inclination to a

fresh affair, his errant fancy had wandered in a par-

ticular direction, and Gerty 's epicurean philosophy

had failed as usual to account for the concrete fact.

To Laura the amazing part was not so much Perry's

fickleness, which she had brought herself to accept

with tolerant aversion, as the extraordinary value

Gerty placed upon an emotion which was kept alive

by an artifice at once so evident and so inefiectual.

There was but one thing shorter lived than his

repentance she knew, and that was the sentiment of

which he was charitably supposed to have repented.

104
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By nature he was designed a lover, and it seemed,
broadly viewed, the merest accident of circumstances
that he should tend toward variety rather than
toward specialisation.

A man passing in the street bowed to her as the
cab turned a corner, and, as she recognised Arnold
Kemper, she wondered vaguely if he had aught in
common with his cousin. A slight resemblance to
Perry Bridewell offended her as she recalled it, and,
while her resentful sympathy flew to Gerty, she felt

almost vindictive against the masculine type he
appeared physically to represent.

"O Lord, keep me apart!" she prayed fervently,
as she had prayed in ti^e night, for it appeared to her
that the shield of faith was the one shield for the
spirit against the besieging vanities of life. Gerty's
faith had fallen from her long ago, and, as she
remembered this, Laura felt a jealous impulse to
snatch her friend away from the restless worldliness
and the inordinate desires. The pitiable soul of
Gerty showed to her suddenly as a stunted and
famished city child struggling for life in an atmos-
phere which carried the taint of death, and in her
imagination the picture was so vivid that she saw the
face of the child turned toward her with a wistful,
imploring look.

The cab stopped with a jerk, and in a Httle while
she was knocking softly at the closed door of Gerty's
chamber. Almost immediately it opened and the
French maid came out.

"Madame is ill with a headache," she explained,
pointing to the closed shutters, "she refuses to
eat."

H<#'
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Putting her impatiently aside, Laura closed the

door upon her, and then crossing to the windows threw

back the shutters to let in the late sunshine.

"A little light won't hurt you, dearest," she said,

with a smile.

Gerty, still in her nightgown with a Japanese
kimono fltmg carelessly about her and her hair falling

in a brilliant shower upon her shoulders, was sitting

before her bureau making a pretence of sorting a pile

of bills. In spite of this pathetic subterfuge, her

beautiful green eyes held a startled and angry look,

and her face was flushed with an excitement like that

of fever.

" I was sorry I sent for you the moment afterward,"

she said, hardly yielding to Laura's embrace, while

she nervously tore open a bill she held and then tossed

it aside without glancing over it. "It's the same
thing over again—there's no use talking about it. I

shall die."

"You cannot—you cannot," protested Laura, still

holding her in her arms. "You are too beautiful.

You were never in your life lovelier than you are

to-day."

"And yet it does not hold him," broke out Gerty,

in sudden passion, "and it will never be any better, I

see that. If it's not one it's another, but it's always

somebody. A year ago he promised me that I should

never have cause for jealousy again—he swore that

and I believed !vim—and now this—this
"

Her anger choked her like a sob, and she tore with

trembling fingers at the papers in her lap. Then sud-

denly her brow contracted with resolution, and she

went through a long list of items as if the most impor-
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tant fact in life were the amouht of money she must
pay to her dressmaker.

"Of course you know what I think," murmured
Laura with her lips at Getty's ear.

"That he isn't worth it," Gerty nodded, while her
mdignant and humiliated expression grew almost
violent. "Well, I think so, too. Of course he isn't
but that doesn't make it any better—any easier." '

"You mean you couldn't give him _:>.?"

"When I'm dead I may, not before." She closed
her eyes and a long shudder ran through her body
"It has been nothing but a fight since I married—

a

fight to keep him. I used to think that marriage
meant rest, contentment, but I know now that it
means a battle—all the time-^very instant I've
never had one natural moment, I've never since the
begmnmg been without a horrible suspicion—and I
see now that I never shall be. He likes me best I
know—m his heart he really puts me first—but there
are others and I won't have it. I'll be alone I'll be
the only one or nothing. I said I wouldn't be beaten
the first time, and I won't—I won't be beaten." She
paused an instant to draw breath. "And I haven't
been," she wound up in bitter triumph.
"You'll never be, darling," declared Laura; "who

IS there on earth to shine against you.?"
The violence faded from Gerty's face, yielding to

an expression of disgust, of spiritual loathing—the
loathmg of a creature that hates the thing it loves.
"But it isn't worth it, it isn't worth it," she moaned,

pushmg the papers away from her with an indignant
gesture, and rising from her chair to walk hurriedly
up and down the floor. "It isn't worth it, but I'm

if

i
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bound to it—I can't get away. I'm bound to the

wheel. Do you think if I could help myself—if I

could be different—that I would turn into a mere

bond-slave to my body? Why, a day labourer has

rest, but I haven't. There's not a moment when I'm

not doing something for my beauty, or planning

effects, or undergoing a treatment. I never sleep as

I want to, nor bathe as I want to, nor even eat what

I like. It's all somebody's system for preserving

something about me. I've lived on celery and apples

to keep from growing fat and taken daily massage to

keep from getting thin—and yet I never wake up in

the morning that I don't turn sick for fear I'll dis-

cover my first wrinkle in the glass. Now imagine,"

she finished with a cynical laugh, "Perry going upon

a diet for any sentimental reasons, or sacrificing ter-

rapin in order to retain my affection!"

"I can't," confessed Laura bluntly, "it's beyond

me, but I wish you wouldn't. I wish you'd try to

hold him by something different—something higher."

"You can't hold a person by what he hasn't got,"

returned Gerty with the flippant ridicule she so desper-

ately clung to—a ridicule which she used as unspar-

ingly upon herself as upon her husband. Then, after

a pause, she resumed her bitter musing in the same

high-strung, reckless manner. "A wrinkle would kill

me," she pursued; "I'd rather endure any agony—I'd

be skinned alive first like some woman Perry ^aughed

about. Yet they must come—^they're obliged to

come in fifteen—ten—perhaps in five years. Per-

haps even to-morrow. Do you suppose," she ques-

tioned abruptly, with a tragic intensity worthy of a

less ignoble cause, "that when one gets old one really
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ceases to mind-that one dies out all inside-the
sensations I mean, and the emotions-before thehusk begms to wither?" She paused a moment,
but as Laura continued to regard her with a
soft compassionate look she turned away againand.touchmg an electric button in the wall. flooded theroom wxth hght. The change was so st;rtling thatevery object seemed to leap at once from twilight
vagueness mto a conspicuous prominence. On achair m the comer was c .lessly flung a white chiffondmner gown, and a pair of little satin slippers hadbeen thrown upon the floor beside it. where they lay
lightly sideways, with turned-out toes, as they had

fallen froni the wearer's feet. The pathos which

7ZZ r ?
" "^ ^'''" ^" *"^S i^^^^^^te objects

spoke to Laura from the little discarded shoes, and

ffwvTl^ ^PP'^''^ *° ^'' ^' ^ hideous battlem which the passions preyed upon the ideals,
tiie body upon the soul. She thought of Perrv
Bndewell. of his healthy animalism. h£ compS
^If-esteem. while her heart hardened withfn her

tl'fllr' T ." f ^'' '^^' "^''^^y ^ ^"^j^-tion to
the flesh instead of an enlargement of the spirit ? Did
It depend for its very existence upon the dress-maker s a- ^ ..,e primitive instinct of the chase?Had It no «oul within it to keep it clean? Could it

""InrZ" °!?!^ '^'°"^^ *^" ^y^ °^ *h^ -^^ of sense?

yonse^r^'
^'^^'" '^' "^'^' "'^

^ '°^^^ °^^y «^^k«

But Gerty with one of thoso swift changes ofhumour which made her moods at once so unexpected^d so irresistible, had burst into a peal of mocking
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" I'm prepared to conquer or to die," she said mer-

rily; and going to a large white box on the bed, she

opened it and dangled in the air a gorgeous evening

gown of silver gauze shot with green. " This cost me

a thousand dollars," she commented in the hard,

business-like tones Laura had begun to dread. " I was

keeping it for the ball next week, but there's no

call like the call of an emergency. The horrid

creature he fancies will be there," she added, sur-

veying her exquisite armful with an admiring, un-

happy glance, " and it will be war to the death between

us, if it costs him every cent he has." She fell thought-

fully silent, to break out at the end of a minute or two

with a remark which had the value of an imparted

confidence: "She—I mean the creattire—wore one

something Uke it, only not nearly so handsome—last

night—and it made her look frightfully gone off-

even Perry noticed it."

Sprea ! r ""^e gown carefully upon the bed, she

went to •'
*; nirror and regarded herself with passion-

ate scrutiny

.

"Will you wait and see me dress?" she asked;

"Annette has my cold bath ready. I must have a

colour, but I shan't be a minute in the tub."

"Do you mean that you are really going out to-

night?" asked Laura, remembering the despairing

note of a few hotirs ago.

Gerty nodded " To a dinner and a dance. Do you

think that I will play the neglected wife?"

A glow had sprung to her eyes that was like the

animation with which an intrepid hunter might

depart upon a desperate chase—and through all her

elaborate toilette—the massaging of her face, the
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arranging of her hair, the perfuming of her beautiful
neck and arms-she chatted gayly in the same flip-
pant yet nervous voice. When at last the maid
had withdrawn again, Gerty, pausing before Laura in
a shimmer of silver gauze that reminded one of a
faintly scented moonlight, bent over and touched her
cheek with feverish lips.

"It is war to the knife," she laughed; and the
pecuhar radiance of colour, which gave her beauty a
character that was almost violent, made her at the
moment appear triumphant, exultant, barbaric To
Laura she had never seemed more beautiful nor more
unhappy. Then suddenly her manner underwent a
cunous change, and her accustomed mask—the
simlmg surface of a woman of the world—settled as
If by magic upon her face. Perry Bridewell was at
the door, and she opened it for him with an unconcern
at which Laura wondered.
"Come in if you want to," she said coolly, "Laura

doesn't mind."
She drew back into the middle of the room, fasten-

ing her glove with insolent indifference, while his
startled gaze hung upon her in an amazement he
lacked the mental readiness to hide.

" By Jove, are you going out ? " he asked. " I thought
you were downright ill and I was about to call up the
doctor. I'm jolly glad~I declare I am," he added
humbly.

From the sincere anxiety in his voice, Laura sur-
mised at once that Gerty's exasperation had preceded
by some hours her cooler judgment. He looked as
uncomfortable as it was possible for a man of his
optimistic habit of mind to feel, and an evident
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humiliation was traced upon his countenance as if by

several hasty touches of a crayon pencil.

But his features were intended so manifestly to

wear a look of cheerful self-esteem that his dejection,

honest as it was, produced an effect of insincerity, and

it seemed to Laura that his other and more natural

expression was still lying somewhere beneath this

superficial remorse. Considered as physical bulk

he was impressive, she admitted, in a large, ruddy,

highly obvious fashion; then he appeared suddenly so

stupid and child-like in his discomfiture that she felt

her heart softening in spite of her convictions. At

the instant he resembled nothing so much as p. hand-

some, good-humoured, but disobedient, dog patiently

awaiting a reprimand.

"On my word I'm jolly glad," he repeated, and

stopped because he could think of nothing further to

say that did not sound foolish in his own perturbed

mind.

"Oh, I'm not utterly lacking in humanity," re-

torted Gerty, " and one has to be not to admit a

moral obligation to one's hostess. Besides," she con-

fessed, with smiling pleasantry, "I shall rather enjoy

Ada Lawley's face when she sees my gown. She

told me last night that she would never be caught

wearing silver gauze again until she wanted to look

every day as old as she really is. It was rather hard

on her, poor thing, for Arnold says she'd rather lose

her character any day than her complexion—not that

she has very much of either left by now," she corrected

with her cutting laugh.

Before the studied insolence of her attack Perry

drew back quickly in surprise, and his eyeUds winked

Pi
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rapidly as if a lighted candle had flashed before them.
Then, with that child-like need of having his eyes
opened, of being made to see, his attention was fas-
tened upon the brilliant figure of his wife, and her
beauty seemed at the moment to burn itself into his
slow-witted brain.

"By Jove!" he exclaimed, and again, "By
Jove!"

"I'm glad you like it," replied Gerty, with a care-
less shrug. "I may not be a model woman from a
domestic point of view, but at least I've managed to
keep both my colour and my reputation." She
crossed to the bureau, and opening a drawer took out
a green and silver fan. " I really needn't trouble you
to come, you know," she remarked indifferently.
"Arnold will be there and I dare say he'll be willing
to come back in my carriage."

"I dare say he will,", observed Perry, not without
a jealous indignation, "and I dare say you'd be
pleased enough if I'd let him."
Gerty laughed as she closed the drawer with a

bang. "Well, I shouldn't exactly mind," she re-
joined.

' Reconciliation, such as it was, the brief reunion of
suspicion and broken faith was apparently in rapid
progress, and, filled with a pity not unmixed with
disgust, Laura put on her fur coat and went slowly
down the staircase, lue last sound that followed her
was the flute-like music of Gerty's laugh—a little
tired, heart-sick, utterly disillusioned laugh.
A man was going by on the sidewalk as she went

out, and when the closing of the house door caused
him instinctively to look up, she saw that it was

-•fstl
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Roger Adams. He stopped immediately and waited

for her until she descended the steps.

"Are you bound now," he asked, "for Gramercy

Park?"

She nodded. "But I'd like to walk a block or

two. I've been shut up all the afternoon with

Gerty."

"She's not ill, I hope," he remarked, as he fell into

step at her side. "I've always had a considerable

liking for Mrs. Bridewell, and for Perry, too. He's

a first-rate chap."

For a moment Laura walked on rapidly, without

replying. It seemed to her abominable that Adams
should confess to an admiration for Perry Bridewell,

and the generous humanity which she had formerly

respected in him now offended her,

" He is not a favourite of mine," she commented in-

differently; then moved by a flitting impulse, she

added after a pause, "By the way, do you know,

I've met his cousin."

Adams looked a little mystified as he echoed her

remark.

"His cousin?" But in an instant further light

broke upon him. "Oh, you mean Arnold Kemper!"

"I met him at Gerty 's," explained Laura, "but I

can't say honestly that he particularly appealed to

me. There's something about him—I don't know
what—that runs up against my prejudices."

Adams laughed.

"I rather fancy the prejudices are more than half

gossip," he observed.

"I'd forgotten what I'd heard about him," rejoined

Laura, shaking her head.
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They had reached a crossing, and he dropped a
little behind her while she walked on with the flowing
yet energetic step she had inherited from her Southern
mother. On the opposite corner he came up with
her again and resumed the conversation where they
had let it fall.

"I never see Kemper now," he said, "but I still

feel that we are friends in a way, and I beUeve if i
were to run across him to-morrow he'd be qmte as
glad to see me as if we hadn't parted fifteen years
ago. The last time I saw much of him, by the way,
we roughed it together one autumn on the coast of
Nova Scotia, and I remember he volunteered there
to go out in the first heavy gale to bring in some
fishermen who had been caught put in the ice. They
tied a rope around his waist and he went and brought
the men in, too, though we feared for a time that his
hands would be frozen off."

"Oh, I dare say he has pluck," observed Laura,
and though her voice was constrained, she was con-
scious of a sudden moral exhilaration, such as she
sometimes experienced after reading a great poem or
seeing a Shakespearian tragedy upon the stage. The
lights and the noises and the people in the street
became singularly vivid, while she moved on in an
excitement which she could not explain though she
felt that it was wholly pleasurable. Kemper was
present to her now in a nobler, almost a glorified,
aspect, and she began, though she herself was hardly
aware of it, to idealise him with the fatal ardour of
a poet and a dreamer. There was a splendour to her
in his old heroic deed—a glow that transfigured, hke
some clear northern light, the storm and the 'anger
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and even the ice-bound fishermen—nnd she told her-

self that it would be impossible ever to atone to

him for her past rudeness.

"Perhaps I was unjust," she remarked presently,

"but one is never proof against intuitive impressions,

and after all it does not greatly matter."

Then she looked at Roger Adams as he walked

in the electric light beside her. She saw how hag-

gard were the lines in his face, that he was bent in

the shoulders as if from some mental burden, and the

delicacy of his long, slender figure appeared to her

almost as a physical infirmity, 't occurred to her

at the instant that his bodily defects had never before

showed so plainly to her eyes, and it was with a

flash of acute self-consciousness—a flash as from a

lantern that has been turned inward—that she real-

ised that she was comparing him with Arnold Kemper.

?r

^1.'



CHAPTER X

Shows the Hero to be Lacking in Heroic Qual-
ities

When he had parted from Laura Adams walked
down Fifth Avenue to Thirty-fifth Street and then
turned east in the direction of his own house. He
found upon entering that Connie, as usual, was dining
out, and after he had eaten his poorly served dinner
alone in the dining-room, he went upstairs with the
intention ^f slippin^c into his smoking jacket and re-
turning to his study for a peaceful smoke. The electric
lights were blazing in Connie's bedroom, and when
he went in to extinguish them, moved by some in-
stinct of economy, he found that the room was in
even greater disorder than that to which he had grown,
after years of uncomplaining discomfort, outwardly if
not inwardly resigned. Of a naturally systematic habit
of thought, Connie's carelessness had been for him one
of those petty annoyances of daily hfe to meet which
he had always felt that philosophy had been espe-
cially designed; but to-night the chaos struck him so
forcibly that he found himself vaguely questioning if
it were possible for a human creature to sleep in such
a spot? Picking up several gowns from the middle of
the floor, he returned them to the wardrobe, and set
himself to clearing the bed of an array of satin shoes.
Her silver hair brushes had fallen on the hearth rug.*
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and in replacing them upon the bureau his eye fell

on a small, half-empty phial lying beneath a pile of
lace-edged handkerchiefs. Looking at it a little

closer he found that it contained a solution of cocaine.
For a moment surprise held him motionless; then

as if to refute and explain away any ordinary reason
for her possession of the drug, he remembered, in a
comprehernve flash the recent violent changes
in her character— her uncontrollable attacks of
nervousness, her spasmodic movements and her
sudden flowing, almost hysterical, volubility of
speech. His heart contracted with a sensation like
that of terror, and he was turning away again when
his glance was arrested by a heap of crumpled bills

lying loosely in one comer of the open drawer.
Recollecting that she had complained the day before
of the smallness of her allowance, he drew out the
papers for a casual examination—but it needed much
less, in fact, than this to assure him that her expenses
had not only gone immeasurably beyond her own
limited allowance, but that they had considerably
exceeded his slightly larger income. Her debts had
evidently run up to a sum which she had lost the
courage to confess even to herself, and, while the
gravity of the situation entered into him, he smoothed
out the torn and crumpled sheets and went with them
to his study. Until to-night he had looked upon
Connie's extravagance merely as an innocent childish
failing, resulting from an inherent incapacity, as she
laughingly said, "to do sums," but now as he sat
under the green lamp shade, anxiously multiplying
item after item, it seemed to him that this recent
recklessness involved not only her private happiness
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only gratification he had allowed himself—^his eyes
travelled gloomily round his precious book-lined
walls and he found himself wondering if those
particular treasures would bring their full value in

the open market? He regarded them meditatively,
almost religiously, with the impassioned eye of the
collector who is born not cultivated. Yet there
were among them no high-priced, particular rarities,

for he had always counted the cost with the delibera-
tion which he felt to be the better part of impulse.
Financially they did not represent a great deal,

he admitted; then, as if flinching before a
threatened sacrilege, he looked away again,
while he remembered with a quick recognition
of the ludicrous, that among the articles for which
Connie had not paid was a pair of pearl ear-rings.

The item had taken a prominence oddly out of
keeping with its significance, and he found that it

irritated him more than the thought of objects of a
decidedly greater cost. That any woman, that his

wife in particular, should want a pair of ear-rings

appeared to him little short of the barbaric.

But the incident was trifling, and a minute later it

had faded entirely from his reflections. As he sat

there in his easy-chair in the lamp light his thoughts
turned slowly backward, travelling over the tragic

yet uneventful history of his life. He remembered
his childhood on a little Western farm, the common-
place poverty of his people, and his own burning,
agonised ambition, which had sent him through
college on a pittance, swept the highest honours
from his graduation year, and wrecked at last what
had been at his starting out a fairly promising physical

ft
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and Adams had v/alked out from the stuffy little

ether-smelling office with a feeling curiously like

that he had known as a boy when during a school

game of football, he found himself suddenly thumped
upon the heart. On the doorstep he had stopped
and laughed aloud, struck by the persistency with
which the green bottles dominated his impressions.

After this there had come a blank of a few weeks

—

a blank of which he remembered nothing except that

he had struggled like an entrapped beast against

his fate—against his fruitless labour, his sacrificed

ambition, the unavailing bitterness of his self-

denial—against the world, destiny, life, death, God!
But the very intensity of his rebellion had brought
reaction, and it was in the succeeding apathy of

spirit that he had packed his few belongings and
started for the Colorado country. Behind him he

was leaving all that made life endurable in his eyes,

and yet he was leaving it from some half animal
instinct which caused him to preserve the mere
naked strip of existence that he no longer valued.

He hated himself for going, yet he went that he

might hate himself the more bitterly with each step

of the journey.

The lamp on his desk flared up fitfully and as he

turned to lower the wick liis eyes fell on Connie's

picture. The uplifted babyish face came back to

him as he had first seen it under floating cherry-

colored ribbons, and his anger of the last half-hour

melted and vanished utterly away. For the sake

of those few months, when the waning fire within

him had leaped despairingly toward the flame of

life, he knew that he could never quite put Connie
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upon the leather cushions, and his knotted, bony

hands—the hands of a scholar and a thinker—were

stretched, palms downward, on the rolled arms of

his chair. There was nothing in his appearance

—

nothing in his worn, humorous face imder the thin

brown hair, to suggest the valiant lover, the im-

pressionable dreamer. Yet in the innermost truth

of his own nature he was both, and his grief, of

which in his strange, almost savage, reserve he had

never spoken even to his wife, had softened gradually

into the gentlest of his dreams as well as the pro-

foimdest of his regrets, "The little chap," as he

always called the child, in his thoughts, had grown

for him into an individuality which for all its nearness

was yet clearly distinct from his own. Adams had

lived day by day with him, had sat face to face

with him in his lamp-lighted room, had carried him

successfully through the first childish books that he

might have studied, had even launched him into

the Latin he might have learned. A boy to train, to

educate, a mental companionship such as he loved

to fancy he would have found in a young, eager

mind, had since his marriage become the one burning

desire of his heart, and even to-night sitting, as he so

often did, alone in his house, his thoughts dwelt

with a playful tenderness upon the boy who might

have brought his Ccesar to his footstool. He was a

man of instinctive moral cleanness, and even in his

imagination he had always kept the riotous senses

severely in the check of reason. In the domain of

the affections he had wanted nothing desperately,

he told himself, except his child; and so intense bad

this yearning of fatherhood become in him that there
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For an instant he looked at her in attentive silence,

then, as her fingers wrestled uncertainly with the

cords of her evening wrap, he rose from his chair

and bent forward to assist her.

"It's in a hard knot," she said irritably. "I

can't undo it."

While he released the fastening and drew back,

his glance fell upon the little bluish hollows in her

temples, over which the light curls were skilfully

arranged, and as he realised fully her wasted physical

resources, it seemed to him that an allusion to any-

thing so sordid as a mere financial difficulty would

sound not only trivial but positively indecorous as

well. With a whimsical trick of memory he recalled

abruptly a man under sentence of death in a Western

gaol who had received the night before his execution

a bill for a dozen bottles of champagne. Connie's

extravagance appeared to him suddenly but a kind

of moral champagne—the particular hasheesh that she

had chosen from unhappy consciousness. To live

at all one must live with a dream, he knew, and to his

present flashing vision it seemed that Connie's

ecstasy of possession and his own ecstasy of desire

served a like end when they transfigured for a little

while the brutal actuality from which there was no

escape except by the way of a man's own soul.

"You're ill," he said at last in a compassionate

voice, "and there's nothing for you but to get out

of New York as soon as possible."

She looked disconcerted, almost incensed, by the

suggestion.

"You can't send me to Florida," she returned,

"and that's where everybody goes at this season."
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over him, critical, disapproving, and he became

aware, through a wonder of intiiition, that even at

the moment she was possessed by her passion for

externals, was weighing his personal details as he

stood in the lamp light, and deciding impartially

that he made but a poor physical showing. Her

unfavourable verdict was impressed upon him so

strongly that it produced a revulsion of anger. He
felt, somehow, that their positions were reversed, that

she had him nowat her mercy,and failing to reduce him
by flattery, had chosen to wither him by contempt.

"There's not a woman I know who could dress

decently on what I have," she rejoined, skilfidly

adjusting him into the necessity of defence.

He gathered up the papers, and placing them in a

drawei* of his desk, closed it sharply. There was a

sordid indecency about the discussion which stung

him like the stroke of a whip.
*'
I am sorry," he returned coolly, "but I have done

my best. There is nothing more to be said." His

eyes lingered for a moment on her thin bosom where

the bones were beginning to be faintly visible through

the ivory flesh. Then he looked at her sharpened

face and saw that the three little wrinkles were

stamped indelibly between her eyebrows. As he

watched her she lifted her head with the babyish tilt

he had first seen under cherry-coloured ribbons. " I

will find the money to send you to Florida," he said

slowly, "if you will promise me—to give up drugs."

She gathered her wraps about her and made a

movement as if to leave the room. "Drugs! Why,

how ridiculous!" she exclaimed with a laugh, though

he felt the cold edge of hatred in her voice.
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Still laughing, she went out and up the staircase,
and a few minutes afterwards he heard her nervous
step in the room above. He took out the bills again
and spent half the night in the effort to realise the
exact amount of his indebtedness.

;:!
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CHAPTER XI

In Which a Lie is the Better Part of Truth

At breakfast Connie did not appear—she had
seemed to be asleep when he went into his dressing-

room—and it was not until one o'clock that he had a

chance to speak to her again. Luncheon was alreaay

on the table when he entered the dining-room, and
Connie, in a green velvet gown and a little green
velvet hat ornamented by a twinkhng aigrette, was
standing by the window looking out restlessly at the
falling snow. As he came in she went over to the

table and ^egan making tea with nervous hands.
She was • arently in the highest spirits, and while

she fumbled noisily with the cups and saucers she

rambled on in her expressionless voice with tinkUng
interludes of her shrill, falsetto laughter. As he

watched her in shamed silence he remembered with
astonishment that it had taken him almost ten years

to find out that Connie was vulgar. Now at last his

eyes were opened—he had achieved a standard of

comparison and he felt her commonness with an
awakening of his literary instinct, quite as acutely,

he told himself, as he should have felt it had she been
presented to him in the form of a printed page. The
sense of remoteness, of strangeness, grew upon him
at each instant ; he reaUsed the uselessness of his good
intentions toward her—the utter impossibiUty of

J30
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matching her or any human creature from the clutch
of temperament.

Her day was filled with engagements, she told him
at the end of luncheon when she rose to hurry offwhile he still lingered over his cofTee; "and I shan't

^Gtr^ . ''f
^'''•" '^' "^'^^^^ ^' ^^ ^^'^^ thought.Gus Brady will come for me-there's the opera anda supper afterwards, so you needn't trouble to sit up "

aut whom are you going with?" he enquired
filled for the first time with a painful curiosity con-'cermng the social body in which Connie moved.

thf
«'
'^°f^'l

^^^^ ^ith a gesture of initation. whilethe aigrette m her hat sent out Uttle iridescent fiashes
of blue and green. "Oh. you wouldn't know if I

TnnJ''^ .'m^ fswe'-ed impatiently, and left theroom so hastily that he felt she had meant to wriggleaway from the repeated question. What did it

TrL ^f"^"''^
^"^ ^ "^"^*^ ^' h^ ^Jo^Iy sipped

his coffee. Even if she should go with Brady alonewhere was the harm of it? and why should she avoid
so innocent an admission. He was of a candidly un-
suspicious nature, and since in his own mind he hadseen no particular reason for infringing upon the con-
ventions of society they had never given him so much asan unquiet thought. Certainly to dine at a restaurant

person of the opposite sex, seemed to him a singu-^rly harmless choice of indiscretions, and had she

woul7 'rK?\^^°^"^ °^ ^'' ^"^^^tion the matterwould probably have dropped at the moment from histhoughts. But the very secretiveness of her manner-the suggestion of a hidden motive which dwelt inner nervous movements and even quivered in the

' -k:
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little scintillating aigrette on her blonde head

—

aroused in him if not a positive distrust, still a be-

wildering and decidedly unpleasant confusion of ideas.

He felt, somehow, vaguely impelled to action, yet for

the life of him, he admitted after a moment, he could

see no single direction in which action with regard to

his wife would not savor of the indiscreet, if not of the

ridiculous. The attitude of an aggrieved husband

had always showed to him as something laughable,

and an explosion of jealousy had never appeared more

vulgar than it did while he sat patiently conjecturing

if such a domestic cyclone might be counted upon to

shake Connie to her senses. In the end he gave it up

as a farce which he felt it would be beyond the power

of his gravity to sustain. "I'll do anything in

reason, heaven knows," he found himself confessing,

after the instant's reflection, "but I'll be hanged

before I'll set out in cold blood to play the fool."

The front door, closing with a bang, brought him

instantly to his feet and, glancing through the window,

he saw Connie about to step into a cab which she had

signalled from the sidewalk. Her velvet gown trailed

behind her, and she appeared perfectly unconcerned

by the fact that she had sunk above her ankles in the

heavy snowdrifts. A moment later, when she lifted

her train to enter the cab, he discovered to his amaze-

ment that she was wearing low kid shoes with the

thinnest of silk stockings. Then, before he could raise

the window for a protest, the cab rolled off in the

direction of Fifth Avenue, and, wet feet and twinkling

feather, she was out of sight.

By the time he had got into his overcoat and

followed her into the street, the snow had begun to

\it is^yx
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InlTrw^^'^^^
\^^'^' P°^^"^ «^k^«' ^hich soon

covered him m a thick, frosty coating from head to
foot. As he walked briskly toward his office, he
noticed with a quickened attention the women who
like Connie, with nervous faces showing above
elaborate gowns, were borne swiftly past him in hired
cabs. Somethmg. he hardly knew what, had opened
his eyes to that glittering life of the world of which
he had always been profoundly ignorant, and itseemed to him suddenly that the distance between
himself and his wife had broadened to an impassable
space m a single night. Connie was no longer the
^1 o.

^ remembered under cherry-coloured

f^T\- i^ ''T ^" ''^"*y "° ^^°«er t° him than
did the tu-ed. restless women, with artificially bright-
ened faces, who appeared to his exhausted eyes to

re^ltf^i""
perpetually in cabs. A passionate

IT ^r ^'"^ ^°' *^" '^^"S ^^^^h Comiie was notand could never be again-for the love he had never^^wn and for the fatherhood that had -been denied

He had turned, still plunged in his thoughts, into
a quiet cross street where a crowd of ragged urchins
were snowballing one another in a noisy battle; and
as he paused for an instant to watch the fight he

tTon'l. ? ""f'
'°"^"^ '^°^ ^^^ opposite direc-ton had stopped also and stood now motionless

with mterest upon the sidewalk. The peculiar
concentration of attention was the first thing whichAdams remarked m the stranger-from his absorbed
evel gaze It was evident that mentally at least he had

f trh t^''''/^'
'^' "^°"^^"* ^"^ *^e thickest

of the battle, and there was a flush of eager enjoyment
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in the face which was partially obscured by the

falling snow flakes. Then, quick as a flash of light,

something pleasantly familiar in the watching figure,

gripped Adams with the memory of a college battle

more than fifteen years ago, and he bvu"st out in an

exclamation of pleased surprise.

"You're Arnold Kemper and I'm Roger Adams,"
he said, laying his hand upon the other's arm.

Kemper wheeled about immediately, while the

smile of placid amusement in his face broadened into

a laugh of delighted recognition.

"Well, by Jove, it's great!" he responded, and the

heartiness of his handshake sent a tingling sensation

through Adams' arm. "I don't know when I've

been so pleased for years. Been to luncheon?"

"I've just had it," laughed Adams, remembering

that fifteen years ago, when he last saw him, Kemper
had extended a similar invitation with the same

grasp of hearty good fellowship. Was it possible

that the man had really kept his college memories

alive? he wondered in a daze of admiration, or had he

himself merely awakened by his reappearance a

train of associations which had lain undisturbed

since their last parting. Let it be as it might, Adams
felt that the encounter was of the pleasantest.

"I'm driven like a slave back to office drudgery,"

he added, "and I'm half inclined to envy you your

freedom and your automobiles."

Kemper's eyes shot back an intimate curiosity.

"So you're editor of The International Review, 1

hear," he said. "Do you know I've had it in my
mind for years to look you up, but there's such a

confoimded temptation to let things drift, you know."
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"I've drifted
"I know," rejoined Adams, smilin?

with them."
^'

.t\Yf' ^^ ^°".^
^u^

*^"* y°"'^^ drifted my way
^

last. So you've been to luncheon, have you?"Kemper enquired again, as he unfastened a buttonof his overcoat and drew out his watch. "I wishyou hadn t-IVe promised to meet a man at^heclub and It's past the hour. I say, look here "headded hastily as he was about to Wy off'' I'vesome rather decent rooms of my own now ^here Isometimes manage to get a quiet morsel. Will youcome to dine to-morrow at half-past seven, sharp^"

accept the mvitation. Though he rarely dined out ^efelt a positive pleasure at the thought, and when a

Zi / ^i^T ""^''^ '^' °*^^^ h^d pressed up^n

TcI^JJT^ *'u*
?'"P^^'^ ^^^*i"g h-d left a tran

cheerfulness which lingered for at least a half ho^^ter the man himself had gone on his genial wa^
If. as Gerty Bridewell had once declared in a fiTof
exasperation. "Ai.old Kem.per consisted of a sur-ace he managed at least to present those mystifying

Sh!
:' P?°"^^^*>^ ^^i^h ^-ggest to the imakat o^

h ?Hved to r"^^^^^
"' ''' undiscovered. Adams

J/l r '
P/'''"* ^^' ^y *^^ help of few illusions-and he reahsed even now that the thing he like^ LKemper was an effect of manner which imXda^

".possible subtlety-that the power one "w n t"man wa. produced simply by some trick of pose, bya frankness so big that one felt intuitively there

::'raS%^'bi "TrT^' ^^^^^ ^^- ^^^^^zwas all a bluster of affectation Adams had never
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as yet decided in his own mind, but there were

moments when, in listening to stories of the masculine

freedom in which Kemper lived, he felt inclined to

acknowledge that the force, whatever it was, had

spent itself in wind. In a profession the man
would inevitably have become a figure, he thought

now with a touch of friendly humor—in law or

medicine he would have gone in for the invincible

"grand style," and the picturesqueness of his person

would have served to swell the number of his clients.

It was a shabby turn of fortune, Adams admitted,

which in supplying Kemper with a too liberal bank

account, had made of him at tuo same time a driver

of racing motor cars instead of the ornament of a

more distinguished field. There were compensations

doubtless, and he wondered if in this instance they

had centred in the fascinations of an operatic Juliet?

Upon reaching his office he foxmd that he was late

for an interview he had appointed with a famous

Russian revolutionist, who had promised him an

article for the Review. It was the time of the month

when they were making up the forthcoming number,

and he was kept late over a discussion of the leading

paper, which, owing to the sudden death of a literary

personage of distinction, he had been compelled to

replace at the last moment.

His office was a small, dingy room on the eighth

floor of a building in Union Square, and his privacy

was guarded by the desks of his secretaries placed

directly beyond the threshold. These assistants

were young men of considerable promise, he liked

to think—college graduates and temperamental hero-

worshippers, who adored him with an ardour which
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JL w"n ^'aT ^^^^^"'^^rting and ridiculous. Hehad been used, however, to so little personal appreda!:on m hxs hfe that he had grown of late toTkforward, with pathetic eagerness, to the heartymommg greeting of his fellow-workers-for one ofwhom afresh-coloured youth named Baldwin he hadcome to cherish a positive affection. It w^ stimuatmg to feel that somewhere he counl/f^r some"thing m his bodily presence-even though the scTneof his importance was confined to the little smok"!stamed office among the chimney pots
When, at the end of the day, he came out into thestreet again and crossed to Fifth Avenue for hisaccustomed walk he found that the snow had ceasedto aJ, though a bitter wind was scattering the heavydnfts m a succession of miniature blizzards. After^e heated office the tempestuous gale struck agree

rathe, than, seek ^^...Xo^.ulf^Z^X.dly on the scent of the people in the stre^ a"do™ m fancy the history of a woman in TU,"velvet gown and a bedraggled petticoat, cataloguedan athletic young Englishman who tugged aTwsheels a reluctant bulldog, and wove a traric romanl^und a pretty girl in a shabby coat who"^ t^d
"

a

itel? '?he7^ '
"'"'°" *'"" '"* '-"-«»

suddenly behmd him and he amused himself with

CaZbf f"
^""^ "' *' *°''^^"' "hichhad aremarkably fragrant aroma.
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"The only thing I know against her," said one of

the men with a laugh as he went by, "is that she

dines alone with Brady. If you see nothing in that

beyond the simple act of dining
"

Reaching a comer they turned off abruptly down

a cross street, and the rest of the sentence passed

with the speaker into an obscurity of fry. For an

instant it did not occur to Adams to connect the

phrase with an allusion to his wife ; then as he repeated

it mechanically in his thoughts, there sprang upon

him, like some sinister outward visitation, an inde-

finable horror—a presentiment which he dared not

whisper even to himself. Pshaw 1 there were, per-

haps, a dozen women who dined with Brady, he

insisted reassuringly, and for the matter of that, there

were probably a dozen Bradys. The name was

common enough, and the only decent thing to do

was to get rid of the suspicion and to apologise to

Connie in his thoughts. To impute a low motive to

a simple action had always seemed to him the vul-

garity of littleness, and littleness in a man he had come

to look upon as a kind of passive vice. So until the

event proved the necessity of action, he was de-

termined that there should be no "black bats"

among his thoughts. Had he loved Connie there

might have been perhaps more passion and less

conscience in his treatment of the situation, but the

humour of the philosopher had for many years replaced

in his nature the ardour of the lover. What he gave

to her was the inflexible code of honour which he

observed in his association with his own sex.

At Fortieth Street he was about to turn back again

when he was arrested by the sound of his own name
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called by a passing voice, and looking up he sawPerry Bndewell spring from a cab which had hastily
driven up to the sidewalk. ^
"Wait a bit will you, Adams?" said Perry, waving

one heavily gloved hand while he reached up with
the other to pay the driver. "You're the very man•m ater." he added an instant later as he t'LCdfrom the curbing, "so if you don't mind I'll walka couple of blocks in your direction. I'd just eotinto my dinner clothes." he explained, fastening hisfur-lined overcoat more snugly across his cLsJwhen I found that Miss Wilde was going down aloneGramercy Park. That's where I've come fromand now I'm rushing back to keep an engagement
Gerty has made for dinner. I'll be hangedTl
ttT w '^''' *"^^"^ "^^^''^ ^" °"« 'orne, halfthe time I forget to ask whose house we're goiig tountil I bolt into the drawing-room. Beastly Hfl
this everlasting eating in other people's houses " '

His tone was one of amiable discontentment, butthere was a look of positive annoyance upon hishandsome face, and he turned presently to Regard h scompanion with an enquiry which might have beendarkly furtive had not the luminous publicity i^which he moved rendered the smallest of his mental
processes so brilliantly overt. It was immeSatolvpUm to Adams that the jerky sentences were sh2[

word he really wanted. There was something

Lt '.' i?lf
'' ^"' ^"' ""^^^ *^^ ^^^-tion shoSI

disclose Itself they walked on in an embarrassed andwaitmg silence. In his top hat and his mink-lined
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overcoat Perry presented an ample dignity which his

companion found almost overpowering in its male

magnificence. That hesitation should manifest itself

amid such a pageantry of personality reminded

Adams of the beggars in the old nurser} rhyme who

had come to town sporting velvet gowns. Every-

thing about Perry Bridewell was built on so opulent

a scale that in thinking of him one found oneself

using almost unconsciously a Romanesque and

florid diction.

"There is something you'd like to say to me,"

suggested Adams presently. "I'm in no hurry, of

course, but isn't this as good a time as any other?"

"By Jove, that's just what I was thinking," re-

turned Perry, with a burst of confidence, "but it

isn't really anything, you know—that is, I mean, it

isn't anything that—that's real business."

A pretty woman passed suddenly under the electric

light, and even in his embarrassment, which was

great, he followed her with the animated glance

which he instinctively devoted to vanishing feminine

beauty.
" Thank God, there's no real business between us,"

retorted Adams, "and that's why it's a rest to spend

a half-hour with you—because you don't knew a

piece of literature from a publisher's advertisement."

"We're such old friends, you know," pursued

Perry, forgetting the moment which he had wasted

upon the pretty woman, "that when there's a thing

on my mind I feel—well, I feel a—a deuced queer

fish not to tell you."

Adams laughed good naturedly.

"For heaven's sake don't remain long in a fishy
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^nsation." he rejoined. " Let's have it out and overBy the way. may I ask if it concerns you or me^'Per^ shook his head as he tugged nervouslv at

sdd Masr^kf
•

';'°°' '-'' °^^ -" •• ^said at last. I know, of course, that Mrs. Adams isas mnocen as a baby-Gerty's just like her a„dthere are plenty of women made that way. It's themen who are such confounded brutes." he commentedwith pensive morality.
"imenxea

"Oh is that it.?" responded Adams, and he turnedupon he other a look that was cooll^ inte^^g^veCome. now. we'll take it quietlv Yo,,V» T ,
the best friends I have. andTwJnt t^LowThathey're saying about my wife.

"

J//^ f
ft damned Brady!" exclaimed Perry

wl^ vtlenlf
'" '-'''''''''''' -^ ^^- ^^^ -e

Adlms.
"^^*~'*'' '^"' ^'"^"^^ ^'^^y^" '-Plated

Pe^ \L %fT ^f'' ^'^ *^" y°^'" Protested

^H?;^ . ^^ u''^ ^ ^''^''^'^ "^sh «^der fireHe had too much champagne last night-though
as for that matter. I've seen him upset by a cockta^f-

hat m"T.' '* '""^^^^ ^^ *°' d Skinker that-hat Mrs. Adams-you understand, old chapfs
to-mght-m his rooms after the opera. Of course

1 s o7h
'°^''- ^''' '^' ^^"d °*' fool that

lis of his conquests at the club." he wound up withscathing contempt. ^
For a moment Adams, looking away from him.
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stared silently into a shop window before which he

stood—intent apparently upon the varied display

of antique silver. Then he turned squarely to

Perry Bridewell and broke into a short, hard laugh.

"Well, Brady lied," he said. "I promised Mrs.

Adams that I would bring her home from the

opera." It was no hesitation in his own voice, but

the joyful relief which shone at him from Perry's

face that brought him suddenly to a stop. "You

were a first-rate fellow to come to me," he went on

more quietly. "Of course, you know, our Western

conventions are much more elastic than your New

York ones. All the same
"

"
I merely wanted to let her know the kind of man

he is," explained Perry. "What do women under-

stand about the men they meet—why, we all look

pretty much alike upon the surface." Then his

righteous anger got the better of his philosophy and

he broke out in a heartfelt oath. ''Damn him!

I'd like to thrash him clean out of his skin!"

"I am glad you told me," was all Adams said, but

there was a reserved strength in his voice which

made the explosive violence of the other sound the

merest bravado. As he spoke the light flashed in his

face, and Perry saw that it was the face of an old

and a tired man. There was a shrinking in his

eyes as of one who has stumbled unexpectedly upon a

revolting sight.

Of the many and varied emotions which had

entered Perry's life, the cleanest, perhaps, was his

loyal regard for Roger Adams. It had begun with

his college days, had strengthened with his manhood,

and had lasted, in spite of the amiable contempt
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in which he held all literature, with a constancy which
had certainly not belonged to his affairs with repre-
sentatives of the opposite sex. Now as he looked atAdams haggard face under the electric light, he felt
the tugging of a sympathy so strong that it seemed
to hurt him somewhere in his expansive chest

look here, old chap, come and dine with me at
Sherry s. he burst out, "and I'll telephone Gerty
that 1 ve thrown over that beastly dinner "

To offer something to eat to the afflicted was the
solitary form in which consolation appeared to him
invested with solidity; and so earnest was the generous
impulse by which he now felt himself to be prompted,
that before Adams could reply to the invitation he
had begun already to run over mentally the courses
he was prepared to order. For a colossal, a con-
soatory. an unforgettable dinner he was determined

tJ ? ^"~T^ " ^^""'^ '' h« P«""itted
himself only upon the rare occasions when one of
his intimate friends had lost heavily in stocks orbeen abandoned by his wife. "Come to Sherry's "
he urged again, halting in the ecstatic working of
his mmd. and I promise you that we will make an

But the sly incarnate devil which lurked in Adamsm the form of an ironic spirit asserted itself with an
exr^osion which shook the plethoric gravity
with which Perry contemplated an orgy ofi^

fulfil?. r^'T^J'^''^' ^PP^^^^^ Pl^^^^d

11 V J7 °^ ^ ^''^'''' ^""^°"^' ^nd his own
reduhty and Connie's indiscretions showed suddenly

to Adams as mere mote-like jests which circled in a
general convulsion of Nature's irony.
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"Well, you are a capital fellow," he stammered,

after a moment, while the spasm of his unholy

laughter rocked him from head to foot. "I—I'd

like it of all things—but I can't. The fact is it is

ail so funny—the whole business of life."

Even as he uttered the words he realised that to

Perry they would convey an infamous lightness, but

at the thought his hysterical humour redoubled in its

energy. It was as if he stood outside—afar off—

and watched as a god the little tangled eccentricities

of earth. And they were little, even though Perry

should continue to regard the situation with such

lar^j magnificence.

By the time, however, that he had parted from

Perry Bridewell and turned in at his own door, the

gravity of the occasion had grown almost oppressive

in his reflections. Connie had gone an hour before—

he was too late to have detained her upon a pretext—

and while sitting speechless before the dinner he

could not eat—his heated imagination wove visions

of horror in which his wife was entangled as a fly

in a spider's web. What if Connie were really

possessed by the influence of some drug which

rendered her incapable of willing rationally? What

if he missed her at the entrance to the opera? Or

what if—most desperate supposition—she should, in

the event of his finding her, refuse to accept his

manufactured excuse to recall her home? She

was capable, he knew, of any recklessness, but he

had never for an instant conceived her as walking

open eyed into dishonour, and he felt again the awful,

if partly comforting conviction that she was not

herself—that an infernal drug was working in her
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and bending her to some particular uses of the devilWhy had she wasted her beauty and even her life'he wondered bitterly-and did the moment's mad
exhilaration compensate for the slow deliberateeatmg away of her moral consciousness? He recaUedagain the violent fiutter of her n.anner. the excitem nt

which TT'"''''''
^" ""'' ^°'^^' ^^« y-"ow tingewhich had crept gradually over the ivory of herskin. her spasmodic movements and the ineffectualhes which deluded neither of them for an 'nstintThe tragedy of life rose before him as vividly as thehumour of it had done an hour ago-a tragedy whkh

wai'j^rerthtr": ^"^^ ^^°'^^' '^ -^'^^^-was neither the beauty of resignation nor the sublimity
of defiance. Had there been the least-ever^e
small t redeeming honesty in the situat^n he fd

tl\l
"^^^'^ ''"" ^'''^ '*• ^' "°t ^ith positivesympathy yet with a tolerant, a merciful compri!

needed it. he knew, and he was burdened by no
delusion concerning the place he occupied ZConnie s honzon. But before the breathless cha^of excitement in which she lived, the fren^ d nvoca^n of pleasure that filled her thoughts, he foundhini elf groping blind'y for some meaning whichwou^d explain the thing it could not justify

^

The hours dragged so heavily that by ten o'clock

agam mto the street. He was possessed at themoment by a growing fear of missing Connie and a!

%T:m:nit'°""i
''^ °p^^^ ^°^-'^ ^^^ --

ter^b e dp r ^^Tu
°''"''

^" P°^^^ that theterrible destiny which had her in its clutch was
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gathering energy for some pitiless catastrophe.

With characteristic patience he searched his own
conscience, the incidents of his daily life, and held

himself rather than his wife to account. After all, he

was the stronger of the two, and yet when had he

put forth his strength or his pity on her behalf? In the

closer human relations mere indifference showed sud-

denly as sin.and the sluggish spirit which had controlled

his married life appeared in his memory as a form of

moral apathy. Was a human soul so small a thing

that it could perish at his side and he be none the

wiser? What was his boasted intellect worth if it

could paralyse the human part of him and exhaust

the fount of his compassion? In his widening

vision he saw that in the spirit of things humanity
is one and indivisible, a single organism held together

by a common pulse of life. To live or to die apart,

he realised, is beyond the scope of an individual

destiny, for in the eye of God each man that lives is

the keeper not of his own but of his brother's soul.

The self reproach which moved in his heart im-

pelled him so rapidlyupon hiswaythat when he reached

the doors he had still an hour to wait before the opera

ended. Remembering that if he were so fortunate as

to find Connie he must take her home, he went

to a livery stable for a carriage, and then coming

back, walked nervously up and down upon the

frozen pavement. His mind was divided between

the fear that she might leave by another entrance

—

that he might miss her altogether—and the more
horrible dread that in seeing her he should be unable

to prevail upon her to come away. She might, he

felt, demand a reason, exact from him the meaning

r
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of his unexpected appearance; there wa. even ahideous possibility that she might fly into a temperThe wind was bitter and he went into the bbbv

rXeVV" rr '"^^^"^ °"* ^° --- t'eScarnages Then at last came the crowd in eveninedress, and it seemed to him that the acuteness of w!perception was reinforced by an almost unnatu^power of vision. Out of the roving thZg theace of each woman stood forth distinct" V ifr heved by a spectral illumination; and he saw themclearly one after one. fair or dark, plain or bel ^Tuntil from among them there shone toward him theelaborately arranged blonde head of Connie under

wg iignt. He had hoped to the last that she wouldbe with several others, but he perceived when shecame out at Brady's side, with her babyish chLtilted upward and her thin features working in aforced and unhealthy animation, that they wlrL^nee" '"''''' '^ ^^°"^ '°^ ^^ remaUe^ft:

Standing beyond the entrance, and watching hi^r^seen. while she paused for an infant in the crowdedlobby Adams felt again the strange stir of emrtionhe had experienced when he looked at her the even n^before under the lamplight in his study nfsingle vivid instant he saw her winking diamonds herrouged cheeks, the nervous flutter fhat Thook Lfragile figure and the consuming fire which wasdestroying the appealing prettiness of her face

soul of her. caught in a web from which because ofher weakness, there could be no escape

?-=«-«
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There was no room in his heart now for any other

feeling than one of agonised compassion, and as she

came through the doorway he touched her arm and
spoke in a voice which had the sound of a caress.

"I've just had bad news, Connie, so I came to find

you."

She started violently, her hand dropped from her

companion's arm, and she stood trembling from
head to foot like a blade of grass that is shaken by a

high wind. "What do you mean? What is it?"

she demanded.

After lifting his hat to Brady he had not noticed

him again, and now he bent upon his wife a look of

gentle, if unyielding, authority. "I'll tell you
presently—in the carriage," he said, drawing her

wrap more closely about her throat. "I have one
waiting at the comer."

He saw her look at him in a frightened hesitation;

saw, too, that even in the quiver of her alarm she had
taken in the unflattering details of his appearance

—

his ordinary business overcoat, the blue silk muffler

about his neck, and even the bespattered condition

of his rubber shoes. For an instant she glanced

uncertainly at Brady's immaculate evening dress

showing beneath his open fur-lined overcoat, and
knowing her as he did, Adams read her appreciation

of the contrast as plainly as if it had been written in

her face.

But he was not moved by the knowledge of her

criticism, nor did it shake him in the least from that

penetrating vision he had attained. The instinct

for battle was alive and quick within him—if Connie

was to be saved he knew that he must fight single-
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handed with the powers of evil for her soul And
fight he would-it was the end for which a man wasborn—that he might overcome and so justify the
spirit about the brute.

Her hand hung at her side, and taking it in his
he shpped it under his arm with a possessive air'
while she made to Brady some hurried excuses in a
trembling voice. For a moment still she hung back,
but Adams drew her gently with him, and after the
ftrst few steps, she recovered herself and walked
rapidly to the waiting carriage. Inside she shrank
back immediately into a corner from which, when
they had rolled oflF, she sent forth a nervous question.

What is it? Tell me what it is.?" she asked.
The tremor that shook her limb., her utter help-

lessness before him. touched his heart with a com-
passion beside which his old emotion for her showed
as a small and trivial thing. AH that was divinem him awoke and responded to the horror that
ooked from her face, and be felt suddenly that until
this instant he had never loved her. Now she was
really his because now she needed him; but for him
she would stand alone, deserted and afraid, in that
tuture to which she had turned with such pitiable
and childlike ignorance. She and the fight were
both in his hands, and he was bracing himself to
resist until the end.

"I'll tell you if you wish." he said, "but you
mustn't let it give you a sleepless night."
As they turned a corner an electric light flashed

into the darkness of the carriage lighting up her
blonde hair and the sparkling diamonds which
made her blue eyes look dull and lifeless. "It is—
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is it anything about money?" she asked with a move-
ment toward him.

"It's about nothing more important than that

consummate ass you were with," he answered,

laughing as he reached out and took her hand in his

with a friendly pressure. "I've just fovmd out that

he's a blackguard, and I thought you were too

precious to be left an instant longer in his company.

We must be careful, dear," he added. "God knows
I'll do my best to help you—but we must be careful."

"Oh!" she cried out sharply, in a high voice.

"Oh!" and she shrank from him as if he had hurt

her by his touch. It was all she said, but the word
quivered in his ears with a suppressed emotion. Was
it thankfulness for her escape? he wondered, or

was it anger at tli3 part that he had played?
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CHAPTER I

Op Pleasure as the Chief End of Man

Ar^nw""^
"""'"'"^ ^^^' ^'"^ "^^^'^S ^th Adams,

Arnold Kemper awoke at three minutes of nine
clock, and lay for exactly the three minutes that

were needed to make up the hour watching the hand
as It moved on the face of the bronze clock upon his
mantel. The clock, like everything in his roo:S. was
costly, a little ornate, and suggestive of an owner
whose mtention aimed frankly at the original
Lymg m his large mahogany bedstead, with hisbody outstretched between soft yet crisply ironed

linen sheets, and his head placed exactly in the

TZ 1 'u" P'"r'' ^' ^"^'^^' y^'^^^S' ^ntil the

will he ?r,
''°"'^ ^'"'^ " ''y ^" -ff°rt ol

will he could have put back the minute hand for
another quarter of an hour he felt that it would have
been pleasant to doze off again, shutting his eyes

n h! r y.!'
""^''^ ''''^"^'^ '^^°^S^^ the window

on the Turkish rug. and inhaling agreeably the aroma
of boiling coffee which reached him through theopen door of his sitting-room. With the thought
he closed his eyes, stretched himself again and

Sfn?"t!;"'rt'^"^^'°^^^'^^^^^=*h--^^^^^^
Clt \ "^-

''"^'^ '"^ ^ ^^^P' bronze-like
tone, and with a vigorous movement, he sprang out
ot bed, flung his dressmg-gown across his shoulders.

»S3
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and passed quickly to the cold plunge in his dressing-

room. When he reappeared there was a fresh,

healthy glow in his face, and the smile with which

he knotted his green figured necktie before the mirror,

stuck his black pearl scarf pin carefully in place, and

twisted the short ends of his brown moustache, was

that of a man who begins his day in a blithe and

friendly humour.

In the dining-room, which opened from his sitting-

room next door, his breakfast was already awaiting

him, and beside his plate he found several letters

and the morning papers. He read the letters first,

but with a single exception they proved to be bills,

and after glancing at these with a suspicious frown

he tossed them aside and turned to the little square

white envelope, which contained an invitation to

dine from a woman whom he detested because she

bored him with domestic complaints. His heavy

brows gathered darkly over his impatient gray eyes,

and he pushed the mail carelessly away to make
room for his coffee, to which his man was adding a

precise amount of cream and sugar.

"Don't let me forget to answer that, Wilkins,"

he said, in an annoyed tone; "the response must be

sent this afternoon, too, without fail."

"I don't think you wrote the notes you spoke of

yesterday, sir," observed Wilkins, witL an English

accent and a manner of respectful intimacy.

"Hang it all! I don't believe I did," returned

Kemper, as he drew his chair up to the table and

tapped his egg shell. "That comes of letting a

thing you hate to do go over. I say, Wilkins, if I

attempt to leave this room before I've answered
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those letters, you're to restrain me by force, do you

JJT.IV^"^^^^^'
'^'" '"P"^^ Wilkins. as hewent out to bring in the toast.

com3hi ^""u w "t^^^"
^"°'' ^'' ^'^'' leaned

comfortably back m his chair, and unfolded one of
the morning papers beside his plate. As he did so heexpanded his lungs with a deep breath, while his
glance travelled rapidly to the column which con-
tained the day's reports of the stock market. Heknew already that the Chericoke Valley Central in
which he had invested had jumped thirty points
and was still advancing, but he read the printed state-
ments with the exhaustless interest with which a
over might return to a love letter he had already
learned by heart. His faith in the Chericoke Valley
Central stock was strong, and he meant to keep a
close grip on it for some time to come
Turning a fresh page presently, his eyes wandered

leisure y o.er the staring headlines, and came sud-
denly to a halt before a trivial item inserted among
the Western news. It was a brief notice of his
divorced wifo s marriage, and to his amazement the
announcement caused him an annoyance that was
almost like the ghost of a retrospective jealousy It
was quite evident to him that he did not want her
for himself, yet he suffered a positive displeasure at
the thought that she should now belong to another
man. After the ten years since they had separated
was she still so "awfully splendid.?" he wondered^d she kept her figure, which was long, athletic,
with a military carriage, and did she still wear her
nair m the fashion of a German omelette? "Thank
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heaven I'm well out of it at any rate," he commented

with feeling. "That comes of a man's marrying

before he's twenty-five. He's turned cynic before he

gets to forty"; and marriage appeared to him in his

thoughts as a detestable and utterly boring institu-

tion, which interfered continually with a man's

freedom and exacted from him a perpetual sociability.

The most blissful sensation he had ever known, he

told himself, was that of his recovered liberty; then

his sincerity of nature compelled him wO an honest

contradiction—he had known one emotion more

blissful still and that was the madness which had

prompted him to his unfortunate marriage.

Oh, he had been very much in love without a

doubt! and while he sat peacefully drinking his two

cups of coffee, eating his two eggs and his four pieces

of toast with orange marmalade, he remembered,

with a melancholy which in no wise affected his

appetite, the first occasion upon which he had kissed

the woman who had been his wife. The memory

of her tall, erect figure, with its dashing military

carriage, aroused in him an agreeable and purely

physical regret—the kind of regret which is strong

enough only to sweeten the knowledge of past pleas-

ures; and he admitted with his accustomed frankness

that if he had never kissedheragainhe should probably

have continued to regard her with a charming, if

impractical, sentiment. But marriage had brushed

Oif the bloom of that early romance; and as he

recognised this, he felt a keen resentment against

nature which had cheated him into believing that the

illusion of love would not vanish at the first touch

of reality.
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He had lived upon the surface of things and the
surface had contented if it had not satisfied him
It had never entered his thoughts to question if
he had had from life the best that it could oflfer, but
he had sometimes wondered, in moments of nervous
exasperation against small events, why it was that
there could be no end under the sun to a man's
pursuit of the fugitive sensation. When he looked
back now over the breathless years of his life he
saw, almost with indignation, that whatever punish-
ment fate had held in reserve for him, the avenger
had inevitably appeared in the form of his own
gratified desire. He had withheld his hand from
nothing; the thing that he had wanted he had taken
without question—impulse and possession had flowed
for him with a rhythmic regularity of movement-
and yet m glancing back he could place his finger
upon no past events and say of them "this brought
me happiness-and this-and this." In retrospect
his pleasures showed cheap and threadbare—woven
of perishable colours, of lost illusions—and he felt
suddenly that he had been cheated into a false
valuation of life, that he had been deluded into a
childish yet irretrievable error.

As he sat there over his paper, he remembered his
impatient early love, his ecstatic marriage, and then
the long years during which he had lived, as he put
It to himself, in a "mortal funk" of the divorce
court. Not moral obligation, but social cowardice
he admitted, had held him in a bondage from
which his wife had at last liberated him by a single
blow Well, it was all over! he heaved a sigh of
relief, emptied his coffee cup. and dismissed the
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subject, with its oppressive train of associations,

from his mind.

But his temperamental blithencss had suffered in

the chill of recollection, and he frowned down upon

the staring headlines which ornamented the open

page before him. His face, which recorded unerringly

the slightest emotional change through which he

passed, grew suddenly heavy and was over clouded

by a momentary fit of gloom. He had not seen, had

hardly thought of his former wife, once in the ten

years since their separation, yet he found almost to

his annoyance that the mere printed letters of htr

name reinvoked her image from the darkness in

which his sentimental skeletons were laid. Two

brief lines in a newspaper sufficed to produce her as

an important factor in his present life.

And despite this she was nothing to him, had no

proper business in his mind. He tried to think of

the other women whom he had loved and remembered,

or of the more numerous ones still whom he had loved

only to forget. Well, he had lived a man's life, and

the deuce of it was that women should have come

into it at all. He had never wanted sentiment in the

abstract, he told himself half angrily; he was bored

to death by the deadly routine of what in his own

mind he alluded to as "the business of love." It

had always come to him without his sanction—even

against his will, and he had never failed to combat the

feeling with shallow cynicism, to exhaust it speedily

in racing motors. There was no satisfaction in

sentiment, of this he was quite convinced; and he

remembered the voice of Madame Alta, with her

peculiar high note of piercing sweetness, which
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entered like wine and honey into his blood. Thehold she stall kept upon his senses through his mem!

Z ^, .V^\«^";^^ion that she had wearied firs^

IIT' ^''J^''^^'^^
was still potent to . .rkus spell upon hun. she had fled in a half lyric halfdevahsh pursuit of the flesh she worship'pTd To

tained n T""'^' "^ ''' °"^ °^ '' ^" ^hTit con!

mof h"" T.°' °^ ^Perience. this was thegerm of h.s apphed philosophy; and it was only bysome fortunate mental power of selection, s^memstmct^ve sense for comeliness, for a well^rd^eT
ealthful physical existence, which hadTeft it atthe end of h»s forty years of pleasure with a per^Tct^ysound and active mind and body. He him^lf wi^

rnTh Ty'-r/
'''' tho'u/L'hTjed

fnH^'i^ .
^ ^'""^^ ^""""^'y- ^' «"d he was evenm hned at times to flatter his vanity rather upo^the thmgs which he had left undone than upon thos^more evident achievements which had stamped himto his soaal worid. A religious instinct, which wa^

in him. and it was entirely characteristic of the manhat he Should find cause for shame, not cong^ItX
tion in his old relations with Madame Alta.
The last remaining bit of toast and marmaladehad vanished from his plate, and as he nevrZwed

h.mse more than his usual number of slices hecarefully brushed the crumbs from his iat andpushing back his chair. i.se from the table Se
paST- 1'^'' " '' "-• --^ to disl^lll'

passed mto the adjomi«g sitting-room, he smiled

M*
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at Wilkins with such genial brightness that the man

was aknost deluded into attributing the changed

atmosphere to his own personal attentions instead

of to the agreeable sensation following upon digestion.

When he left the dining-room Kemper was already

humming a little Italian air, and it was not until he

was seated, with his cigar, in an easy chair upon his

hearthrug, that he suddenly recognised the music

as a favourite aria of Madame Alta's. He had heard

her sing it a hundred times, and he recalled now that

she had a trick of throwing her head back as the notes

issued from her round, white throat, until her beau-

tiful, though coarsened face, was seen in an admirable

foreshortening, while her eyes were shadowed by her

drooping lids, which were faintly tinted to look like

rose-leaves. With the memory his expression was

again overcast. Then a pleased smile chased the

heaviness from his eyes, for he remembered suddenly

that he held a firm grip on the promising Chericoke

Valley Central stock. He lighted his cigar, tossed

the match into the empty fireplace, and pushing the

papers from his knees, relapsed for twenty minutes

into an agreeable vacancy of mind.

The room in which he sat was essentially a man's

room, furnished for comfort rather than for beauty,

and one saw in it an tmconscious striving after large

effects, a disdain of useless bric-a-brac as of small

decorations. On the mantel the solitary ornament

was an exquisite bronze figure of a wrestler at the

triumphant instant when he subdues his opponent, a

spirited and virile study of the nude male figure, and

just above it hung a portrait in oils of Madame Alta.

painted in a large black hat with a falling feather
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which shadowed the golden aureole of her hair
Kemper seldom looked at the picture, and when he
did so It was with the casual glance he bestowed upon
a piece of household furniture; his emotion had been
so bound up with the concrete fact of a fleshly
presence that in the continued absence of the prima
donna he had found it difficult even to realise the
condition of her unchanged existence. In his whole
life the past had never engrossed him to the immediate
exclusion of the present.

When he had finished his cigar, he rose slowly to
his feet, shook himself with an energetic movement
as if to settle his body more comfortably in his
clothes, and went into the hall to put on his overcoat
before going out. Here he was overtaken by a
remonstrance from Wilkins.
"You aren't going to the office. I hope, sir, until

youve written those notes?"
Kemper stared at him silently an instant, one arm

still in the sleeve of the overcoat he was putting on.
Oh. I say. Wilkins, I'll do them at the club "

he replied at last.

Wilkins shook his head with decision written in
every line of his smooth-shaven English profile. He
was faithful, he was even affectionate, but he had
been in Kemper's service for fifteen years and he
knew his man.
"You'd better get them off now. sir." he urgedma persuasive voice, "it won't take you a minute,

and unless I post them myself, they are like to lie
over.

"Well I suppose you'll have your way with me,
Wilkms. remarked Kemper, as he withdrew hi^
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Rrm from his overcoat, which his servant prompth-
took from him. "Most people do, you know."
Then he turned back into his sitting-room and placing

himself at his desk, took up his pen and accepted

three invitations out of the round dozen he had to

answer. This accomplished, the discreet Wilkins

gave him his hat and coat and permitted him to

depart rapidly upon his way.
By eleven o'clock he was due at the office of the

Confidential Life Insurance Company, of which he

was one of the directors, and as he walked toward
Broadway with his brisk and energetic step, he kept

his mind closely upon the business affairs which were

immediately before him. This peculiar ability to

concentrate his whole being upon a single instant, to

apply himself with enthusiasm to the thing beneath

his eyes, was the q\iality of all others which had
worked most not only for his present worldly success,

but for his personal happiness as well. When he

came out of his rooms the brief despondency of the

morning had vanished as utterly as if it had never

been, and until his wife's name stared at him anew
from a printed page, it was hardly probable that she

would occur agaiu to his thoughts. A feeling of

peace, of perfect charity pervaded his breast, and had

he been asked on the spot for an expression of his

religious creed, he would, perhaps, have answered

without hesitation, "to live in pleasure and let live

with pleasantness." Naturally of a quick and

humane heart there were moments when he felt

an urgent desire to give out happiness, to add his

proper share to the general sum of earthly content-

ment. He was a man, in fact, who might be infaili-
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bly counted on for the "generous thing," provided
always that the "generous thing" was also the thing
which he found it agreeable to perform. In ancient
Rome he would have been, without doubt, a popular
politician, in Greece a Cyrenaic philosopher, in the
Middle Ages a churchm-n conspicuous for his purple,
and during the American Revolution a believer in
the cause that wore the most gold lace. It was not
that he was lacking in patriotism, but that his
patriotism responded best to a sfjctacular appeal.
At the luncheon hour, when he came out of his

office to go to his club, he remembered that he had
neglected to send roses to a woman with whom he
had dmed the week before she went to a hospital
for a serious operation, and though the stop delayed
his luncheon for half an hour, he left his car at
the corner of Twenty-third Street to leave an order
with his florist. Then, after a simple meal, he put
m a pleasant hour at the club, during which he
managed to interest a great occulist in a chap he
knew who was threatened witJi blindness but too
poor to pay for the operation necessary to his re-
covery. It was this conversation that recalled to
aim a friend who was ill with pneumonia in chambers
just arouMd the block, and he rushed of! to enquire
after him. before he attenderl to tJie unpacking of a
new French motor car, and hurried to keep an engage-
ment he had made with Gerty Bridewell to call on
Laura Wilde. A week ago, when the engagement
was made, he had been urgent with Gerty about
going, but now that the hour drew near he began to
feel the necessity of the visit to be a bore. Like all
of his sensations, the impression Laura had made upon



164 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

him had been vivid but easily effaced, and he was
almost surprised at the disappointment he felt

when, upon reaching the house, he foimd that she

was not at home.

"It's too hard," commented Gerty, standing upon
the front steps and glancing wistfully up at him
from under the white feathers in her hat, "but
there's no help for it tmless you care to call on Uncle

Percival."

"Uncle Percival?" he repeated, impatiently twirl-

ing his walking stick; "who's he?"
"He's a curiosity,"

"What kind of curiosity? A live one?"
She nodded, "The kind of curiosity that plays

a flute,"

He began his descent of the steps, not replying

until he stood with her upon the sidewalk before her

carriage. "I might have put up with a poet," he

remarked with his foreign shrug, "but I'm compelled

to draw the line before a piper."

"Well, I thought you would," confessed Gerty,

"or I shouldn't have suggested it."

" It seems, by the way, to be a family that runs to

talent," he laughed, while she paused a moment
before entering her carriage.

"I don't know that Uncle Percival is exactly a

person of talent," she observed, "he plays very

badly, I believe. Can't I drop you somewhere?

Do let me."

He shook his head with a quizzical humour. "To
tell the truth horses make me nervous," he returned.

"I'm afraid of them—You never know what intentions

they have in mind. No, I'll walk, thank you." His
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gaze was on her and she saw his eyes flash with
admiration of her beauty.
"Oh, your dreadful, soulless automobiles!" she

exclaimed, with disgust. "By the way, Laura hates
them-she says they have the devil's energy without
his intellect."

He laughed indifferently. "Does she? I'll teach
her better."

Gerty looked back to protest as she st-^pped ir ^0
her carnage. "But you'll never have a chanc.
she said.

"I'll make one," he persisted, gayly.
From the midst of her fur rugs she leaned out with

a provoking little laugh, while he watched her green
eyes narrow in an arch and fascinating merriment.
What would you say if I told you she was at home

all the time?" s.ie asked. Then before he could
remonstrate or leply, she rolled ofT leaving him
transfixed and questioning upon the sidewalk
Wa. Laura Wilde really at home? The suspicion

piqued him into a curiosity he could not satisfy
and because he could not satisfy it he found himself
dwelling with a reawakened interest upon the woman
who had avoided him. If she had in truth refused
to receive his visit it could mean only that she
entertained a dislike for his presence, and for a
dislike so evident there must be surely some founda-
tion either in fact or in intuition. No woman, so
tar as he could remember—and so unusual an oc-
curence would not easily have slipped his memory-
Had ever begun his acquaintance with a distinctly
expressed aversion, and the very strangeness of the
experience was not without attraction for his eager
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and dominant temperament. What a queer little

oddity she was, he thought as he glanced up at the
grave old house beiore turning rapidly away—as
light and sensitive as thistle-down, as vivid as flame.

He tried to recall her delicately distinguished figure

and profound dark eyes, but her charming smile
seemed to come between him and her features, and
her face was obscured for him in a mysterious radiance.

Her features taken in tliemselves were plain, he
supposed, certainly they were not beautiful, yet of

her whole appearance his memory held only the
fervent charm of her exp'^ ssion. It was a face with
a soul in it, he thougl -all the mystery of flame
and of shadow was in r smile, so what mattered
the mere surface modnllii j or the tinting of the
skin which was less ivor than pale amber. An
hour ago he had been solutely indifferent, al-

most forgetful of her ex, once, but his vanity if

not his heart was st ng nov. into an emotion which
had in it something of the primitive barbarian
ardour of pursuit. He cared nothing—less than
nothing—for Laura Wilde herself, yet it was not in

his nature that he should suffer in silence before a
sudden and unreasonable affront.

Some hours later, when he sat with Adams at

dinner, the subject occurred to him again, and he
broke in upon a discussion of the varied fortunes of

their fellow classmen to allude directly to the cause
of his inquietude.

"3y the way, I had the pleasure of meeting a
protegee of yours the other afternoon," he said.

Adams met the remark with his whimsical laugh.
"Of mine? Thank heaven I haven't any," he



PLEASURE-CHIEF END OF MAN 167

retorted, "but I suppose you mean young Trent, who
has just come up from Virginia,"

"I've heard something of him from xMrs. Bridewell
I believe." answered Kemper across the centrepiece
of red carnations, "but I haven't met him as yet—
I was thinking of Miss Wilde when I spoke. I wish
you'd try this sherry—it's really first rate—I brought
it over myself."

When Wilkins had filled his glass. Adams lifted
It against the light and looked at the colour of the
wine a moment before drinking. "First rate—

I

should say so. It's exquisite," he observed as he
touched It to his lips in answer to Kemper's glance of
enquiry. "Yes, she's done some rather fine things "

he resumed presently, returning to the subject of
Laura, "but she'll hardly make a popular appeal. I
fancy, unless she turns her talent to patriotic airs
The only poetry we tolerate to-day is the poetry
that serves some definite material purpose—it must
either send us into battle or set us to building churches
The simple spirit of contemplation we've come to
regard as a pauperising habit and it puts us out of
patience. Great poetry grows out of quiet and
nobody IS quiet any longer-a thought no sooner
creeps into our head than we begin to talk about it at
the top of our voice."

The branched candlestick at the end of the table
shed a glimmering, peariy light upon his face, and
Kemper, as he watched him critically, was struck
suddenly by the fact that Adams was no longer young
He could not be over forty, yet his features had the
drawn and pallid look of a man who has known
not only ill health, but the shock of emotional catas'

^MiiSiSiiar:,ie^jiK 'wr^'m'!^ ^wr
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trophes. Physically he appeared worn to the point
of exhaiistion, but if there was pathos in the sl^t,
elastic figure, there was also an impression of

power for which the other found it impossible to

account. By mere bodily force Kemper could
have thrown Adams from the window with one hand,
he realised with a perfectly amiable self-congratulation

—yet in Adams' presence he invariably felt himself

to be the weaker man, and the attitude he uncon-
sciously adopted showed an almost boyish recognition

of a superior intelligence. Something in Roger
Adams—a quality which was neither brute strength

nor imperious personality—exerted a power which
Kemper generously admitted to be greater even than
these. Nothing in the man was conspicuous—he
exercised no dominant magnetism—but the in-

visible spirit which controlled his life, controlled also,

in a measure, the thoughts of those who came directly

beneath his influence. Was it true, Kemper now
wondered, as Perry Bridewell had once declared with

unspeakable mirth, that the thing he liked in Adams
was, after all, merely simple goodness in a manifest

form? Goodness in a masculine personality liad

always appeared to Kemper to be ridiculously out of

place—a masquerading feminised virtue—but at

this instant as he drank to Adams' health across the

carnations, he felt again the power of an attraction

which possessed a sweetness that made his past

"wine and honey" sicken in his memory. "Is it

possible that what I admire m this man is the qu-^Hty

I have laughed at all my life?" he foimd hims'^lf

asking suddenly ; and the ])ower of self-restraint, the

grace of denial, the strength irhich could do without,

-«r^sr^f;•• '^^'^
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though it could not take the thing it wanted fh.
quietness of sacrifice, the sweetenfd humour tha
IS learned only in sorrow-these showed to him ahe moment m a singularly new and vivid iTght

colt:" Te 2 °'.f
"'^ ^^^^P* ^^^* ^^ ^- ''dcourage, he thought again, "yet because of thisone thmg-and because, too. of a quality which Irecognise, though I cannot name it? I wouH trusth.m sooner than any man or woman whom I know-

sooner, by Jove, than I would trust myself." Among
his many generous traits was the ability to appreTatfkeenly where he could not follow, to apprS
almost mstmctively the finer attribu es of the spfrit

I'sef^the'^
'^"^^^^^

^f^-^^ ''- pleal:^:orhe
senses to the vaguer comforts of philosophy, he wasnot without a profound admiration for the man who1"

'!'!r''
'^' deliberately chosen to forfeh

e py of hfe Roger Adams impressed him to-n ght
s a peculiarly happy man-not with the herticappmess he himself had sought-but with a secuira reposeful, an indestructible possession-the happ^

ness which comes not through the illusion of desirebut which IS bound up in the peace of an eternal'
reconciliation. The man beyond the camaJo'she knew by an intuition surer than knowledge hadnever even for an hour dallied in the primrose pa^h

>-aingt:aS:itg-;.^^-3-^
he very power he recognised come to his friend 'nhe stony places through which he had b en con

'rb! ulht'^H t\^'' ^^«-^ there Kem^:;was brought suddenly for the first time in his life
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face to face with the profoundest truth that lifs

hidden in the deeps of knowledge—that renun-

ciation may become the richest experience in the

consciousness of man; that to renounce for the sake

of goodness is not merely to refrain from sin but to

achieve virtue; and that he who gives up his happi-

ness and is still happy has gained not only the beauty

of his forfeited joys, but has added to his own a

strength that is equal to the strength of his unfulfilled

desire. Kemper had always believed himself strong

because he had attained, yet he knew now that

Adams was stronger than he inasmuch as he had gone

without for the sake of his own soul.

From his reflections, which were dimly like these.

Kemper came back abruptly to his memory of

Laura. "Do you know," he said, speaking to him-

self rather than to his companion, " that she really

interests me very much indeed."

"Well, she is interesting." laughed Adams, "in

spite of the fact that Perry finds her rather dull.

He complains that she doesn't talk like a book,

which is a trifle odd when you consider that he has

never read one."

"What I like about her is that she's different,"

said Kemper. "She is, isn't she?"

"Different from other people? Yes, I dare say

she is, but all the Wildes are that, you know. She

comes of an eccentric stock. Did you ever happen

to meet her aunt, Mrs. Payne?"

Kemper nodded as he leaned forward to make a

division in the centre of the intervening carnations,

"The old lady who looks like a chorus girl in her

dotage? Yes, I've had the pleasure and I found her

mf-
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decidedly better than she looked. Her husband
by the way. is a great old chap, isn't he? He held
the biggest share in iron last spring and I guess he
has made a pretty figure."

"He's a philosopher who got into the stock market
by mistake." observed Adams. "I believe he would
have been perfectly happy if he could have owned
a smgle farm, a cow or two and a pair of horses to his
plough, but he's condemned to bear the uncon-
genial weight of millions, and I hear that he has even
to give his charities in secret. I never look at him
that I don't think of Marcus Aurelius oppressed by
the burden of the whole Roman Empire."
Kemper was peeling a pear, which he had taken

from a dish upon the table, and he laid down his
knife for a moment to push aside his cup of coffee.

Has he any children.?" he asked abruptly.

*
,^'^°~^°^ ~°^ *"^ 8*y young birds. I'm

told.

"Then Miss Wilde will hardly come in for a share
of the burden?"
"Hardly. The sons will probably dissipate a good

nail of It before it reaches them."
"It's a pity," said Kemper thoughtfully; and

havmg finished his pear, he dipped his fingers in his
finger bowl, moistened his short moustache, and
turned to take a cigar from the little silver tray
which Wilkins held before him. "Do you know I
can't imagine a greater happiness than the quick
accumulation of wealth." he observed in his hearty
voice. '

Adams laughed aloud with a merriment that was
almost boyish. "Well. I dare say you come in for

WIP'I
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your part of it," he returned, while he flicked the

ashes from his cigar.

"I?" Kemper shook his head without a smile.

"Oh, I accumulate nothing except habits. I make

and I spend—I win and I lose—and on my word I'm

no richer to-day than I was ten years ago. I've

made a fortune in a day," he added regretfully,

"to lose it in an hovir."

A glow had sprung to his face, and as he spoke he

leaned his elbow on the table, and closing his eyes

inhaled the delicious aroma of his cigar. Finance

interested him always—wealth in its material mass

had a tremendous attraction for him, and he loved

not only the sound of figures but the clink of coin.

Though he was a lavish liver when it suited

his impulses, the modem regard for money as

a concrete possession—a personal distinction—^was

strong in his blood; but here, as in other ways, he

was redeemed from positive vulgarity by the very

candour with which he confessed his weakness. He

drifted presently into stocks, and they sat talking

until eleven o'clock, when Adams, aft r glancing in

surprise at the hour, remarked, with a laugh, that

he had forgotten he no longer boasted the constitu-

tion of his college days. It had been a pleasant

evening to both, and as Kemper threw off his coat a

little later, he found himself reflecting, not without

wonder, that the quiet—the absolute inaction of the

last few hours had refreshed rather than bored him.

On the whole he was inclined to admit that he liked

Adams better than any man he knew—liked his

assured self-possession, his indifference to small

creattire comiEorts; liked, too, the quiet tolerance

:^
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which characterised his hu.^an relations-and heimpulsively determined that he would arrange tosee him often during the next few years. It wastime now he concluded with an admirable mTdnight resolution, while he struggled S exL^ f

"

ion to unfasten his collar. that'L himsen'oufd'begm to pay a due regard to his health-to restrict
his indulgences; and he drew an agreeable Sre
L!^\ T''''

'^^' ^^^"^«' friendship mghtafford to an abstemious man of middle age ^'bIJove-confound this button-there. I've tw sted ilhke the deuce-by Jove, it is refreshing to brthrownwith a chap who is interested in something be^eswomen and horses-who finds other olcts-^rsubjects ,f you choose-suffice for his enteJnS 7''
For the first time in his life he found himself Sneegretfully that at least a share of his own en oymentfad assumed a character which belonged les/eTc^uively to the external world. The joy^inwShe dehght m contemplation were unknown t7hrmhough he was dimly aware that for another mTn

s^'ce'tut hr-ri^
'' ^^ ""^^^""^' ^ P^n ntsolace. But his virtues were the magnificent virtuesthe animal, and amid the many warring imTulsesof the body there was but little room for a mor.gracious development of the soul. Se had uZ^

'^ays^rhtr
''' r^ '^' -Paf/him'as'

srbifth^rr^ieru'; '"^" ^''''
'-
--'^

Adams, meanwhile, had walked rapidly homehnking with enthusiasm that Kempef was a

ewT'd h' r/ ''"°"- "^^ ^°^-^ pleasures werefew. and he had enjoyed the fine wine and the choice
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cigars as a man enjoys a taste for luxury which he

seldom gratifies. He had expected to find Connie

still out, but to his surprise there was a sound on the

staircase as he entered the front door, and she came

rapidly to meet him, her blonde hair hanging upon

her shoulders and the soiled white silk dressing-

gown she wore trailing on the carpeted steps behind

her.

" I was all alone and I've been so frightened," she

said with a sob.

He took her hand, which felt dead and cold, and

grasped it warmly while he turned to fasten the

outer door.

"Why, I thought you were at the theatre," he

responded. "I've been to dine with Kemper, but

heaven knows I'd have stayed at home if you'd

told me you meant to keep me company."

A shudder ran through her, and he saw when he

turned to look at her, that her face was pinched and

blue as if from cold. In her v/hite gown, under her

tangled fair hair, she had a ghastly look like one

just awakened from a fearful dream. But she was

very little—so little in her terror and her blighted

prettiness that his heart contracted as it would have

done at the sight of a suffering child.

"I say, little girl, what is it all about?" he asked

gently, and as she swayed unsteadily, he put his

arm around her and drew her against his side. " Wait

a minute while I turn out the light," he added

cheerfully, pressing the electric button with his

free hand. Then holding her closer in a steadying

support, they ascended together the darkened

staircase.
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"I went to the theatre, but I was so ill I couldn't
stay." she said, and he felt the heavy breaths that
laboured thro;:gh the thin figure l^St: It'

afraid."
'" ^g°^y-in agony and I am so

She began crying in loud, uncontrollable sobs as acmid cries when it is hurt, protesting that she wasafraid-that she was fearfully afraid' He felt he
terror struggling like a live thing within her-irke
an imprisoned animal that could not find an escape-to the light Her hysteria was almost "kt tomadness, and the form it took was one of a bUnd
presentiment of evil-as if she felt always in the air

IZ V^r'''''' °^ ^" -visible. LspeakabL

the hall li '''"'' ''^' ^^">'^"S ^-' h- <^-«-dthe hall to her room, and laid her upon the bedwbch was tumbled as if she had lain tossing wildly

L?and r "•> ^'"^ '''''''' J^^ was 'blazing
high and Connie's evening clothes were lying in ahuddled heap upon the floor. There was a sickeningmen of perfume in the room, and he saw that shf

n the'c
' "'' °' '^'^^^^ ^"^ ^^^"^^ ''^ --tentupon the carpet.

"Tell me what it is-tell me. Connie " he comman ed. .ather than pleaded, sitting beside the bdand aying his hand upon her shuddering body
It is nothing-but it is everything," she gasoeddu ch.ng his hand with fingers ^hich'were coTdTnd

but I fJ T ^r
'"^ P'^"~^* ^'^'' "°t physically,but I feel-I beheve-I know that I am goinemad see horrible things and I can't keepSawa>-I cant-I can't. They come in flashes-in

coloured flashes, all red and'green. and there S
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something dreadful about to happen to me. Oh,

don't let it, don't let it!"

She clung to him, shuddering, sobbing, imploring,

moaning again that she was afraid, beseeching him

to keep off the horror—not to let it come any nearer—

not to let it look her in the eyes. The spasm ended

at last in a wild burst of tears, while she shrieked out

frantically in a terror that was pitiable and abject.

Her hallucinations seemed to have got entirely

beyond the control of reason, and as she crouched,

with drawn up knees and quivering arms, among the

pillows she looked like some small helpless, dis-

tracted mortal in the grasp of the avenging furies.

At the moment she seemed to him less his wife than

his child.

"Listen to me, Connie," he said presently in a

voice whose quiet authority silenced for an instant

her despairing moans. "You haven't a trouble on

earth that I am not willing to share and I am sharing

this—I have made it mine this very minute. What-

ever there is to face, I'll face it for you, so get this

into your head and go to sleep. Nothing can get to

you—neither man nor devil—until it has first passed

by me. There, now—don't sob so; don't, you'll

hurt yourself. There's nothing to cry about—it's

all a false alarm."
" I'm so afraid," she repeated over and over again,

as she clung to him. "Promise not to leave me an

instant—not to take your hands off of me. If I

am left alone again I shall die of fear."

" You shall not be alone, I swear it," he answered

with cheerful assurance. "Lie quiet and I'll sit

here the whole blessed night if it's any comfort."

it II

a
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"It is a comfort." she answered; and her words
entered his ears with a piercing sweetness, which
was not unlike the sweetness of love. Love it was
indeed, he knew now, but a love so sexless, so dis-
passionate that its joys were like the joys of religion.
The tenderness that flooded his breast was less the
emotion of man for woman than of the soul for the
soul and the wife whom he had ceased to love in the
world s way was nearer to him. more closely, more
divinely his, than she had been in the hour of his
greatest ecstasy. The appeal she made to him
now. lying there helpless, distraught and unlovely
was an appeal which is woven of the strongest fibres'm the heart of man-the appeal to the immortal
soul to anse and discover its immortality. Connie
cried out to him to save her-to save her from the
world, from herself, from the hovering powers of
e\^l, and he knew now that his joy in the hour of her
salvation would be as the joy of the angels in heaven.
He would fight for her as he had never fought for
his own life, and he felt suddenly that there was
nothing upon the earth nor in the sky that was strong
enough to contend against the power of his com-
passion. All lesser desires or emotions shrank
before It and vanished utterly away-his ambi-
tion, his longing for health wherewith to work the
increasing ardour of his love for Laura-these 'were
as naught before the bond which united him to the
ternfied, small soul that trembled beneath his handsAnd immediately that goodness at which Kemper or
Perry Bridewell would have laughed-the goodness
which IS spint, which both builds and destroys
which knows no law except the divine law of ite
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own being; in which there is neither the whitened

surface nor the loud self-glorification of the Phar-

isee—the goodness which is a pure fianie, a con-

suming passion—this appeared to his eyes in all

its alluring beauty. The way of it was hard, he

knew, a way of service, of self-sacrifice, and yet the

one way of happiness as well. This lesson he had

learned from himself—for it is the thing that no man
can teach another—and because it had come to him

from himself he knew that it had come to him from

God.

"I made a plan on the way home to-night," he

said, keeping his firm touch upon her throbbing

temples. " To-morrow I shall arrange for a fortnight's

absence at the office and the next day I'll take you

South. There you'll stay out of doors and get well

again. The flesh will come back to your body and

the colour to your cheeks.

" I shall never be pretty again—never," she moaned,

as he held her.

"Nonsense. You're a trifle pale and fagged that's

all—^but we'll have you a beauty again before two

weeks are up."

And so through the long night he sat with his

touch, which compelled quiet, upon her body, for

when, after she had fallen at last into a fitful slumber,

he arose and lowered the lights, she started up with

a scream and called out that she was "alone

—

fearfully alone!" Then, as he returned to his chair,

she reached for him in the darkness and clung desper-

ately to his outstretched arm, drawing it presently

across her shoulders until she lay as if shielded by the

soothing familiar presence.

•• !.

[1 )



CHAPTER II

An Advance and a RetreAT

It was the day after this, while Laura was still in
Kemper's thoughts, that he ran across her as she
came out of a church in Twenty-ninth Street. At
the first glance she appeared a little startled but
the disturbance was so slight that it passed swift as
a shadow across her face, and t:- next instant the
illumining smile which he had thought of as her one
memorable beauty shone from her eyes and lips.

^^

"At first I hardly recognised you," she explained,
you don't look quite as I remembered you."
His amused glance lingered upon her face "So

you did remember sie?" he said and the retort was so
characteristic of the man that Gerty Bridewell
would have paused waiting for it after she had spoken
If there was the smallest loophole apparent in the
conversation through which the personal intention
might be made to enter, he took to it as instinctively
as the fox takes to the covert. The mere uttered
words were what he might have responded to any
woman who unconsciously gave him the opportunity
yet as he looked down upon Laura, in her velvet
hat and black furs, at his side, he was filled with
amazement at the interest aroused in him by her
slender, though delicately suggestive figure. He
felt the magnetic touch of her through the very
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flutter of her skirts—felt the fervour of her soul, the

warmth of her personality, and he found himself

attracted by her as by the mystery of a bright and

distant flame. The intensity of life—the radiant

energy of intellect—was in her look, in her voice, in

her smile—and he knew instinctively that she was

capable of larger issues—of higher heights and deeper

depths—than any woman he had ever known.

She puzzled him into a sympathy which quickened

with each fresh instant of uncertainty, and it seemed

to him, while she moved by his side, that the illusion

of mystery was the one perennial charm a woman
could possess—a mystery which lay not only in the

flame and shadow of her expression, but in the

intenser irregularities of her profile, in the curved

darkness of her eyebrows, in the fulness of her mouth,

in the profound eloquence of her eyes, in the pale

amber of her skin, which was like porcelain touched

by a flame, in her gestures, in her walk, in her delicate

bosom and slender swaying hips, in her voice, her

hands, her words, and in the blackness of her abundant

hair braided low upon the nape of her slender neck.

And this illusion—stronger than the illusion of beauty

because more subtle, more tantalisingly inexplicable,

caught and held his attention with a vivid and

irresistible appeal.

At his words she had turned toward him with an

animated gesture, while her hand in its white glove

slipped from the large muff she held.

"It would be a poor memory that could not hold

three days," she laughed.

"Three days?" He raised his eyebrows with a

blithe interrogation which lent a pecuKar charm



AN ADVANCE AND A RETREAT ,8i

to his expression. "Why. I thought that I had
known you foreverl"

She shook her head in a merry protest, though she
felt herself flush slowly under the gay deference in
his eyes.

Forever is a long day. There are few people that
it pays to know forever."

"And how do you know that you are not one of
them—for me?" he asked.
"How do I know.?" she took up the question in a

voice which even in her lightest moments was not
without a quality of impassioned earnestness. " The
one infallible way of knowing anything is to know it
without really knowing how or why one knows. My
intuitions, you see, are my deeper wisdom."
"And what do your intuitions have to say in regard

to me?"
"Only," she responded, smiling, "that it would

be dangerous for us to attempt an acquaintance
that should last forever."

"Dangerousl" the word excited his imagination
and he felt the sting of it in his blood. "What
harm do you think would come of it?"
"The harm that always comes of the association

between opposites," she answered quickly, and the
laughter, he was prompt to notice, had died from
her voice, "the harm of endless disagreements, of
lost illusions."

"Why should our illusions, if we were so
fortunate as to have them, inevitably be lost?"
he asked, provoked into an assurance of his interest
by the serene disinclination she displayed.
"Because they invariably are if they are illusions?"

m
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she responded, "and you and I could never Kc

absolute realities to each other, sine to reach tli-

reality in a person one must not only apprehcnrl but

comprehend as well. I doubt if there can be am
permanent friendship between people who itr<.

totally unlike."

Half angrily he swung the stick he carried at his

side. "Then what becomes of the attraction of

opposites?" he insisted.

"A catastrophe usually," she returned.

Her composed indifference irritated him mon-

than he was willing to admit even to himself. Never

in his recollection had he encountered a woman who
showed so marked a disinclination for his society;

and the wonder of her avoidance challenged him into

the exercise of the personal magnetism he had always

found so invincible in its attraction. Had she met

his advances with unaffected feminine eagerness, he

would have parted, probably, from her at the next

corner, but her polite indifference kept him, though

indignant, still at her side. Of adulation he was

weary, but a positive aversion promised a new and

exhilarating experience of life.

"But why are you so sure that we are opposites?
""

he enquired presently,

"How am I sure that you prefer fair women—and

adore an ample beauty?" she retorted lightly.

"My intuitions again!"

"Your intuitions are so numerous that they must

be sometimes wrong," he remarked.

"Oh, my intuitions are helped out by Gerty's

observation," she laughed in response.

"Ah, I see," he said; and it seemed to him that
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he understood now her open avoidanco. l.er barely
concealed dishke. and the distant reticence whichmade her appear to hitn as remote as a star. Gertv

Xlt !nT'"f
°' .'" -ffairs-perhaps of Madame

Alta and in Laura's unworldly vision his dclinquen-
nes had showed strangely distorted and out ofdrawing H.S anger blazed up within him. yet
he knew that the attraction of the woman beside himwas mcreased rather than diminislicd by liis rescnt-

-So my pretty cousin has given me a bad charac-
ter, he observed, and his annoyance roughenea his
usually genial voice.

"On the other hand she admires you very much "

As she walked beside him she felt the contact of

r^T 1"^'"'™ ^''^ '''^ provoked, and she
f and suddenly that almost in spite of herself he
» s re,o,cmg m the masculine quality of his presence-ra his muscular strength, in the vibrant tones of
h.s voice and m the ardent vitality with which hemoved But the force of his personality was a force
against which she felt that she would struggle untU

•hJ r T. T''
*°'" *' =""«•" *= answered,

you k^ow."' °''
""* ""' ""^ ""'^ *^ ^^"»'

l.e ".ImTr'ked""''"'''
"'' """' *""' '"'" "'^ """"

She looked gravely up at him before she bowed
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her head in assent. "I like virtue," she responded

quietly. "Don't you?"

"God kaows, I do," he replied without hesitation

in the grandiloquent tone he loved to assume upon

occasions. "But do you think," he added presently,

"that a man can acquire virtue unless it has been

bom in him?"

"I think it is another name for wisdom," she re-

plied, "and that is often found late and in hard

places."

He looked at her with an attention which had

become absorbed, exclusive. "Do you know, I

thought virtue was what women didn't care about

in men?" he said, and his voice was tense with

curiosity.

"Perhaps you mistake the conventions for virtue,"

she rejoined ; "men usually do." Then after a moment

she added frankly, " But I know very little of what

women like .or don't like. I've never really known

but two besides my aunts—and one of these is

Gerty."

"And you are very fond of Gerty?" he enquired.

As she looked up at him it seemed to him that her

smile was a miracle of light. " I love her more than

anyone in the/whole world," she said.

Again she perplexed him, and with each fresh

perplexity he was conscious of an increasing desire to

tmderstand. "But I thought all women hated one

another," he observed.

"That's because men have ruled the world in two

ways," she returned, and her protest was not without

a smothered indignation; "they have made the laws

and they have made the jokes."
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Her championship of her sex' amused even while it
attracted him-he saw in it a kind of abstract
honour which he had always believed to be lackine
in the feminine mind-and at the same instant he
remembered the rancorous jealousy which had con-
trolled Madame Alta's relations with other women
the petty stings he had seen dealt at Gerty by her
less lovely acquaintances, and the thousand small
insincenties he heard around him every day The
very enthusiasm with which she spoke, the intensity
in her face, the decision in her voice, impressed him in
a manner for which he was utterly unprepared. In
the world in which he moved an enthusiasm which
was not at the same time an affectation would have
appeared awkwardly out of place. Women whom
he knew were vivaciously excited over their winnings
or losses at bridge whist, but he could not recall that
he had ever seen a single one of them stirred to
utterance by any impersonal question of injustice.
To be sure there were charitable ones among them
he supposed, but he had always tended by a kind
of natural selection toward the conspicuously
tair, and the conspicuously fair had proved in-
vanably to be the secretly selfish as well. His
social life appeared to him now, as he walked by
Laura s side, to have been devoid of sincerity as of
intelligence, and he recalled with disgust the ex-
quisite empty voice of Madame Alta, her lyric
sensuality, and the grossness of her affairs
with her many lovers. Was it the after taste
of bitterness in his "wine and honey" which
caused It to turn suddenly nauseous in his
remembrance.?
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"And so women can really like one another without

jealousy?" he questioned, laughing.

"What is there to be jealous of?" she retorted

quickly. "For after all one is one's self, you know,

and not another. Gerty is beautiful and I am not,

but her loveliness is as keen a delight to me as it is

to her—keener, I think, for she is sometimes bored

with it and I never am. And she is more than this,

too, for she is as devoted—as loyal as she is lovely."

"To you—yes," he answered slowly, for he was

thinking of the Gerty whom he had known—of her

audacious cynicism, her startling frankness, her

suggestive coquetry. Was it possible that this

creature of red and white flesh, of sweetness and

irony, was really a multiple personality^ the pos-

sessor of divers souls? Had he seen only the surface

of her because it was to the surface alone that he had

appealed? Or was it that Laura's creative instinct

had builded an image out of her own ideals which

she had called by Gerty 's name? He did not know-
he could not even attempt to answer—but the very

confusion of his thoughts strengthened the emotional

interest which Laura had aroused. And as each

new and vivid sensation effaces from the mind

every impression that has gone before it, so at

this moment, in the ardent awakening of his tem-

perament, there existed no memory of the past

occasions upon which other women had allured as

irresistibly his inflamed imagination. So far as

his immediate reflections were concerned Laura

might have been the solitary woman upon a solitary

planet. If he had paused to remember he might have

recalled that he had fallen in love with the girl whom
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he afterward married between the sunset and themoonnse of a single day-that his passion for Madame
Alta leaped, full armed, into being during her singing
of the balcony scene in "Romeo and Juliet "-but he
did not pause to remember, for with that singular
forgetfulness which characterises the man of pleasure
the present sensation, however small, was stili
sufficient to lessen the influence of former loves
They strolled slowly down to Gramercy Park

and this time, as they stood together before her door'
^he^asked him. flushing a little, if he would not come

watch, but I ve promised to meet a man at the
club on the stroke of five. If you'll extend the

ZXs'^''^''' '" "'^ ^'^^"^^^ °^ '' '^^^

afterward, as she entered the house and he turned
away, that he had looked at her as no man had everdone m her life before. She grew hot all over as
she thought of it. yet there had been nct^xng toresent m h s easy freedom and she was not angr^

^
she had been conscious for an instant that thewhole magnetic current of his personality flowed

bent upon her was one of his most effective methods
of impressing his individuality she did not knowGerty could have told her that he resorted to Ttmvanably at the psychological instant-and so

confidential. As a conscious or unconscious trick
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of manner it had served its purpose in many a place

when words appeared a difficult or dangerous medium

of expression—but to Laura in her almost cloistral

ignorance it was at once a revelation and an enlighten-

ment. When it passed from her she found that the

face of the whole world was changed.

Indoors Mr. Wilberforce and Gerty Bridewell were

awaiting her, but it seemed to her that her attitude

toward them had grown less intimate—^that she

herself, her friends, and even the ordinary surround-

ings of her life, were different from what they had

been only several hours before. She wanted to

be alone—to retreat into herself in search of a clearer

knowledge, and even her voice sovmded strangely

altered in her own ears.

"You look as if you had been frightened, Laura;

what is it?" asked Gerty, pressing her hand.

"It is nothing," returned Laura, with a startled

glance ;
" it is only that my head aches." She pressed

her hands upon her temples, and the throbbing of

her pulses against her finger tips confirmed her

words. When, after a few sympathetic questions,

they rose to go, she was aware all at once of a great

relief—a relief which seemed to her an affront to

friendship so devoted as theirs.

" Roger tells me that we are to have the new book

on Wednesday," said Mr. Wilberforce, as he stood

looking down upon her with the pectdiar insight

which belongs to the affection of age. Then it

seemed to her suddenly that he understood the cause

of her disturbance and that there were both pity and

disappointment in his eyes.

"I hope so," she answered, smiling the first insincere
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smile of her life, for even as she uttered the words she
Knew that she no longer felt the old eager, consuming
interest in her work, and that the making of books
appeared to her an employment which was tedious
and without end. Why. she wondered vaguely
had she devoted her whole life to a pursuit in which
there was so little of the pulsation of the intenser
realities? She felt at the instant as if a bandage
ad dropped from before her eyes, and the fact
hat Kemper as an individual did not enter into
her thoughts m no wise lessened his tremendous
moral effect upon her awakening nature. Not one
man but life itself was making its appeal to her
and for the first time she realised something of the
intoxication that might dwell in pleasure-in pleasure
accepted solely as a pursuit, as an end in and for
Itself alone Then, a moment later, standing by
her desk m her room upstairs, she remembered, in an
Illuminating flash, the look with which Kemper had
parted from her at her door.

'
-'r-fi

IW:

: IP' \: !

W:



'':ii

"

m''

'

CHAPTER III

The Moth and the Flame

iff

'I

ii

'M

i

ti^ I

i. 'it. li

I *

Several weeks after this, on the day that Trent's

first play was accepted, he dropped in to Adams'

office, where the editor was busily giving directions

about the coming Review.

"I know you aren't in a mood for interruptions,"

began the younger man, in a voice which, in spite

of his effort at control, still quivered with a boyish

excitement, "but I couldn't resist coming to tell

you that Benson has at last held out his hand. I'm

to be put on in the autumn."

Adams laid down the manuscript upon which he

was engaged, and turned with the winning smile

which Trent had grown to look for and to love.

"Well, that is jolly news," he said heartily, "you

know without my saying so that there is no

one in New York who is more interested in

your success than I am. We'll make a fine first

night of it."

"That's why I dropped in to tell you," responded

Trent, while his youthful enthusiasm made Adams

feel suddenly as old as failure. "I came about a

week ago, by the way, but that shock-headed chap at

the door told me you were out of town."

Adams nodded as he picked up the manuscript

again.

Igo
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"Her. ",!t,*^°?
^''- ^^^"^^ '°"th'" he replied

health had given way."

''Oh^^.'f'
^"' ^

^^l'
'^''' ^^" ^Sain by now?"Oh. she s very much better, but one never knows

of course, how long one can manage to keep on^'^

or-h/!dfr"T" Ihatetomakeyou'^h.^'
off. he added, as the other rose from his chair

I want to carry my good news to Miss Wilde "
rejomed Trent. "Do vmi v^^^, u

""^^c.

V ..

" y°" know, she was askin?
about you only the other day " ^
'Is that so? I've hardly had time for a word

, Z ?>
'^'^ ''''^'- ^"- Ad-"^« h-s not been

well and I've kept very closely at home ever since
1 got back. Will you tell her this from meT It^a
nuisance, isn't it. that life is so short one never has
ime. somehow, for one's real pleasures.^ NowLaara Wilde is one of my real pleasures." he pursue!'

b^^made Its always the pleasure instead of the busi-

2 TJ""' r^'r^' ^^' '''' ^ tremendous
pity of course, but then so many things are thatyou know, and its confoundedly 'iifficul, SLal'
to edit a magazine and still keep human "

J '^T'"'''?
'""^'^ '^°"^ °^* ^gain. and Trent

T£i„t= ^"iP^'^^ near the threshold,
1 baven t seen you, by the way, since Miss Wiide's

l*elude IS the biggest thing she's done as yet?"
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"The biggest—yes, but there's no end to my
beUef in her, you know," said Adams. "She'll live

to go far beyond this, and I'm glad to see that her

work is winning slowly. Every now and then one

runs across a rare admirer."

"And she is as kind as she is gifted," remarked

Trent fervently. Then he made his way through

the assistant editors in the outer office, and hastened

with his prodigious news to Gramercy Park.

Laura was alone, and after sending up his name,

he followed the servant to her study on the floor

above, where he found her working with a pencil,

as she sat before a brightly burning wood fire, over

a manuscript which he saw to his surprise was not in

verse. At his glance of enquiry she smiled and laid

the typewritten pages carelessly aside.

"No, it's not mine," she said. "They're several

short stories which Mr. Kemper did many years

ago, and iie's asked me to look over them. I

find, by the way, that they need a great deal of

recasting."

"Is it possible," he exclaimed in amazement,

"that you allow people to bore you with stuff hke

that?"

The smile which flickered almost imperceptibly

across her lips mystified him completely, and he

drew his chair a little nearer that he might bring

himself directly beneath her eyes.

"Oh, well, I don't mind it once in a while," she

returned, "though he hasn't in the very least the

literary sense."

"But I wasn't aware that you even knew him,"

he persisted, puzzled.
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"It doesn't take long to know some people," she
retorted gayly; then as her eyes rested upon his
face, she spoke with one of her sympathetic flashes
of insight: "You've come to bring me good news
about the play," she said. "Benson has accepted
it—am I not right?"

"I'm jolly glad to say you arel" he assented with
enthusiasm. "It will be put on in the autumn and
Benson has suggested Katie Hanska for the leading
role."

^

His voice died out in a joyous tremor, and he sat
looking at her with all the sparkles in his young blue
eyes.

"I am glad," said Laura, and she stretched out her
hand, which closed warmly upon his. "I can't tell
you—it's useless to try—how overjoyed I am."
"I knew you'd be," he answered softly, while his

grateful glance caressed her. The triumph of the
day—which seemed to him prophetic of the triumph
of the future—went suddenly to his head, and in some
strange presentiment he felt that his emotion for
Laura was bound up and made a part of his success
in literature. He could not, try as he would—dis-
associate her from her books, nor her books from his,
and as he sat there in ecstatic silence, with his eyes
on her slender figure in its soft black gown, he told
Wmself that the morning's happy promise united
them in a close, an indissoluble bond of fellowship
He saw her always under the literary glamour—he
felt the full charm of the poetic genius—the impas-
sioned idealism which she expressed, and it became
almost impossible for him to detach the personality
of the woman herself from the personaUty of the
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writer whom he felt, after all, to be the more inti-

mately vivid of the two.

"I knew you'd be," he repeated, and this time he

spoke with a passionate assurance. "If you hadn't

been I'd have found the whole thing worthless."

She looked up still smiling, and he watched her

large, beautiful forehead, on which the firelight

played as on a mirror. "Well, one's friends do add
zest to the pleasure," she returned.

For a moment he hesitated; then leaning forward

he spoke with a desperate resolve. "One's friends-

yes—but you have been more than a friend to me
since the beginning—since the first day. You have

been everything. I could not have lived without

you."

He saw her curved brows draw quickly together,

and she bent upon him a look in which he read pity,

surprise and a slight tinge of amusement. " Oh, you

poor boy, is it possible that you imagine all this?"

she asked.

"I imagine nothing," he answered with a wounded
and despairing indignation, "but I have loved you—
I have dreamed of you—I have lived for you since

the first moment that I saw you."

"Then you have been behaving very foolishly,"

she commented, "for what you are in love with is a

shadow—a poem, a fancy that isn't myself at all.

The real truth is," she pursued, with a decision

which cut him to the heart, "that you are in love

with a literary reputation and you imagine that it's

a woman. Why, I'm not only older than you in

years, I'm older in soul, older in a thousand lives.

There is nothing foolish about me, nothing pink and
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white and fleshly perfect—nothing that a boy like
you could hold to for a day "

She broke off and sat staring into the fire with a
troubled and brooding look—a look which seemed
to lose the fact of his presence in some more absorbing
vision at which she gazed. He noticed even in his
misery that she had suffered during the last few
weeks an obscure, a mysterious change—it was as if
the flame-like suggestion, which had always belonged
to her personality, had of late gathered warmth,
light, effectiveness, consuming, as it strengthened,'
whatever had been passive or without definite
purpose in her nature. Her face seemer' him more
than ever to be without significance

j ijed by a
purely physical standard—more than ever he felt
it to be but a delicate and sympathetic medium for
the expression of some radiant quality of soul.
"I did not know—I would not have believed that

you could be so cruel," he protested with bitterness.
"I can be anything," she answered slowly, drawing

her gaze with an effort from the fire. " Most women
can."

The glory of the morning passed from him as
suddenly as it had come, and he told himself with the
uncompromising desperation of youth that for all he
cared now his great play might remain forever in
oblivion. Life itself appeared as empty—as futile
as his ambition—so empty, indeed, that he began
immediately in the elastic melancholy which comes
easily at twenty-five—to plan the consoling details
of an early death. When he remembered his buoyant
happiness of a few hours ago it seemed to him almost
ridiculous, and he experienced a curious sensation
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of detachm»nt, of having drifted out of his proper
and peculiar place in life. "I shall never be happy
again and I am no longer the same person that I

was yesterday—or even a half hour ago," he thought
with a determination to be completely miserable.
Yet even while the words were in his mind he found
himself weighing almost instinctively the literary

value of his new emotion, and to his horror the

situation in which he now stood began slowly to take
a dramatic form in his mental vision. The very
attitude into which he had unconsciously fallen—as

he paused with his face averted and his hand tighten-

ing with violence upon a book he had picked up-
showed to his imagination as a bit of restrained

emotional acting beyond the footlights.

"Then there's nothing I can do but go straight to

the devil," he declared with resolution, and at the

same instant he found to his supreme self-contempt
that he wts wondering how the speech would sound
in the mouth of an actor in his drama.
"Or write another play," suggested Laura, while

he started quickly and turned toward the door.
"I'll never write another," he said in a voice of

gloom, which he tried with all his soul to make an
honest expression of his state of mind. "I wish now
.T hadn't written this one. I wouldn't if I'd known."
"Then it's just as well that you didn't," she re-

turned with a positive motherly assurance. "My
poor dear boy," she added soothingly, "you are not

the first man of twenty-five who has mistaken the

literary mania for the passion of love, and I fear

that you will not be the last. There seems,

curiously enough, to be a strange resemblance between
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the two emotions. If you'd only look at me plainly
without any of your lovely glamour you'll see in a
minute what nonsense it all is. Why. you are all
the time in your heart of hearts in love with some
little blonde thing with pink cheeks who is still at
school."

He turned away in a passion of wounded pride; then
coming back again he stood looking moodily down
upon her.

"I'll prove to you if it kills me that I've spoken the
truth," - declared, and it seemed to him that the
words V ic not really what he meant to say—that
they came from I.im against his will because he had
fitted them into the mouth of an imaginary character.
"Oh, please don't," she begged.
"I suppose I may still see you sometimes?" he

enquired.

"Oh, dear, yes; whenever you like."
Then while he stood there, hesitating and indignant

the servant brought her a card, and as she took it
from the tray, he saw a flusl that was like a pale
flame overspread her face.

" It's Mr. Kemper now," she said. " Why will you
not stay and be good and forget?"

"I'd rather meet the devil himself at this minute "

he cried in a boyish rage that brought tears to his
eyes. "It seems to me that I spend half my life
getting out of his way."

•'But don't you like him?" she enquired curiously
Every one likes him, I think."
"Well, I'm not every one," he blurted out angrily,
for I think him a consummate, thickheaded ass."
'Good heavens!" she gayly ejaculated, "what a
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character you give him." Then, as he was leaving
the room, she reached out, and taking his hand, drew
him against his will, back to his chair. "You shall
not go like this—I'll not have it," she said. "Do
you think I am a stone that I can bear to spoil all

your beautiful triumph. Here, sit down and I
promise to make you like both him and me."
As she finished, Kemper came in with his energetic

step and his genial greeting, and she introduced the
two men with a little flattering smile in Trent's
direction. " You have the honour to meet our coming
playwright," she added with a gracious gesture,
skilfully turning the conversation upon the younger
man's affairs, while she talked on with a sweetness
which at once distracted and enraged him. He
listened to her at first moodily and then with an
attention which, in spite of his resolution, was
fixed upon the fine points of his play as she made now
and then friendly suggestions as to the interpretations
of particular lines or scenes. The charming deference
in her voice soothed his ruffled vanity and it seemed
to him presently that the flattering intoxication of her
praise sent his imagination spinning among the stars.

Kemper listened to it all with an intelligent and
animated interest, and when he spoke, as he did
from time to time, it was to put a sympathetic
question which dismissed Trent's darling prejudice
into the region of departed errors. To have held
out against the singular attraction of the man, would
have been, Trent thought a little later, the part of a
perverse and stiffnecked fool. It was not only that
he succumbed to Kemper's magnetism, but that he
recognised his sincerity—his utter lack of the dis-



THE MOTH AND THE FLAME 199

simulation he had once believed him to possess.
Then, as Kemper sat in the square of sunlight which
fell through the bow window, Trent noticed each
plain, yet impressive detail of his appearance. He
saw the peculiar roughness of finish which lent weight,
if not beauty, to his remarkably expressive face, and
he saw, too, with an eye trained to attentive observa-
tion, that the dark brown hair, so thick upon the
forehead and at the back of the neck, had p'ready
worn thin upon the crown of the large, wel , irned
head. "In a few years he will begin to be bald,"
thought the younger man, "then he will put on
glasses, and yet these things will not keep him from
appealing to the imaginary ideal of romance which
every woman must possess. Even when ke is old
he will still have the power to attract, if he cannot
keep the fancy." But the bitterness had gone out
of his thoughts, and a little later, when he left the
house and walked slowly homeward, he discovered
that a hopeless love might lend a considerable sweet-
ness to a literary life. After all, he concluded, one
might warm oneself at the flame, and yet neither
possess it utterly nor be destroyed.
His mother sat knitting by the window when he

entered the apartment, and -he saw that the table
was already laid for dinner in the adjoining room.

"I ordered dinner a little earlier for you," she
explained as she laid aside the purple shawl while
the ball of yarn slipped from her short, plump knees
and rolled under the chair in which she sat. Never
in his recollection had he seen her put aside her
knitting that the ball did not roll from her lap upon
the floor, and now as he stooped to follow the loosened

:.i
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skein, he wondered vaguely how she had been able to

fill her life with so trivial and monotonous an employ-
ment.

"I wish you could get out," he said, as he sat down
on a footstool at her feet and leaned his head affection-

ately against her knees. "I don't believe you've
had a breath of air for a month."

" Why, I never went out of doors in the snow in my
life/' she responded, " at least not since I was a child -

and it always snows here except when it rains, i^o

you know," she pursued, with one of her mild glances

of curiosity through the window, "I can't imagine
how the people in that big apartment over there ever

manage to get through the day. Why, the woman
stays in bed every morning until eleven o'clock and
then the maid brings her something like chocolate

on ci tray. She wears such beautiful wrappers, too,

I really don't see how she can be entirely proper, and
then she seems to fly in such rages with her husband.
There are some children, I believe," she went on
with increasing animation, "but they are never
allowed to set foot in her room, and this afternoon
when she dressed to go out I saw her try on at least

four different hats and every single one of them
green."

"Poor creature!" observed Trent, with a laugh,

"it must be worse than living under the omnipresent
eye of Providence. By the way, I told the man to

come up and have a look at the radiator. Did he do
it?"

She laid her large, plump hand upon his head with
a touch that was as soft as her ball of yarn.

"The manager came himself," she replied, "but
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we got to talking and after I found out how much
rouble he had had in life-he lost his wife and two

Itttle boys all in one year-I didn't hke to say any-
thing about the heating. I was afraid it would hurt
his feelings to find I had a complaint to make-he
seemed so very nice and obliging. And. after all

"
she concluded amiably, "the rooms do get quitewarm you know, just about the time we are ready
to go to bed. so all I need to d. is to wear my cloak
a little while when I first get up m the morning. It
will be a very good way to make some use of ft. for
I never expect to go out of doors again in this climate."

"it^^'^^^^^^
°^ "^^ ^'^y- - -'t 'afford

"Oh, I'll muffle up well on that occasion "
she

Z'T^;.'',^ ''™ ^ '^'- ^"^^ '^ -noting?
and What did he say to you ?

"

you W^''"^'"^"^"
"^"^ '^''^' enthusiastic-for him,

"I wonder what he is Hke." she murmured with
her large, sweet seriousness. " Is he married, and has
he any children?"

"I didn't investigate. You see I was more inter-

to take the leading part. You may have seen her
picture-it was in one of the magazines I brought

"Did you enquire anything about her?" she asked
earnestly. "I mean about her character - W
bnnging up. I couldn't bear to have th. pa.,
played by any but a pure woman, and they tell me
that so many actresses aren't-aren't quite that

,|PMn
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Before you consent I hope you'll find out very

particularly about the life she has led."

"Oh, I dare say she's all right," he remarked, with

the affectionate patience which was one of his more

amiable characteristics. "At any rate she has the

mettle for the r61e."

"I hope she's good," said his mother softly, and she

added after a moment, "do you remember that poor

Christina Coles I was telling you about not long

ago?"

"Why, yes," replied Trent; "th. nretty girl with

the blue eyes and the uncompromising manner?

What's become of her, I wonder?"
"I fear," began his mother, while she lowered her

voice and glanced timidly around as if she were

on the point of a shameful disclosure, "I honestly

fear that she is starving."

"Starving!" exclaimed St. George, in horror, and

he sprang to his feet as if he meant to plunge at once

into a work of rescue. "Why, how long has she

been about it?"

" I know she has stopped coming to see me because

her clothes are so shabby," returned Mrs. Trent,

with what seemed to him a calmness that was almost

cruel, "and the charwor^^n tells me that she lives

on next to nothing- ^
' ... of baker's bread and a bit

of cheese for dinner. It takes all the little money
she can rake and scrape together to pay her room

rent—for it seems that the papers have stopped

publishing her stories."

"For God's sake, let's do something—let's do it

quickly," exclaimed Trent, in an agony of sympathy.

"I was just thinking that you might run up and
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see if she would come down to dine with ««, " =o-^
the old lady; -it really makes me :^irerabre 'to tel

Why, I II go before I dress—I'll cro +t,-
minute." declared the vnnr.? fo,*^''

"'^'"y

t, *u 1
^^^'irea tne young man. "Shall I tpllher that we dme in half an hour or do you think 1^

•'Inhr' ''r''''r
"^^^^^ ^"-y it up'abftV"In half an hour-she'll want a little time/' repliedhs mother, and she added presently, "but shS soproud, poor thmg, that I don't believe she'll come

°

The words were said softly, but had they beenspoken m a louder tone. Trent would noT haveheard them for he had already hastened from Z
In response to his knock. Christina opened heroor almost immediately, and when she recognisedbm a look of surprise appeared upon her f^ce

'

Won t you come m?" she asked, drawing sli^htlv

which ZTre r r!?^^''
'°"°" '^°^^^' *^« ^Jeeves of

n? ^\7''' ^e forgot the disorder of her dressn the touchmg pathos of her gallant little Ce
-;^LTcffi; '^ ^^^' ^" !,^-^^^^ y^' ^^^
an/ u

*^^* ^^ possessed of a will of i-on—

rTlwT;/ ^^%P-«-- he found h^Lf
i^sentment. The tenderness of his sympathy seemed

^!'
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to increase rather than diminish his hopeless love

for Laura, and while he gazed at Christina's flower-

like eyes and smooth brown hair, which shone like

satin, there stole over him a poetic melancholy

that was altogether pleasant. It was as if he had

suddenly discovered a companion in his unhappiness,

and he thought all at once that it would be charming

to pour the sorrows of his love into the pretty ears

hidden so quaintly under the smooth brown hair.

Love, at the moment, appeared to him chiefly as

something to be talked about—an emotion which

one might turn effectively into the spoken phrase.

She drew back into the room and he followed her

while his sympathetic glance dwelt upon the sleeping

couch under its daytime covering of cretonne, upon

the small gas stove on which a kettle boiled, upon the

cupboard, the dressing table, the desk at which she

wrote, and the torn and mended curtains before the

single window. Though she neither apologised nor

showed in her manner the faintest embarrassment, he

felt instinctively that her fierce maidenly pride was

putting her to torture.

"I came with a message from my mother," he

hastened to explain as he stood beside her on the

little strip of carpet before the gas stove, "she sends

me to beg that you will dine with us this evening as a

particular favour to her. She is so much alone, you

know, that a young visitor is just what she needs."

Christina continued to regard him, as she had done

from the first, with her sincere, unsmiling eyes, but

he saw a flush rise slowly to her face in a wave of

colour, turning the faint pink in her cheeks to crimson.

"I am very much obliged to her," she said, in her
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fresh attractive voice "huf T -,«, • ^ •

She added positively, "every evening " '

rr "„d telltr f '"'''""^' '"* «'^"=* -™=t-

"You are writing stories, then-still?" he askMtogen^ng .„ the face o£ her evident desire to S S
"Oh yes, I write all the tin.e-«very day "

0^ uTu *"' ^ -""^^ fo' «> manyr
one shook her hparl- "Tt.^ v • .

•'^

haM-have you nSread't^rsTtie tS^

J'SsIatrntteln?:: r^''^!
™''«<'-

a terrible and usets 't^edy "'i^Hrfhe^''-"
"

With the expenence of the au+hnr r.f
^ay. But presently when\:"Me,V o-f^T^S
Ills uttered words were not n' «>. i,- i. P .

character he had plaLd ^^ '"^ '*'"^^

Z „,'!f
•/"^.*°"«'> ""^ *oM himself that a great*al of good might be done by a little perf!e«y
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plain speaking, still he did not know how to speak

it nor exactly what it would be.

"Thank her for me—I—I should love to see her

oftener if I had the time—if it were possible," said

Christina. And then he went to the door because

he could think of no excuse suflScient to keep him

standing another minute upon the hearthrug.

"I hope you will remember," he said from the

threshold, "that we are always down stairs—at least

my mother is—and ready to serve you at any moment

in any way we can."

The assurance appeared to make little impression

upon her, but she smiled politely, and then closing the

door after him, sat down to eat her dinner of cold

bread and corned meat.

!

i

I; .

i !
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CHAPTER IV

Treats op the Attraction op Opposites

As soon as Trent had left the room Laura felt that
he silence became oppressive and conslS2ed
For the firs time in her life she found herse f overiwhelmed wzth timidity-with a fear of theToobvious word-and this timidity annoyed her because

l^hwThwh''f/'^ "° longer'possessed the.trength with which to struggle against it. That itwas imperative for her to lighten the situation by anvia remark, she saw clearly, yet she couM thLk
of no hing to say which did not sound foolish andeven insincere ^hen she repeated it in her tlughtsHad she dared to follow her usual impulse and be

d Sf T J T f "* ^"'^"'^ ^ ^"^ ^f^aid to speak

h'at I fear" T^T
"'^ ' ^" ''''''' -^ ^^'* it

•s tnat 1 fear. In her own mind she was hardlvmore lucid than this, and the mystery0" artw^ as inscrutable to herself as it was to KerJpeThen, presently, a rush of anger-of hot resent

Srtr r7''-'r ^^^ '^termination and

bed Ldiff ;/'''' '" ^"^"^ S^^tur; sheooked indifferently mto his face. He was stillH;ng m the square of sunlight, which halalmos

gaze with his intimate and charming smile. Though
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his words were casual usually, and uttered in a tone

of genial raillery, this smile, whenever she met it,

seemed to give the lie to every trifling phrase that he

had spoken. "What is the use of all this ridiculous

fencing when you fill my thoughts and each minute

of the day I think only of you," said his look. So

vivid was the impression she received now, that she

felt instantly that he had caressed her in his imagina-

tion. Her heart beat quickly, while she rose to her

feet with an indignant impulse.

"What is it?" he asked and she knew from his

voice that he was still smiling. "What is the mat-

ter?"

Picking up his typewritten manuscript, she returned

with it to her chair, drawing, as she sat down, a little

farther away.
" I merely wanted to look over this," she returned,

"Mr. Trent interrupted me in my reading."

"Then you've something to thank him for," he

remarked gayly, and added in the same tone, "I

noticed that he is in love with you—and I am be-

ginning to be jealous."

For an instant she looked at him in surprise; then

she remembered his affected scorn of what he called

"social cowardice"—his natural or assumed frank-

ness—and she shook her head with a laugh of

protest.

"He in love! Well, yes, he's in love with his

imagination. He's too young for anything more

definite than that."

"A man is never too young to fall in love," he

retorted, " I had it at least six times before I was

twenty-one."



THE ATTRACTION OF OPPOSITES 209

The laughter was still on her lips. "You speak
as if it were the measles."

"It is—or worse, for when you've pulled through
a bad attack of the measles you may safely count
yourself immune. With love " he shrugged his
shoulders.

"Do you mean," she asked lightly, "that one can
keep It up like that—forever.

"

He shook his head.

"Oh, I think a case is rare." he replied, "after
seventy-five. One usually dies by then."
"And is there never—with a man, I mean—really

one?" '

"Oh, Lord, yes, there's always one—at a time "

His laughing eyes were probing her, and as "she
met them, questioningly, she found it impossible
to tell whether he was merely jesting or in deadly
earnest. With the doubt she felt a sharp prick of
cunosity, and with it she realised that in this uncer-
tainty—this flashing suggestion of all possibilities
or of nothmg—dwelt the singular attraction that he
had for her—and for others. Was he only super-
ficial, after all? Or did these tantalising contradic-
tions serve to conceal the hidden depths beneath ?
Had she for an instant taken him entirely at his
word value, she knew that her interest in him would
have quickly passed—but the force which dominated
him, the lurking seriousness which seemed always
beWnd his laughter, the very largeness of the candour
he displayed—these things kept her forever expectant
and forever interested.

"I hate you when you are like this," she exclaimed,
almost indignantly.

Il
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" A woman always hates a man when he tells her
the truth," he retorted. "She has a taste for sweets
and prefers falsehood."

"It may be the truth as you have seen it," she
answered, "but that aft'' all is a very small part of
the whole."

" It's big enough at least to be unpleasant."
"Well, it's your personal idea of the truth, all the

same," she insisted, "and you can't make it universal.
It isn't Gerty's for instance."

"You think not?" he made a face of playful aston-
ishment. "Well, how about its hitting off our
friend Perry?"

" Perry I " she replied disdainfully. " Do you know
if he weren't so simple, I'd detest him."
"But why?" His eyebrows were still elevated.
"Because he thinks of nothinj? under the sun but

the sensations of his great big body."
"Well, that may not be magnificent," he para-

phrased gayly, "but it is man."
"Then, thank heaven, it isn't woman!" she ex-

claimed.

"Do you mean to tell me," he leaned forward in his
chair and she was conscious suddenly that he was
very close to her—closer, in spite of the intervening
space, than any man had ever been in her life before,
"do you honestly mean to tell me that women are
different?"

The expression of his face altered as it always did
before an approaching change in his mood, and she
saw in it something of the satiety—the moral weari-
ness—which is the Nemesis of the soul that is led by
pleasure. It was at this moment that she felt an

ht'jti'
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exquisite confidence in the man himself-in the
man hidden behind the cynicism, the affectation the
utter vanity of words.
"Oh, they can't devote themselves to their own

sensations when they have to think so much of other
people s, she responded merrily; and she felt again
the strange impulse of retreat, the prompting to
fly before the earnestness that appeared in his voice.
While he was flippant, her intuitions told her that
she might be serious, but when the banter passed
from his tone, she turned to it instinctively as to a
defence.

"But those that I have known "-he stopped and
looked at her as if he weighed with an experienced
eye the exact effect of his words.
She laughed, but it was a laugh of irritation rather

than humour. "Perhaps you did not select your
examples very wisely," she remarked.
Her look arrested him as he was about to replv

and he spoke evidently upon the impulse of the
moment^ 'Did Gerty tell you about Madame
Aita.' ne enquired.

She shook her head with an evasion of the question
I don t remember that it was Gerty."
"But you have heard of her?"
"I've heard her." she answered. "It is a verv

beautiful voice." ^
He frowned with a nervous irritation, and she saw

from his impatient movements that he was under

'•w
^^"^^ of a disagreeable excitement.

blun«^"' ^ ^^^ °"^^ '" ^°''^ ^'*^ ^^^'' ^'*= ^^^^

She made an indifferent gesture.

ii
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"And now I hate her," he added with a sharp

intonation.

"Is that the ordinary end of your romances?"
she questioned without interest.

"It wasn't romance," he replied bitterly; "it was
hell."

Again she caught the note of satiety in his voice,

and it stirred her to a feeling of sympathy which
she despised in herself.

"At least you worked out your own damnation,"
she returned coolly.

"One usually does," he admitted. "That's the

infernal part of it. But I'm out of it now,"
he pursued with an egoism which rejoiced in its

own strength. "I'm out of it now with a whole
skin and I hope to keep decent even if I don't get to

heaven. You might not think it," he concluded

gravely, "but I'm at bottom as religious a chap as old

John Knox."

"You may be," she observed without enthusiasm,

"but it's the kind of religion which impresses me not

at all."

"Well, it might have been better," he said, "but
I never had a chance. I've known such devilish

women all my life."

Humour shone in her eyes, making her whole face

darkly brilliant with expression. "Do you know
that you show a decided family resemblance to

Adam," she observed.

"It does sound that way," he laughed, "but there's

some hard sense in i* after all. A woman has a

tremendous effect on * man's life—I mean the woman
he really likes."
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it be safer to say the 'women'?" she
" Wouldn't

,' itgptstcd.

" .\'oni;ense I was only joking. There is always
one who iu nnore than the others—any man will tell
you that."

"I suppose any man will—even Perry Bridewell."
"Why not Perry?" he demanded. "You can't

imagine how he used to bore the life out of me about
Gerty—but Gerty, you know," he added in a burst
of confidence which impressed her as almost childlike,
"isn't exactly the kind of woman to a—a lift a
fellow."

Before his growing earnestness she resorted quickly
to the defence of flippancy. " Nor is Perry, I suppose,
exactly the kind of man that is lifted," she ob-
served, with a laugh.

He looked at her a moment with a smile which had
even then an edge of his characteristic genial irony.
"You are the sort of woman who could do that," he
said abruptly.

"Could lift Perry? Now, God forbid!" she re-
torted gayly.

"Oh, Perry be hanged!" he exclaimed, with the
candid ill-humour which, strangely enough, had a
peculiar attraction for her. "If I had known you
fifteen years ago I might be a good deal nearer
heaven than I am to-day."

The charm of his earnestness was very great, and
she felt that the sudden sensation of faintness which
came over her must be visible in her fluttering eye-
lids and in her trembling hands.
"I haven't faith in a salvation that must be

worked out by somebody else," she said, in a voice
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she made cold by an effort to render it merely care-

less.

An instant before he had told himself with em-
phasis that he would go no further, but the chill

remoteness from which she looked at him stirred

him to an emotion that was not unlike a jealous
anger. She seemed to him then more brightly
distant, more sweetly inaccessible than she had done
at their first meeting.

"Not even when it is a salvation through love?"
he asked impulsively, and at the thought that she
was possibly less indifferent than she appeared to
be, he felt his desire of her mount swiftly to his

head.

Her hand went to her bosom to keep down the wild
beaming of her heart, but the face with which she
regarded him was like the face of a statue. "No—
because I doubt the possibility of such a thing," she
said.

"The possibility of my loving you or of your saving
me?"
"The possibility of both."

"How little you know of me," he exclaimed, and
his voice sounded hurt as if he were wounded by her

disbelief.

She raised her eyes and looked at him, and for

several seconds they sat in silence with only the little

space between them.

"It is very well," she said presently, "that I

believe nothing that you say to me—or it might be
hard to divide the truth from the untruth."

"I never told you an untruth in my life," he
protested angrily.
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"Doesn't a man always tell them to a woman?"
she enquired.

For an instant he hesitated ; then he spoke darinRlv
spurred on by her indifferent aspect. "He Hoesn't
when—he loves her."

"When he loves her more than ever." she returned
quietly, as if his remark heli for her merely an
historic interest. "Perry Bridewell loves Gerty Isuppose, and yet he lies to her every day he

"She doesn't like it-no woman does. As for me
I want the truth even if it kills me "

"It wouldn't kill you." he answereo. and the
tenderness m his voice made her feel suddenly that
she had never known what love could be. "it would
give you life." Then his tone changed quickly and
the old pleasant humour leaped to his eyes, "and

TddeT''
''°"'''

^ ^'°°'''^ "^'''' *° "^ *° y°^'" he

She shook her head. "I didn't ask it." she re-
joined, with a sharp breath.

"If you had." he laughed. "I wouldn't have

ofTf;J'?^^ " P^^ °^ *^« ^—
^
contrariness

of^men-they like to give what they are not asked

smilb^"'
^'" ''^''^'^ ^'^ anything of you," she said.

"Is that because you want to get everything?" he
enquired gayly.

J' "^S- ne

h/j^^^^^'f
'°'^ *° ^^' forehead, and the glow

heightened the singular illumination which dwelt
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in her face. "Would the best that you could give

be more than a little?"

"It would be more than a woman ever got on

earth."

"Well, I'm not sure that I would accept your

valuation," she remarked, with an effort to keep

up the light tone of banter.

"Then make your own," he answered, as he rose

from his chair, but his eyes and the strong pressure

of his hand on hers said more than this.

"When I've read through the manuscript I'll

talk to you about it," she observed, as he was leaving.

"If you really want them published, though, they

must be considerably altered."

"Oh, do it yourself," he returned, with an em-

barrassed eagerness. "Do anything you please

—

put in the literary stuff and all that."

He spoke with an entire unconsciousness of the

amount of work he asked of her, and she liked him

the better for the readiness with which he took for

granted that she possessed the patience as well as

the will to serve him.

"Well, we'll talk about it later," she said, and

then for the first time during the conversation she

raised upon him, in all its mystery of suggestion,

that subtle fascination of look which he felt at the

instant to be her transcendent if solitary beauty.

Through the afternoon he had waited patiently

for this remembered smile—had laid traps for it,

had sought in vain to capture it unawares, and had

she been a worldly coquette bent upon conquest,

she could not have used her weapons with a finer

or more decisive effect. After more than two hours
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in which her remoteness had both disappointed and
irritated him, he went away at last with her face
at its most radiant moment stamped upon his
memory.
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CHAPTER V

Shows the Dangers as well as the Pleasures
OP THE Chase

When Kemper looked at his watch on Laura's
steps, he found that he had time only to pay a prom-
ised call on Gerty Bridewell before he must hurry
home to get into his dinner clothes. In his pocket,

carelessly thrust there as he left his rooms, was a note
from Gerty begging him to drop in upon her for a

bit of twilight gossip; and though the request was
made with her accustomed lightness, he knew in-

stinctively that she had sought him less for diversion

than for advice, and that her reckless pen had been
guided by some hidden agitation. When he thought
of her it was with a sympathy hardly justified by the

outward brilliance of her life—wealth, beauty,

power, all the things which he would have called

desirable were hers, and the vague compassion she

awoke in him appeared to him the result of a simple

trick of pathos which she knew how to assume at

times. To be sorry for Gerty was absurd, he had

always looked upon a hunger for married romance
as a morbid and unhealthy passion, and that a

woman wh > possessed a generous husband should

demand a faithful one as well seemed to him the

freak of an unreasonable and exacting temper.

"Men were not bom monogamous"—it was a

8l8
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bility.
Durden of her responsi-

Then, as he signalled a cab at the corner of vuu

tion of love. What a for^i u^ t, ,
-^

""-""* ^^ciara-
c. vvnat a tool he had been after alland where was the rp«iiit r^f w • ,

^"'

Before entenng her doors he had told uiZTZphatically that the thing should go no furtl^ffh
pleasant friendship, a„3 yet anTurt^^^hl hid'

10 like a woman and not make love to her—was thatdream of his purer de.-.s still beyond h ml^ i,

"
the distant region of th<» 1,0 ^- •

Marnage had L ^SL:^n^Sl^
^ndition; and a ^hudder^^Sroth^Lrw":
he .magmed himself tied to any woman upon eirth

nduv'„r"T°''l°' ""^ ^^y^- Without bS^g

aware'^lh^r. '" ."'1 °™ °""*"' *« was clearly

y"s as a desLM^" "; ,!°°''^'' "P"" "-"gh worldly

r war^
'
f^*""

match-as fair game for a number" wary marriageable maidens; and it did „nt
occur to him that even Laura hc'rself mightty a'y
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choice of her own, still stand hopelessly beyond his

reach. The thing that troubled him was the knowl-

edge of his own impetuous emotions—with the shield

of Madame Alta withdrawn was it not possible that

a sudden passion might plunge him headlong even

into the abyss of marriage ?

"What a consummate, what an unteachable ass

I am," he thought as he stared moodily at the passing

cabs, "and the odd part of it is that the newest

attraction always brings with it a fatal belief in its

own permanence. I have been madly in love a

dozen times since I left college and yet it seems

impossible to me that what I now feel has ever had a

beginning or can ever have an end. By Jove, I

could almost swear that I've never gone through

this before." Then he remembered suddenly one

of Laura's most characteristic movements—the swift

turn of her profile as she averted her face—and he

tried to imagine the quickened sensation with which

he might have stooped and kissed the little violet

shadow on her neck. "Pshaw!" he exclaimed with

angry determination, "does a man never get too old

for such rubbish? Am I no better than one of the

dotards who hold on to passion after they have lost

their teeth?" But in spite of his contemptuous

cynicism it seemed to him that he was more in

earnest than he had ever been in his life before.

There had been nothing so grave—nothing so de-

structive as this in the impulse which had driven

him to Madame Alta.

Gerty was awaiting him alone in her sitting-room

upstairs, and as he entered, she stretched out her

hands with a gesture of reproachful eagerness.
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barely a half hour
"You're so late that I've

before dressing," she said.
"Why in heaven's name, didn't you write mesooner?" he enquired, as he threw himse^iLto a..air beside the eoueh on which she lay half Luriedannd cushions of pale green satin, "it was a mTre

knew so well. Amusing himself doubtless" she

T^^^^'^'^^T °T^ \" --ntrollable kasheS
ot impulse. Do you. by the way, I wonder everhappen to see Ada Lawley now ?

"

'
^

The question startled him, and he sat for a minute
s anng under bent brows at her indignant loveTinesshough she had shrieked out her seeret in thetongues of men and of angels, she eould have addedno h:ng further to his knowledge. The wonderful
c lid quality whieh still survived in her beneath llher shallow worldhness dawned suddenly in herwidc^pen. angry eyes, and he saw elearly at last the

hfa t Sot" \"" ^'^^"^ ''
^

'^ -P^ti-
ZLa . ?f "^^^^ '^ "^"^"*' ^"d this was whyhe had reminded him at times of a pierced butterflyhat hides a mortal anguish beneath the beauty ofTtsquivering wings.? ^ "^

vou^^'of' r'*
^""^"^^^ '^^ ^""^ *° ^^^^ unseen.>ou know, he responded lightly.

"But what is her attraction? I can't fathom if "
persisted Gerty. with a burning cSosity "Is 'itpossible that men think her handsome

°'' ''

leanfnJt^l'^ "f^\^^ ^'' impatience, and thenleaning back m his chair, took up her question in a
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quizzical tone. "Is she handsome? Well, that

depends, I suppose, upon one's natural or acquired

taste. Some people like caviar—some don't."

Though she choked down her eagerness, he saw

it still fluttering in her beautiful whke throat. *' Then

I may presume that she is caviar to the respectable ?

"

she said with a relapse into her biting sarcasm.

He made a gesture of alarmed protest: "You

are to presume nothing— it is never wise to presume

against a woman."
"Then I won't if you'll tell me," she returned, "if

you'll tell me quite honestly and sincerely all that

you think."

Before the mockery in his eyes she fell back with

a sigh of disappointment, but he answered the

challenge presently in what she had once described

as his "paradoxical humour."

"Oh, well, my views have all been distant

ones," he said, "but I should judge her to be-

since you ask me—a lady who insists upon a remark-

able natural beauty with a decidedly artificial

emphasis."

He paused for a moment in order to enjoy the

flavour of his epigram; but Gerty was too much in

earnest to waste her animated attention upon words.

"Oh, of course she makes up," she retorted, "they

all do that—men like it."

His puzzling smile dwelt on her for an instant.

"Well, I'd rather a woman would be downright bad

any day," he said, "it shows less."

"But is she bad?" asked Gerty, almost panting in

her pursuit of information. "That's what I want

to know—of course she's artificial on the face of it."
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I mean nothing—do you?"

sleeve ^'oonth^
°''' ^^'' ""^^^ ^^^ flowingSleeve, upon the luxurious pile of Hnwr, u .

dent made by her fi^urp in Vh
^^ '^"^ ^^«

it eave him n !
^^^ ^'^''" '^t'" covers, and

running wat^ aid iZT '

^""^ ^^^^^^ '^^' ^
is merelyTpwllh^.'^" "^^'^'^ ^°^ ^^^^-^^

toJUtrle.^r'
^^ ^-^^^^. "then you've gone

£avr''hl^\^r^^''' °"^y *^^«'" «he rejoinedgayly. he laughs best who laughs most.

"

And not who laughs last?"

thft.'^°^ ^'l^'"^
"' ^^^ P^^y^d nervously withtne lace upon her sleeve "Mo u^ /

laugh is apt to be a deX.attk .•• """ ""= '^"

when you =^ jeafoJ°"
'"°" ''"" ^"^ ^'^^^ ^'"-

•.hf«v n?bo?; t'°::
'

f^r:'-'^^ "•*f"-"^=
•

be<;iH« T- u. %. ' t"^* s worth it—and

^pptst h^ ^P^- '? - '"PP^ - the ve^"appiest human beuig you know. Who's that?"
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He thought attentively for a moment: "By

Jove, I believe it's Roger Adams," he replied, amazed

at his discovery.

For a while Gerty leaned back upon her pillows

and considered the question with closed eyes. "I

think you're right," she admitted at last, "but

why? Why? What on earth has he ever got from

life?"

"He has got a wife," he retorted, with his genial

irony.

"Well, I suppose he congratulates himself that he

hasn't two," was her flippant rejoinder.

Kemper laughed shortly. "I'm not sure that she

doesn't equal a good half dozen."

"And yet he is happy," said Gerty thoughtfully.

"I don't know why and I doubt if he knows either—

but I truly and honestly believe he's the happiest

man I've ever met. Perhaps," she concluded with a

quick return to her shallow wit, "it's because he

doesn't divide his waking hours between dress-

makers and bridge whist."

"But why do you if it bores you so," protested

Kemper, "I'd be hanged before I'd do it in your

place."

The little half angry, half weary frown drew her

eyebrows together, and she sat for a minute rest-

lessly tapping her slippered foot upon the floor.

"Oh, why do women lie and cheat and back-bite

and strangle the little souls within them—^to please

men. Your amusements are built on our long

boredom."

Was it merely the trick of pathos again, he won-

dered, or did the weariness in her voice sound as
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true as sorrow? Was she. indeed, as Laura so
ardently believed, capable of larger means, of finer
issues, and was her very audacity of speech but a
kmd of wild mourning for the soul that she had killed?
A.month ago he would not have asked himself the
question, but his feeling for Laura had brought
with It, though unconsciously, a deeper feeling
for life.

^

"All the same I wouldn't bore myself if I were
you," he returned, "and I don't think frankly men
are worth it."

She laughed with an impatient jerk of her head
"Oh, it's easy to moralise," she remarked, "but I
have enough of that, you know, from Laura."

" From Laura ? Then she is with me ?

"

"She thinks so. but what does she know of life-
she has never lived. Why, she isn't even in the world
with us. you see." A tender little laugh escaped her
"I've even seen her." she added gayly, "read Plotinus
at her dressmaker's. She says he helps her to stand
the trying on."

The picture amused him, and he allowed his fancy
to play about it for a moment. "I can't conceive
of her surrendering to the vanities," he said at
last.

"You can't?" Gerty's tone had softened, though
she still spoke merrily. "Well, I call no woman safe
until she's dead."

His imagination, always eager in pursuit of the
elusive possibility, sprang suddenly in the train of
her suggestion, and he felt the sting of a dangerous
pleasure in his blood.

"Do you mean that it is only her outward cir-

M^ Sii !
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cumstances, her worldly ignorance, that has kept

her so wonderfully indifferent?" he asked.

"So she is indifferent?" enquired Gerty with a

smile.

"To me—yes."

"Oh, I didn't know that—I suspected " her

pause was tantalising, and she drew it out with an

enjoyment that was almost wicked.

"You suspected " he repeated the words with

the nervous irritation which always seized him in

moments of excitement.

"I honestly believed," she gave it to him with

barely suppressed amusement, "that she really

disliked you."

His curiosity changed suddenly to anger, and he

remembered, while he choked back an impulsive

exclamation, the rage for mastery he had once felt

when he found a horse whose temper had more than

matched his own. "Did she tell you so?" he de-

manded hotly.

"Oh, dear, no—she wouldn't for the world."

"Then you're wrong," he said with dogged resolu-

tion; "I can make her like me or not just as I choose."

"You can?" she looked lovely but incredulous.

"Why do you doubt it?"

"Because—oh, because you are too different.

Do you know—and this is as secret as the grave—if

I thought Laura really cared for you it would drive

me to despair. But she won't—she couldn't—

you aren't half—you aren't one hundredth part

good enough, you know."

In spite of his smile she saw that there was

a tinge of annoyance in the look he fixed upon
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her. "By Jove. I thought you rather hked me!"
he exclaimed.

'•I do-I love you-I always have." She stretched
out her hand until the tips of her fingers rested
upon his arm. "You are quite and entirely good
enough for me, my dear, but I'm not Laura, and
strange as it may seem I honestly care a little more
or her than for myself. So if you are really obliged

''t'l ^"""^T^' ^"PP°se you let it be with me.?"
•

^^*^y°^? ' He met her charming eyes with hism)mc smile. "Oh, I couldn't-I was brought up on
your kind and perfect as you are, you would only
give me the tiresome, familiar society affair There
isn t any mystery about you. I know your secret."

Well at least you didn't learn it from Madame
Alta," she retorted.

'•From Madame Altai Pshaw! she was never
anything but a vocal instrument."
''Do you remember the way she sang this?"

asked Gerty
;
and springing to her feet she fell into an

exaggerated mimicry of the prima donna's pose.

!ptt f *"ri"'
a languishing passage Lm

^aust. I always laughed when she got to
that scene,'- she added, coming back to the couch,
because when she grew sentimental she remindedme of a love-sick sheep."
"Then why do you resurrect her ghost?" hedemanded. "So far as I am concerned she might

have lived in the last century."

.' i^J'^.r* ^"^ "^^^ y""" ^'^^ *° be about her."
Mad -that's just the word. I was." He drew

out his watch, glanced at it, and rose to his feet withan ejaculation of dismay, "Why, you've actually
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made me forget that we aren't living in eternity,"
he said. "I'll be awfully late for. dinner and it's

every bit your fault."

"But think of me," gasped Gerty, already moving
in the direction of her bedroom, "I dine at Ninety-
first Street, and I must get into a gown that laces

in the back." She darted out with a bird-like

flutter; and running quickly down the staircase, he
Lurried from the house and into a passing cab.

During the short drive to his rooms his thoughts were
exclusively engrossed with the necessity of making
a rapid change and framing a suitable apology for

his hostess. The annoyance of the rush served more
effectually to banish Laura than any amount of

determined opposition would have done.



CHAPTER VI

The Finer Vision

So PAR as Connie was concerned the trip South had
been, to all outward appearance at least, entirely
successful. Adams had wat-hed her bloom back
into something of her girlish prettiness, and day by
day, in the quiet little Florida village to which they
had gone, the lines of nervous exhaustion had faded
slcvly from her face. For the first two weeks she
had been content to lie motionless in the balmy
air beneath the pines, while she had yielded herself
to the silence with a resignation almost pathetic
m Its childish helplessness. But with her returning
vigour the old ache for excitement awoke within her
and to stifle her craving for the drug which Adams had
denied her, she had turned at last to the immoderate
use of wine. So. hopelessly but with unfailing
courage, he had brought her again to New York
where he had placed her in the charge of a specialist
m obscure diseases of the nerves.
Except for the hours which he spent in his office

he hardly left her side for a minute day or night, and
the stram of the close watching, the sleepless responsi-
bility, had produced in him that quivering sensitive-
ness which made his self-control a bodily as well as a
mental effort. Yet through it all he had never
relaxed m the fervour of his compassion—had never

239
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paused even to question if the battle were not useless—if Connie herself were worth the sacrifice—until,

almost to his surprise, there had come at last a result

which, in the beginning, he had neither expected
nor desired. A closer reconciliation with life, a

stronger indifference to the mere outward show of

possession, a deeper consciousness of the reality that

lay beyond, above and beneath the manifold illusions

—these things had become a part of his mental
attitude; and with this widening vision he had felt

the flow in himself of that vast, universal pity wluch
has in it more than the sweetness, and something of

the anguish of mortal love. In looking at Connie

he saw not her alone, but all humanity—saw the little

griefs and the little joys of living creatures as they

were reflected in the mirror of her small bared soul.

Though he had schooled himself for sacrifice he

found presently that he had entertained unawares

the angel of peace—for it was during these terrible

weeks that the happiness at which Gerty Bridewell

had wondered possessed his heart.

On the afternoon of Trent's visit, Adams left his

office a little earlier than usual, for he had promised

Connie that he would take her to see a new ballet at

her favourite music hall. When he reached his house

she was already dressed, and while he changed his

clothes in his dressing-room, she fluttered restlessly

about the upper floor, looking remarkably fresh

and pretty in a gown of delicate blossom pink. From

a little distance the faint discolour of her skin, the

withered lines about her mouth and temples were

lost in a general impression of rosy fairness; and as

he watched her hurried movements, through the
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door of her bedroom. Adams found it almost impos«i-
ble to associate this sparkling beauty with the half-
ironzied creature he had nursed two weeks ago
One of her "spells of joy." as she called them wa^
evidently upon her; and even as he accepted thank-
fully the startling change in her appearance, there
shot into his mind an acute suspicion as to the im-
mediate cause.

"Connie," he said, standing in front of her with
his hair brush in his hand, "will you give me ySur
word of honour that you have taken nothing to-day
except your proper medicine?"
A quick resentment- showed in her eyes, but she

veiled It a moment afterward by a cunning expression
of injured innocence. "Why, how could V" she
asked, in a hurt voice, "the nurse was with me "

It was true, he knew-the nurse had been with
her all day. and yet as he looked more closely at her
animated face and brilliant eyes the suspicion hardened
to absolute conviction in his mind. The change
from the fragile weakness of *he morning to this
palpitating eagerness could meai only the one thing
he knew-Connie had found some secret way to
gratify her craving and the inevitable reaction would
set in before many hot"-s.

Turning away again he finished his dressing to
the accompaniment of her high-pitched ceaseless
prattle. Her conversation was empty and almost
mconsequent, filled with rambling descriptions of
the newest gowns, with broken bits of intimate
personal gossip, but the very rush of words which
came from her served to create an atmosphere of
merriment at dinner. A little later at the music hall

^t -
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she insisted upon talking to Adams in exaggerated

whispers, until the pointless jokes she made about
the arms or the legs of the dancers, sent her into

convulsions of noiseless hysterical laughter. Through
it all Adams sat patiently wondering whether he

suffered more from the boredom of the ballet or

from the neuralgia caused by a draught which blew

directly on the back of his neck. That the show
amused Connie was sufficient reason for sticking it

out^ until the end, but there were moments during

the long evening, when he felt, as he sat with his

blank gaze fixed upon the glancing red legs on the

stage, that every stifled yawn was but an unuttered

exclamation of profanity.

"Now really and truly was it worth it?" he

asked, with a laugh, when they stood again at their

own door.

"But didn't you think it lovely?" enquired Connie,

irritably, as she entered the hall and paused a moment
under the electric light. The excitement had faded

from her face, leaving it parched and wan as from

a burned out fire, and the sinister blue shadows h^
leaped out in the hollows beneath her eyes.

"I think you were," he answered merrily, following

her as she turned away and went slowly up the stair-

case.

A smile at the compliment flickered for an instant

upon her lips; then as she reached her bedroom, her

strength failed her utterly, and with a little moaning
cry she swayed forward and fell in a huddled pink

heap upon the floor. As he lifted her she begged

piteously for wine—brandy—for anything which

would drive away the terrible faintness.
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"It is like falling into a gulf." she cried, "I am
slipping away and I can't hold myself "
He measured a dose of cognac and gave it to her

with a httle water, but when, after fallow ng
eagerly, she begged for more, he shook his head andbegan undressing her as he would have undressed a

t\T^' >.

^P°^^^^"I delicacy constrained hfm
as he was about to ring; these were scenes whos^very hideousness made them sacred, and SConme s distracted raving in his ears he beclmesuddenly thankful for the absolute lokeliness Srhe empty house around him. As she lay ;ponhe bed where he had placed her. looking h"bought even then. like a crushed blo7som i^her gown of pale pink chiffon, he bent ov ^er in an anguish of pity which oppressedhim like a physical weight. The very^tred

burden of his sympathy the heavier to bear

st fe^ no i
'"'''^ '^^' ^" ^'^ «-"-^t days

2^:tes^f^---s^^^^^

h r struggles, he was obliged to resort to his TatTrphysical strength. After this she looked UDar!?

splendour of language, while throwing off his coat.

11

Iflpi. H' i

:'#. Sis;
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he brushed from him the hanging shreds of the torn

pink chiffon gown.

At seven o'clock in the morning when the nurse

came to relieve him, he was still sitting, as he had sat

all night, in a chair beside Connie's bed.

"So she has had one of her bad attacks, I feared

it," said the nurse, with a sympathetic glance directed

less at Connie than at her husband.

"Yes, it was bad," repeated Adams quietly; and

then rising to his feet he staggered like a drunken

man into his bedroom across the hall. Still w^earing

his evening clothes he flung himself heavily upon the

sofa and fell at once into the profound sleep of acute

bodily exhaustion. Two hours later when he awoke

to take the coffee which the kindly nurse brought

to him, he found that his slumber, instead of refreshing

him, had left him sunk in a sluggish melancholy with

a clogged and inactive brain.

"She is very quiet now," said the woman, a tall,

strong person of middle age, "and strangely enough

the spell has hardly weakened her at all—she has

had her breakfast and speaks of going out for a little

shopping after luncheon."

"Well, that's good news!" exclaimed Adams
heartily, as he hastily swallowed his black coffee.

Then, holding out his cup to be refilled, he shook his

head with the winning humorous smile which was his

solitary beauty. "This coffee will have to write two

pages in my magazine," he said, "so pour abundantly,

if you please."

Sitting there in his dishevelled evening clothes, with

his thin, sallow face under his rumpled hair, he

made hardly an impressive figure even when viewed
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in the effulgent light of romance as a devoted husbandThere was nothing of the heroic in Tatp^^^^^^^'.and yet as the nurse looked down upon Wm she

men like Arnold Kemper or Perry Bridewell-mi.nwhose mnate principles of life differed so wMely f^mhis own. It was impossible to build a B^lllZTt

among the broad shouldpr^ri o+ui *•
^

but she recognised, for the first time asThe sTrl^
gravely regarding him. that there

"
uld be a lovefounded upon other attributes than these To b!loved as he loved Connie seemed to her at the illnta very beautiful and perfect thing

mUh^^^Kd!^''" "f'''^
"^°^^ ^^°"^ ^* *han your

The tray.'
' °'""^'' " ^'^ ^^^^^^^ *^« -P 'pon

Adams broke into his whimsical laugh "Youdon t judge fair." he retorted, "wait until Tmwashed and in my right clothes again If fhe e^anything on earth that turns a manlnto a corpse itIS an evening suit by daylight " ^ '

wJle'L^^f' ^1°"^*
""^'^ '^' ''^y' ^' endeavoure,^

effo of u"^''^
^'' '^°*^^^' *° P"" himself, by an

-^efoTfiiir
'-''''' ''''' *° -- ^^^ ^^y"

An hour afterward, as he walked through themorning sunlight to his office, he found that his

woHd-lonelin^car; ot^ a:\ftotS~
passing a.wd of strangers, but there was nfsadness
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in the feeling, for he felt within himself the source
as well as the renewal of his peace. He had never
regarded himself as what is called a religious man—it

was more than ten years since he had entered a
church or heard a sermon—yet in this very relin-

quishment of self, was there not something of

the vital principle, of the quickening germ of all

great religions? Though he had never said in his

thoughts "I believe this "or "I hold by this creed

or that commandment," his nature was essentially

one in which the intellect must be supreme either

for good or for evil; and in his soul, which had been
for so long the battlefield of a spiritual warfare,

there had dawned at last that cloudless sunrise of

faith in which all lesser creeds are swallowed up and
lost. If he had ever attempted to put his religious

belief into words, he would probably have said with
his unfailing humour that it "sufficed to love his

neighbour and to let his God alone."

Now, as he passed rapidly through the humming
streets, his thoughts were so anxiously engrossed by
Connie's condition that, when his name was uttered

presently at his elbow, he started and looked up like

one awakening uneasily from a dream. The next

moment the air swam before him and he felt his blood

rush in a torrent from his heart, for the voice was
Laura's, and he discovered when he turned that she

was looking up eagerly into his face.

"Nothing short of a meditation on the seven

heavens can excuse such absorption of mind," she

said.

"You came like a spirit without my suspecting

that you were near," he answered, smiling.
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She laughed softly, giving him her full face as shelooked up with her unfathomable eyes and emu,ot
red mouth. At the first glance he noticed a change
in her-an awakening he would have called it-and

ttrur%hU°an'T" '" ^ ^^^^ ^^--
-"'

the cause. Then all other consciousness was sweptaway by pure delight in the mere phvsical fact oTher
presence. For the instant, while they wakedtogether thi^ugh the same sunshine over the samepavement, she was as much his own as if they stoTdwith each other upon a deserted star

•'It has been so long since I really saw you "
she

sa,d. after a moment's pause. "I wondered, at' first

I'm T' '"''"* ^"' '^^' ^^^" - I ^as sure youwould have written me." ^

Even her voice, he thought, had altered; it was
fuller deeper, more exquisitely vibrant, as if somewonderful experience had enriched it

"i'^Tu T u'
"°' ^•" ^^ ^"^^^'•ed quietly

I took her South for a fortnight, and since getting

^Vlc":^''
'^^" '''' " ^° an>.hereLep?

She glanced at him with a sympathv in which he

e?n :eirat''r"^t-J^^ '^ ^°"^ ^ ^^^^^^^^
been well and happy he had rarely mentioned hername even to his closest friends.
"I hope, at least, that she is better by now "

re-sponded Laura with conventional courtesy
'

Oh. yes, very much better." he replied; "but tell

oTherVe^s:;-
^^-^ ^-^ ^° ^--^ '- Is t^^^

ml7J
";!7^^sh« looked away to the rapidlvmoving vehicles m the street; then turning quickly

yu
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toward him, she spoke with one of the impulsive
gestures he had always found so charming ar.d so
characteristic.

"There is no verse—there will never be any more,"
she said. " Shall I tell you a secret ?

"

He bent his head. "A dozen if you like."

"Well, there's only one—it's this: I wasn't born
to be a poet. It was all a big mistake, and I've

found it out in plenty of time to stop. I'd rather
do other things, you know; I'd rather live,"

"Live," he repeated curiously; and the incidents
of his own life flashed quickly, one by one, across
his mind. Marriage, birth, death, the illusion of

desire, the disenchantment of possession; to place

one's faith in the external object and to stake one's

happiness on the accident of events—did these

things constitute living for such as she ?

"When you say 'life' do you not mean action?"
he asked slowly.

"Oh, I want to be, to know, to feel," she replied

almost impatiently. "I want to go through every-
thing, to turn every page, to experience all that can
be experienced upon the earth."

A smile was in his eyes as he shook his head. " And
when you have accomplished all these interesting

things," he said, "you will have gained from them—
what? The lesson, learned perhaps in great sorrow,
that the outward events in life are of no greater

significance than the falling of the rain on the growing
com. Nothing that can happen or that cannot
happen to one matters very much in the history of

one's experience, and the biggest incident that ever

came since the beginning of the world never brought
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happiness in itself alone. It mav n*. •• i,^ a^ ^
a tenderness which he mJll ^ «

'

* *'^^*'^' ^»^^

his voice, "that you wiH^v^Vr '° '^^^ ^^^"^

edge that all hfe'rfo" tu" n onf'
'' *'' '"°"'-

and that the biggest th n^ '„
.

""^^ °' ^"°^^^^'

without." ^ '" *^ '^ sometimes to go

His tone was not sad—the che^rf..! o«. ^ ^ •

What impressed her most a„d wheiXI ."7"'
at him she was almost su^ri^d bv thf r"""earnestness in his face

^ '""''"8

she'^k^d"
""''" ""* ""= '^ ""« y- •>-= 'earned?"

Her seriousness sent htm r.a • ^ , .

laugh. •WhateverThave™earL'th^' '"r"*
ingratitude for a meetinri^Thl ^ "°' ''"^

paviv " u ;„

'^cwag hkc this, he respondedgayly. It is one of my unexpected joys "

or;^Ca?.:r^^t7m::t^rrr:-

sv,rt2t:^rA^x-rJr-
night?" ^"" ^*^ to-morrow

^n„ie. Wh^sh?; "^^u't'^n iV"'
'^" ,"'*-

if you'll let me."
^ " """' 8'adly

Her face flushed a little "I'm— i .

-hesaid: "I ought to have thoLht T^h "'t'
^°"'''

-.«.«/meantttvrsr?;rso"TS"^s
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have no compromises with illusions, he knew—not
even with the last and the most beautiful of desires.

"On the other hand your wish made me very
happy," he returned.

She had stopped when they reached a comer, and
he realised, with a pang, that the chance meeting was
at an end. As she stood there in the pale sunphine

his eyes hung upon her face with an intensity which
seemed to hold in it something of the tragedy of a

last parting. At the moment he told himself that

so far as it lay in his power he would henceforth

separate his life from hers; and as he made the resolu-

tion he knew that he would carry her memory like

a white flame in his heart forever.

An instant afterward he went from her with a

smile; and as she turned to look after him, moved
by a sudden impulse, she felt a vague stir of pity

for the gaunt figure passing so rapidly along the

crowded street. While she watched him she remem-
bered that there were worn places on the coat he

wore, and with one of the curious eccentricities of

sentiment, this trivial detail served to surroimd him

with a pecxiliar pathos.



CHAPTER VII

In Which Failure is Crowned by Failure

At one o'clock, when Adams left his office to go
home to luncheon-a custom which he had not
allowed himself to neglect since Connie's illness-he
found Mr Wilberforce just about to enter the building
from the front on Union Square.
"Ah I've caught you as I meant to." exclaimed

:he older man. with the cordial enthusiasm whichAdams had always found so delightful. "It's
been so long a time since I had a talk with you that
1 hope you 11 come out somewhere to lunch?"
"I only wish I could manage it." replied Adams,
but I must look m for a minute on Mrs. Adams-

she s been ill, you know."
He saw the surprise reflected in his companion's

face as he had seen it a little earlier in Laura's; and
at the same mstant he felt a sensation of annoyance
because of his inability to act upon his impulse of
hospitality. He would have liked to take Mr.
Wilberforce home with him; but remembering the
probable quality of the luncheon which awaited him
he repressed the inclination.

''Is that so? I'm sorry to hear it," remarked the
other in the conventional tone in which Adams-
friends always spoke of Connie. "Well I'll walk
a block or two with you in your direction." he added
as they turned toward Broadway. "Laura told me,
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by the way, that she was so fortunate as to have a
glimpse of you this morning."
Adams nodded and then looked quickly away

from the other's searching eyes, "Yes, we met rather
early in the street," he responded; "she seems to
me to be looking very well, and yet she's altered,
somehow—I can't say exactly how or where,"
"Then you've noticed it," returned Mr. Wilber-

force, with a sigh, and he asked almost immediately:
" Does she appear to you to be happier than she was.?"
"Happier? Well, perhaps, but I hardly analysed

the impression she produced. There was a change
in her, that was all I saw."
"Did she speak to you, I wonder, of her book?"
Adams laughed softly. " She spoke of it to say that

she was tired of it," he answered, "but that is only
the inevitable reaction of youth—it's a part of the
universal rhythm of thought, nothing more."

^^

Mr. Wilberforce shook his head a little doubtfully.
"I wish I could feel so confident," he returned, while
a quick impatience—almost a contempt awoke in

Adams' mind. Was it possible that this man beside
him, with his white hairs, his blanched skin, his
benign old-world sentiments, was, like Trent, a
mere worshipper of the literary impulse in its outward
accomplishment ? Did he love the poet in the woman
rather than the woman in the poet? As Adams
turned to look at him, he thought, rot without a
certain grim humour, that he beheld another victim to
the vice of sentimentality; and in his mental grouping
he placed his companion among those who, like

Connie, were in bondage to the images of their

imaginations.
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"And yet even if she should cease to write poemsshe will always live one." he added lightly
^

Yes. she will still be herself," agreed Mr. Wilber-
force, but hxs words carried no conviction of comfort •

and when he turned at the corner to take hiTcar*

TylT *'' ^^ °' ' "^^ °PP^-^^ ^y *^<^ weiS
When Adams reached home he found Conniedressed ,n her blue velvet with the little twS

dnve with her nurse in the Park. The events

tL ri K
"" amazement, it seemed to him

I^Lffi .°? ^^r''^
resemblance to the n>sy gMhe had first loved thaa she had done for many wef^and heart-sick months. When he left her, presTntj?

to go back to his office, it was with a feeli;g of hop^:fdness which entered like an infusion of new Woodmo his veins. The relapse might have been, after
all. less senous than he had at first believed andOnnie's cure might become soon not only aTea^l^fuldream, but an accomplished good. He thought oh sacnfices he had made for it-not begrudXlybut with a generous thankfulness that he had beenpennitted to pay the cost-thought of the sleept:

Which had followed on the broken laws of health.At the moment he regretted none of these thinra

m his mental vision, seemed to him to be onlv the

Xof ,°'J^
'^' '^" --^- E-° the"and moral redemption of Comiie appeared no longer
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difficult in the illumination of his i/ood; for his

compassion, in absorbing all that was vital in his

nature, seemed possessed suddenly of the effectiveness

of a dynamic force.

"Already she is better," he thought, hopefully;

"I see it in her face—in her hands even, and when
she is entirely cured the craving for excitement will

leave her and we shall be at peace again. Peace

will be very like happiness," he said to himself.

and then, with the framing of the sentence, he

stopped in his walk and smiled. "Peace is happi-

ness,"' he added after a moment, "for certainly

pleasure is not." With the words he remembered
the bitter misery of Connie who had lived for joy

alone—the utter disenchantment of Arnold Kemper,
who had made gratified impulse the fulfilling of his

law of life. Back and forth swung the oscillation

between fugitive desire and outward possession—

between the craving of emptiness and the satiety

of fulfilment—and yet where was the happiness of

those who lived for happiness alone? Where was

even the mere animal contentment? "Is it only

when one says to Fate ' take this—and this as well-
take everything and leave me nothing. I can do

without '—that one really comes into the fulness

of one's inheritance of joy? Was this what Christ

meant when he said to His disciples 'Seek ye

first the Kingdom of God and His righteousness,

and all these things shall be added unto you?' In

renunciation was there, after all, not the loss of one's

individual self, but the gain of an abundance of life."

The afternoon passed almost before he was aware

of it, and when he finished his work and drew on his

.: S
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overcoat he saw. as he glanced through his officewmdow. that it was already dusk. As he reachedthe entrance to the elevator, he found Pe:^ Br^e^
• :^.^" *^^^t^"g him inside, and he kept, with^ effo,^hs too evident surprise frona showin'gin ht face^^^^'Why. tins xs a treat that doesn't happen often]"he exclaimed with heartiness.

''I was passing and found you were still here soI dropped m to walk up with you." explained Pe;rrbut there was a note in his voice which caused Z'other to glance at him quickly with a start
Are you ill. old man?" asked Adams for P^rrvappeared at his fi,.t look to have gone"Jh^

Is there anything that I can do? Would you 1 keto come up and talk things over ?

"

^

Peny shook his head with a smile which cast aSKkly hght over his large, handsome face "Oh Pmperfectly well," he responded. "I need to^' !?my legs a bit. that's all."
^ *° "^'^^^^

JJ7^^^ ^°°^ ^ '^ y°" ^^"ted exercise." com-mented Adams, as they left the building; "tc^ mu^h

At the corner, they passed a news-stand an as

duHng ;;;: bHeTdiy^^^^^
""^^^ ^''^' ^^-y

"Look here what's up. now?" he enquired, holding
J^

paper m hts hand when they started on agai^

out T'H 'h
'"^

'r'^'
""^ ^^« ^ ^«JP 'o get you

In * . °T
^"^^"^ y°" ^ike except play the

gallant, and I only draw the line at that because 0I

wrong? he added gayly. «for you haven't even

n.\
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observed the pretty woman ahead there in the pea-
green bonnet."

"Oh, I'm not in any mess just now," replied
Perry, with a big, affectionate shake like that of a wet
Newfoundland dog.

Adams threw a keener glance at him. "No scrape
about a woman, then?" he asked, with the tolerant
sympathy which had made him so beloved by his

own sex.

"Oh, Lord, no," ejaculated Perry, with a fervour
too convincing to be assumed.
"And you haven't lost in Wall Street?"
"On the other hand I made a jolly deal."

"Well, I give it up," remarked Adams cheerfully;

then as he spoke, the glare from an electric light

fell full upon the headlines of the folded paper in his

hand, and he came to a halt so sudden that Perry,
falling back to keep step with him, felt himself
spinning like a wound up top.

"My Godl" said Adams, in a voice so low that it

barely reached Perry's ears. An instant later a
quick animal passion—the passion of the enraged
male—entered into his tone and he walked quickly
across the pavement to the sheltering dusk of a cross

street. "May God damn him for thisl" he cried in

a hoarse whisper.

Following rapidly in his footsteps, Perry caught up
behind him, and made an impulsive, nerveless clutch

at the unfolded paper. "I knew you'd see it; so

I wanted to be along with you," he said in a voice

like that of a tragic schoolboy.

Adams turned to him immediately, with a restraint

which had succeeded his first quivering exclamation.
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"So you knew that Brady's wife meant tn c /
divorce?" he asked.

*° ^"^ ^°^ a

Perry bowed his head in ft,»

experience he had always id thr^'T
'"'^^ °^

be invested with thrdLnl. J
"'""^^^ *'"*^ *°

"T»,o^i, J
aigmty of an elaborate Up

•^d r? " ~™>^<i." "« what he sa^d

'

And that my wife "

to you " ^ZHdi""""-^ "^ "^-y '"'^•' obliged

»at. Then.T^pfng'ri'l'^! •'°^''»* »' "is

rt^;dS;Sr - -- a-dtu%X.:
I'm very grateful to you." he said- "K„* •*
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two large, round tear drops to his eyes; "by Jovel

I'd stand it for you!"

For an instant Adams looked at him in silence,

while his familiar smile flickered about his mouth.

Then he reached out his hand for another grip, before

he turned away and walked rapidly into the dim light

of the cross street.

"I must walk about and think things out a bit,"

he found himself saying presently in his thoughts;

"there's a tangle somewhere—I can't pull it out."

Stopping under a light he drew the newspaper from

his pocket, but as he unfolded it, one of Connie's

wild letters to Brady flashed before his eyes; and

crushing the open sheet in his hand, he flung it from

him out into the gutter. The darkness afforded

what seemed to him a physical shelter for his rage,

and as he turned toward it, he felt his first blind

instinct for violent action give place to a kind of

emotional chaos, in which he could barely hear the

thunder of his own thoughts. He knew neither

what he believed nor what he suffered ; his power to

will and his power to think were alike suspended, and

he was conscious only of a curious deadness of

sensation, amid which his ironic devil, standing apart,

asked with surprise why he did not suffer more-
why his anger was not the greater, his restraint the

less? His philosophy, at the moment, had turned to

quicksand beneath his feet; and it was this utter

failure of himself which forced upon him the anguish

of readjustment, the frenzied striving after a clearer

mental vision. As he hurried breathlessly along

the narrow, dimly lighted street into which he had

turned, be felt instinctively that he was groping
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blindly for some way back into his former iUumma

pr.nfhe"d^d LTa'"°^'^'^^
^^ sp^wluTh":

present ne did not appear to possess. Not to act

u- If X 1-
"® °"® urgent need he Mthimself to be aware of—t}i« «„« •..,,.

"

.^. regained with'^: ttitrfl!;?."
"^

« .^"^ ^r '""'"^ ^""^ " « >« over," was thefot d,st.„ct thought that he framed. "By ^"„i^act she has put the last barrier between us S^m, wife no longer, for, through herself she hJfbrought disgrace upon us both " A„ t
"

bered the sacrifices^ had ^ade forl^rnotwTthZ"
generous rejoicing of the morning but m^hTt
b-ttemess which was like a bodily h« "Sht^
Th'"^r'''' " ''^^'^^^ ••'-^I her htban"d-for by her own sin she has made me free "Yetthe word carried no conviction to his cons^nce and

only because I ^.. '""' ^yn>P«hy-and was it
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changed since, nor has the thing which I have just

discovered ; it is only I who am different because it is

I alone who have come into knowledge of the evil."

He thought of the hideousness of it all^f the

punishment that awaited her, of her convulsed face,

of her violent gestures, and even of the pale pink

chiffon gown, which made her resemble a crushed

blossom as she lay upon the bed. That was only

last night, and yet in the reality of experience a

thousand years had intervened in his soul since then.

The next instant he remembered again, with a

throb of exhilaration that he was free. By her own
act she had given him back his freedom—she had

returned him to his life and to his work. As for her

if she chose to fall back into her old bondage, who
was there in heaven or on earth that could hold him

to account? Every law that had been made by man
since the beginning of' law was upon his side; and

every law declared to him that he was free. Free!

The word went like the intoxication of joy to his

head; then, even while the exhilaration lasted, he

shivered and came abruptly to a halt.

From the light of the crossing a woman had come

close to him and touched him upon the arm, making

her immemorial appeal with a sickening coquetry

in her terrible eyes. She was, doubtless, but the

ordinary creature of her class, yet coming as she did

upon the brief rapture of his recovered liberty, she

appeared as a visible answer to the question he had

asked his soul. He shook his head and walked on a

few steps; then coming back again he gave her the

money that was in his pocket.

"Is this the message?" he put to himself as he
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turned away. •• I, this the message, or is it only the
V\y hallucination of my nerves?" With an .(foT^

J^TseT "^l"'
**" '"""^ '""• W- but in spS^olte cosed mmd .t still seemed to him that 1b „wConme s future ooking back at him from thewl^'temble eyes. "And yet what have I to do ,^th

1
have so far as I am aware never injured either inmy hfe, nor by any act of mine have I hel^ to matemy wue what she is to-day-one with that cre«tSm he street and with her kind. The law acqmtsr

and empty so long'as hfsttnS^lT^.L'S
h,m through the eyes of the harlot heXdTft it

W.U that desired to wiU the good, came o^er Wm« he moment and he could have cried al^d ta

tepair of knowledge, there came back to him 2 hia v^ion of light, the scene two thousand «^ agom Bethany at the house of Simon the le-^r tC
My but shadows, even the noise of the cars nolonger broke in confusion upon his ears- anrt ^.k
midst of the silence in which L^i^'t^, 1^
Voice as Simon had heard it then: "I have .^.^twhat to say unto thee."

^^

* f;;(
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A moment afterward the vision was gone, and he
looked -ound him dazed by the flashing of the lights.

"What docs it matter about my life which is almost
over?" he asked. "I will help Connie, so far as

I have strength, to bear her sin against me—and as

for the rest it is nothing to me any more." Then,
as the resolution took shape in his mind, he was
conscious of a feeling of restfulness, of a relief so

profound that it pervaded him to the smallest fibre

of his being. The whole situation had changed
at the instant; his offended honour was no longer

offended, nor was his righteous anger still righteous.

Though the naked truth must face him in all its

brutishness, he knew, from the feeling within him,

that by an act of thought, which was not an act,

he had drawn the sting of the poisoned arrow from
his wound. Not only had the bittemess passed

from his shame, but there had come, with the re-

linquishment of the idea of personal wrong, a swift

rush of exaltation, like a strong wind, through his

soul. Almost tmconsciously he had yielded his will

into the hands of God, and immediately, as in the

prophecy "all these things had been added" unto
the rest.

Turning at once he walked rapidly in the direction

of his house, while a clock in a tower across the way
pointed to the stroke of nine o'clock. The bodily

exertion had begun to wear upon him during the

last few minutes. His feet ached and there was

a bruised feeling in all his muscles. When he came
at last to his own door the sensation of fatigue had

blotted out the acuteness of his perceptions.

The lights were blazing in the hall; there was
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with . white ."tunZ,:r """ *° """ «»

searched for her fo Iv! 1 .. ^ *""* ^'^o^gh I

Forabre^,':^:;;:: ;''f-tfi„dher/^
wildered honx,r. t,.on hi^J^ fi ^^f

^^^ '" be-

conspicuously on .h. i-,.M
\.';'^ P°" a note lying

and tore it o^cr. oof.n \ ' > *°°^ '^ "P
on the paper Uro I

^i

"'^
^^^:. ^he words

folded the sh. ,t , .a, < v'
'*-

, J
'^.^^'"^ *^^"'' »»e

For an instant Wr ^ l-f"*;'^.'*
^" *»»« envelope,

down the sensation":^
"^
^: ':^'^' --"owing

"She will nnf ,^«

'

'

"" throat.



CHAPTER VIII

'Thb Small Old Path"

"Her letters of course gave her away," observed

Gerty thoughtfully, as she smoothed her long glove

over her arm and looked at Laura with the brilliant

cynicism which belonged to her conspicuous loveli-

ness, "Arnold says it is always the woman's letters,

and I'm sure he ought to know."

"Why ought he to know?" asked Laura, turning

with an impatient movement from the desk at

which she sat. Her gaze hung on the soft white

creases of kid that encircled Gerty 's arm, but there

was an abstraction in her look which put her friend

at a chilling distance.

Gerty laughed. "Oh, I mean he's a man of the

world and they always know things."

For an instant Laura did not respond, and during

the brief silence her eyes were lifted from Gerty s

arm to Gerty's face. " I sometimes think his worldli-

ness is only a big bluff," she said at last.

"Well, I wouldn't trust his bluff too much, that's

all," retorted Gerty.

A smothered indignation showed for a moment in

Laura's glance. "But how do you know so much

about him?" she demanded.

"I?—oh, I've had my fancy for him, who hasn't?

He's like one of those Eclair vanille one gets at

«S4
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Sherry's-they look substantial enough on th.

But I thought you liked himi" prottsted Laur,P-b.ng back her chair and nsing^n,^,;? ^^^

^oi^z wr SL"" lilt; ""fr '-'"" '-

«

•.l«t you are jeal^rof 2?" °""'"' ''"""='"^"*'

A long pause followed her worHc f«. r -* •

GrameTy plrk Thfn T°. •"" """"^ '«" *"

Imos fke the ,S T.. " '" "" '"°"'="' ''^

Oh Laura. Laural" she said softly.

jeabus of vou hnf ««/ • *u
"-""wieage. i am

answered °
t' ,

'" ^^^ ""^^ ^^^ ">eant." she

««ie Dit of me that is really alive—the nnrf «*
myself that is in you I L If \, . ^ °^

ufAin v^i^y^ ^t ^ ^"^ ^^""^'d to go over««am with you the old road that I went over wLh
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myself—the old wanting, wanting, wanting that
ends in nothing."

"But why should I go over it?" asked Laura, from
her knees, and the flush in her face coloured all her

manner with a fine deception.

Gerty's mocking gayety rang back into her voice.
" You might as well ask me why I am still fool enough
to be in love with Perry," she returned with her

flippant laugh, "it's a part of what Arnold calls

'the damnable contradiction of lire.' You might as

well ask Connie Adams why she v'as born bad.?"
"Was she—and how do you know it?" de-

manded Laura.

"I don't know." Gerty's shrug was exquisitely

indifferent. "But it's more charitable, I fancy, to

suppose so. Have you seen Roger, by the bye?"
Laura shook her head. "I would rather not.

There is nothing one could say."

"Oh, I don't know—one might congratulate him
on his liberation, and that's something. I dare say

he'll have to get a divorce now, though Perry says

he hates them."

"Then I don't believe he'll do it, he doesn't live

by the ordinary ethics of the rest of us, you know.
Will she marry Brady, do you think?"
"Marry Brady? My blessed innocfent, Brady

wouldn't marry her. He has about as much moral
responsibility as a fig tree that puts forth thistles—

and besides who could blame him? She's half

crazy already from cocaine, and no man on earth

could stand her for a month."
No man on earth! Laura leaned tack in her

chair, closing her eyes, for she remembered the



"THE SMALL OLD PATH"
^sj

%ure of Roger Adams as he moved away from her
through the sunhght in the crowded street Shesaw his worn clothes, his resolute walk and
the patience which belonged to the infinite stillness
in his face: and. for one breathless moment, sheseemed to feel the approach of the spirit ^hich

tifiru7lir ''' '^"^-^"^ --'^^^ ^^^"^^

Gerty had risen and was fastening her white furs
at her throat. "I must go to Camille's." she sa^
for she has just got in some new French gowns

and she has promised to give me the first look
Of course one can't really trust her." she added
suspiciously "and I shouldn't be in the least ..r-
prised to find that she'd let Ada Lawley getahead of me. It is simply marvellous how thatwoman always manages to produce a striking effect
She was at the opera last night in peacock bluewhen every other woman was wearing that dead.

If 1 follow the fashion almost too closely "

"You could never look like any one else so it
doesn't matter."

'•And yet I spend two-thirds of my time trying to
extinguish the little individuality I possess." laughed
Ijerty. as she turned upon the threshold "I wear
the same wave in my hair, the same colour in mvgown, the same length to my gloves. Oh. you

fSbnl'?"^'
*'^"' '^^^^" ^°^ ^^- -- ^^Pt

She went out with her softened merriment, while
Laura, throwing herself into the chair beside thewmdow. looked down upon the carriage which was

ifl

rT^iSli^v, Jk *,.'•'JMti&; •••
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waiting before the door. After a moment she saw
Gtity come out and cross the sidewalk, lifting her

velvet skirt until she showed a beautifully shod
foot and a glimpse of black embroidered stocking.

She gave a few careless directions to the footman
who arranged her rugs, and then as the carriage

door closed, she leaned out with her brilliant smile

and waved her hand to Laura at the window above.

The winter sunlight seemed to pass away with her

when at last she ttimed the comer.

With a sigh Laura's thoughts followed the carriage,

envying the beauty and the fashion of her friend

for the first time in her Ufe. A strange fascination

enveloped the world in which Gerty lived, and the old

familiar atmosphere through which she herself had
moved so tranquilly was troubled suddenly as if

by an approaching storm. The things which she had

once loved now showed stale and profitless to her

eyes, while those external objects of fortune, to which
she had always believed I'erself to be indiflFerent,

were endowed at the momcit with an extraordinary

and unrea* value. It was as if her whole nature had

undergone some powerful physical convulsion, which

had altered not only her outward sensibilities but

the obscure temperamental forces which controlled

in her the laws of attraction and repulsion. What
she had liked yesterday she was frankly wearied of

to-day. What she had formerly hated she now
found to be full of a mysterious charm. Books

bored her, and her mind, in spite of her effort at

restraint, dwelt longingly upon the trivial details

which made up Gerty's life—upon those bodily

adornments on which hf?r friend had staked her
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chance of married happiness. The endless round ofdressmakers shops, and feverish emulation appeared
strangely full of interest; and her own qu^et ffeshowed to her as utterly destitute of that illusor^
o^lour of romance which she found in her visLn S^

S K lT/.°^
'""''y °'^^^ ^'^'^^^"^^ «cept her own.he beheld her friend moving in a whirl of cobur'

rThou^rsru'^^'T' ^"^ ^^^ ^^^^-^ ^---"d'her, though she knew that in the naked reality of

Yet Gerty s unhappmess appeared to her to be

rrttmr'^ '^"^^" °^ ^°"^ ^" ^'^^^^ ^-

f.;\'""f
^"^ "*?' possessed her. the restless desire

for a change that would obliterate not only the

personal fact of her own identity. She wanted rnexperience so fresh that it would be like a new bSh-
a resurrection-and yet she cor'd tell neither what

All that she was clearly aware of was that her sur

vents of her hfe and her own dissatisfaction, hadbecome stale and repugnant to her mood, ani shethought of the day before her as of u gray wLte ofutterly intolerable hours.
^^ °^

"Nothing will happen in it that has not happenedev^ry wenty-four hours smce I was bom." she'saTd
It ..always the same-.ver>^lung is the same, and

A. tl "'^""'^"^ '^^' ''''^' ^ "'^ insupportable

f lis «ft
" '^^ "'-^^^^ '^^°"«h *»^e remainderof this afternoon, and through the evening which
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will be like every other evening that I have spent.

Aunt Rosa will repeat her exhaustless jokes, Aunt
Angela will make her old complaints, Uncle Percival

will begin to play upon his flute." And these things

when she thought of them—the stories of Mrs,

Payne, the despair of Angela, the piping of Undo
Percival's flute—appeared to her to exact a power
of moral endurance which she felt herself no longer

to possess. A disgust more terrible than grief

seized upon her—a revolt from the commonplace
which she knew to be worse than tragedy.

Then in the midst of her depression she remembered
that on the following afternoon she would see Arnold

Kemper, and the hours appeared instantly to open

into the light. The end of everything was there just

twenty-four hours ahead, and she felt, like a physical

agony, the necessity to stifle the consciousness of

time, to kill the minutes, one by one, as they crept

slowly into sight. She thought of the meeting in

this very room, of the gown that she would wear,

of the words that she would speak, of the curious

exquisite mixture of attraction and repulsion, of

the ardent tenderness she would find in his look.

This tenderness, she felt, was the solitary expression

of the real man—of the man whom Gerty had never

known, whom Madame Alta had not so much as

gUmpsed ; and the assurance produced in her a secret

rapture which was all the sweeter for being exclusively

her own. She wondered where he v;as at the instant

—how he would pass the hours which dragged so

heavily for her—and the interest which had vanished

so strangely from her own existence attached itself

inunediately to his. The people he knew, the club

f I

^^BShimm.
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he went to even the motor cars he drove, weresurrounded in her thoughts with a fresh and vivS
'. ^^^T

^'°"' '^^ *^"^^ ^^« "° longer anycharm-hardly any animation about the life she

f.n1h""l'
'^"^ ^'^ '"'"^^^^ ^'''^^ ^^ the cost

of all the others, and she had a sense of standing
amid a desert waste, in the drab miles of which Isolitary palm-tree flourished.

"And yet why should I hunger for his presenceand what is there in it when it comes that fsworth
his wanting?" she asked in dismay of ^ ownlongmg. -'When I am away fn,m L I JSnk o"nothing except of the hour when I shall see himagam. and yet when the meeting comes I am nothappy and he is always a little different from whaUhoped that he would be. I have no particular sa'tfac^

nd Th^ .
""" ^-' ^^' ^^^" ^' ^°«« *h^ longing

and the dream begm again and I build up other
Ideals of him which he will destroy the first time thatwe come together. Is it because I have neve?reaUy

him t. : l""""'
''^* '^ '^ etemally-to the Zot

an^^^f ^
"""^'^' ^" "^^ '^^ ^S«»y °f expectancy

and of disappointment.? When I meet him Z
^^ulu^l 'l"""*

^^PP'" *^^* ^°^ ^^^ fi"t time he
will fulfill all the ideals of him that I have made?"And It seemed to her almost impossible that sheshould wait the twenty-four intervening hours before

a day and a night in utter vacancy while the ultimatemoment still beckoned her from to-morn,w. Wouldtime never pass? Was there no way of strangling
^before it came to birth ? She picked up her favourite
booka from her desk-Spinoza. SheUey.- The Imitat^n
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of Christ"—but the throbbing vitality in her own
breast caused the printed pages to turn chill and
lifeless.

A mirror was placed over the mantel and she
looked closely into it, meeting her profound gaze
and the poetic charm which hung like an atmosphere
about her delicate figure. She felt at the instant
that she would have given her life—her soul even
and its infinite possibilities—for an exterior of

Gerty's brilliant beauty. The blackness of her hair,

the prominence of her brow, the faint amber pallor

of her skin, provoked her into a sensation of anger;
and she turned away with an emotion that was
almost one of bitterness. A minute later it seemed
to her that the afternoon would pass more quickly if

she spent it out of doors, and as she slipped into her

walking clothes she thought with relief of the crowded
streets and of the noises that would drown the

consciousness of her own thoughts. When Angela
called to her as she passed along the hall it was with

a movement of irritation that she turned the handle
of the door and entered the invalid's room, where the

pale winter sunshine fell over the tall white candles
and uncarpeted floor.

Mrs. Payne, in her black velvet and old rose point,

sat by the window reading aloud in her shrill voice

extracts from a society paper which she had brought
for the purpose of entertaining her sister. In the

conventual atmosphere in which Angela lived the

biting scandals and malicious gossip of the worldly old

woman always produced upon Laura an impression

of mere vulgar insincerity. To have lived over seventy
years and still to find one's chief interest in the social
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{ndiscretions of one's neighbours was a fact which
would have been pathetic had it been less ridiculous
Tottenng reluctantly to her grave, in the centre
of a universe filled with a million mysteries of dead
and hvmg suns, she was absorbed to the exclusion

n ho^'St "'^'^V''
'^" ^"'^*'°" ^ ^ whether

BUly Pearc^r
''"'"'^ "^^ ^"^^^^^^^^ ^"•

^^

"As if it mattered." sighed Angela from her couch.
As If It really mattered to me in the least

"

Mrs Payne fixed upon her a painted pair of eyes
set ui lustre ess vacancy between two flashing diamond
earnngs. '"That's because you live so out of the
world my dear." she observed, "that you have ceased
to feel any longer a rational interest in life

"

An'lflf tll^f ^"fbody's impropriety?" enquired
Angela, with the meekness of a child.

''It is that-or charities." returned Mrs. PayneYou may take your choice between the two Itwas only after I failed to interest you in our" day
nursery that I turned to the social news "

"But you haven't tried the sports," suggested
Laura, with a laugh, while she felt the presence of
her aunts to have become an intolerable burden

.J^.u ^^"""I^'u^
^'' blackened eyebrows, and satsmoothing out the crumpled paper with her claw-

hke jewelled fingers. It seemed to Laura that shewore her body to-day as if it were a tattered, yet
industnously mended garment for which her indom-
table spirit would soon have no further use. Every-
thing about her was youthful except the flesh which
wrapped her. and that was hideously, was gTx>
tesquely ancient. Yet she had once been both a

""-^ifcB -i •

fm*
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beauty and a belle, famed for her quick affairs and her
careful indiscretions; and as Laura watched her she
saw in this living decay but the inevitable end and
weariness of pleasure. Of her many lovers,

which remained to her to-day? With the multiplied
sensations of her youth what had her loveless age to

do? She had hardly laid up even a sweetness of

memories, or why did she feast upon uncovered
scandals as a vulture upon carrion?

"What poor dear Angela needs is an object in

life—a passion," remarked Mrs. Payne, picking up
her gold-rimmed eye glasses which hung on a little

jewelled chain from her bosom. "I used to say
that when I got too old for an emotion I wanted to be
chloroformed, but I found, thank heaven, that with
care one's emotions may last one pretty well to one's

eightieth year. When men fail one cards are left,

and after cards, I daresay, there would come gossip.

It is for this reason," she pursued with conviction,
"that I am trying to persuade Angela to take up a
little bridge."

"A little bridge!" gasped Laura, and from sheer
amazement she sat down on the foot of Angela's
couch.

"I was considering the moral support of it, of

course," resumed Mrs. Payne. " First of all I would
advise some inspiring religious conviction, but as

religion does not appeal to her, I suggested bridge."

"It might as well be white rabbits, I don't see the

difference," protested Angela, rolling over upon her

side with a despairing movement of fatigue.

"The difference, my dear, is that white rabbits
are dirty little beasts," observed the elder woman.
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Angela lay back upon her sofa and regarded her
snrtcr w;th a smile sharp and cold as the edge of .kmfe '^I wonder why you were more fortunatJ
than I Rosa •• she said, after a pause, "fort myheart I was always a better woman " ^
,n5^'!;/TV^"^^!'*

^'' ^^'^ ^'"'^ "^'rthless laughand stretched out her withered hand with a me^:ramatic gesture. "But I was never a fool mydear was her retort, "and there are few wim^n
of whom it can be said with truth that tley werenever at any time, from the beginning to theTnd
of their career, a fool. Nobody .s a fool alway^ butthe. .e^very few people who escape it throat

^owi;.L:?^:,;^^iT^^
•It IS the one thing for which we can count quitecertainly upon being punished in this life." remwked

Mr.. Payne, with a kind of moral satisflct r^^^^^
one who was ranged upon the side of worldlL« ifnot of righteousness. "Other sins are for eSy
suppose, but I have never yet seen a fool el^ap^e'

t 'r^^ °']r
'°"^- '' '^ *^« -« reasonSh^ always made me believe so firmly in an overru^ng

^d'^rLaut^r ^°^"^ -'' -^ ^^^^'" «^

.hn'^v""
^'^'1 ^°' ""^"^ °^ ^^'" «P«ed the girls^nbng away from the unnatural flash of her aunt^

r* T
*° ^"""^ ^"^^'^ ^^«" I «>n^e in. butm now I must get out." Then as Mrs. pky„e

^ill sought to detain her. she broke away and ranrapidly down into the street.
But she was no sooner out of doors than it seemed

m
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266 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

to her that she ought to have stayed in her room-
that the minutes would have passed more swiftl}'

in unbroken quiet. Her senses were absorbed in

the single desire to have the day over- -to begin to-

morrow; and it seemed to her that when one? the

night was gone, she would be able to collect her

thoughts with clearness, that the morning would

bring some lucid explanation of the disturbance that

she felt to-day. Then it occurred to her that she

would follow Gerty's example and seek a distraction

in the shops, and she took a cab and drove to her

milliner's, where she tried on a number of absurdly

impossible hats. She bought one at last, to realise

immediately as she left the shop that she would never

persuade herself to wear it because she felt that it

gave her an air of Gerty's "smartness" which sat

like an impertinence upon her own individual charm.

Glancing at her watch she found that only two hours

had gone since she left the house, and turning up the

street she walked on with a step which seemed

striving to matcli in energy her rapid thoughts.

"You have effaced every other impression of my

life," he had said to her yesterday; and as she repeated

the words she remembered the quiver of his mouth

under his short brown moustache, the playful irony

of the smile that had met her own. Had he meant

more or less than the spoken phrase? Was the

strength of his handclasp sincere ? Or was the caressing

sound of his voice a lie, as Gerty believed? Was he,

in truth, fighting under all the shams of life for the

liberation of his soul? or was there only the emptiness

of sense within him, after all? She felt his burning

look again, and flinched at the memory. "Every
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glance, every gesture, every word speaks to me o£ttogs which he cannot utter, which are unutterrWe"
and yet even with the assurance she felt asTstewere hvmg ,„ an obscure and painful dream-as «he element of unreaUty were a part of his smile of

ter«lf that she would presently awake. It was
^

rf she moved an illusion among illusions, and yllfel^^e unreal quahty of herself and of tie thil^'
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CHAPTER IX

The Triumph of the Ego
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He came punctually at three o'clock on the follow-

ing afternoon, and even as he entered the room, she

was conscious of a slight disappointment because.
in some perfectly indefinable way, he v/as different

from what she had hoped that he would be,

"This is the first peaceful moment I have had for

twenty-four hours," he remarked, as he flung himself

into a chair before the small wood fire; "a man I

knew was inconsiderate enough to die and make me
the guardian of his son, and I've had to overhaul
the chap's property almost before the funeral was
over."

A frown of nervous irritation wrinkled his forehead,

but as he turned to her it faded quickly before the

kindling animation in his look. "By Jove, I've

thought of you every single minute since I was here,"

he pursued. "What a persistent way you have of

inter "ering with a fellow's peace of mind. I've known
nothing like it in my life."

"I hope at least I didn't damage the property,"
she observed, and almost with the words she wondered
why she had longed so passionately yesterday for his

presence. Now that he had come she felt neither

the delight of realised expectation nor the final

peace of renouncement.
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"Well, it wasn't your fault if

-Piied, leaning Us hjad Jatol. IJZ.uY ""

looking at her with his intSf/^
chair-back and

"I had to fight hard enough to Iceon
'™"« ™"=-

the stocks. Was I as ZT- "^ ^°" °"* '"«" »«

She shook her head "r""
''°" ^^>'' ' ''°"'^-'"

•How it. WhyshoJdP" '"''^' I wouldn't

»drjrre^;i^?rsVTrr '- "= ^'-=
-unt swiftly trher'lXid ''wr™-''J°°''unless you wanted to?" he laughed

^' '"^^'^'^

-.trss-aitjrr-rr-^^^^^^^^
she found an attraewl ^' " P^'^'b^ that

She wondered th!rh ""' ^"™^' "Wi'y?
.pon her rnd t fo^^frT !'"'"^= ™^ '--^
question.

"«°* *" ^"^ h«=^'f the useless

-s;ourhe':r,r:d*gt;;'-"'''—'=-

she InXI^ToV^" -™ f- ^ ".oment before

G^ty," she repliei
•

' " ™="
' ^^^ " ''^

was safe with^l'^y^^^fJ^,"' my character

""oyance of an eiily™Ta1i'ty" """""** '""

^^'xr^trr:srentT "^ ^^-"
'ke kind Of things she Wd me" ' '""P'^ ''^*«

'^"'UTharwerth;i^.
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"Oh, I don't know—nothing definite—but about
women generally."

"Women! Pshaw! You're the only woman. There
isn't any other on the earth."

Her hand lay on the arm of her chair, and he reached

out and grasped her wrist, not gently, but witli a

violent pressure, "I'll swear there isn't another

woman in existence," he exclaimed.

An electric current started from his fingers through
the length of her arm; she felt it burning into her

flesh as it travelled quickly from her wrist to her heart.

For one breathless moment she was conscious of

his presence as of a powerful physical force, and the

sensation came to her that she was being lifted from

her feet and swept blindly out into space. Then,

drawing slightly away, she released herself from his

grasp.

" I give you fair warning that if you repeat that for

the third time, I shall believe it," she retorted coolly.

"I'm trying to make you," he returned in a

strained voice. ''Why are you such a sceptic, I

wonder," he added as he fell back into his chair.

"Can't you tell the real thing when you come

across it?"

"The real thing?" Her words were almost a

whisper.

"Are you so used to shams that you don't recognise

a man's love when you see it?"

She leaned toward him, her black brows drawn

together with the sombre questioning look which had

always fascinated him by its strangeness. Beyond

the look, what was there? he asked with an intense

and eager curiosity. What passionate surprises ex-
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isted in her? What secret suggestions of n .ft, .-
covered charm? The wondef nf ^ . '" ""^^'-

-e before him. exq^isrertLt ILlT'Tf
felt the appeal she made thrill lilTn.?^'

^""^ ^'

adventure through his blood a ^ '^ °^
out his hand, but wfth 1 f ^^^ ^' ''''^'^''^

before it touched heT
""" '^ '^^" ^^ ^-k

anatr;\Csrs'"^^°^'^^-^-^''^-^^^with

'aS^Sied\~a?^t7 ^^ '^^ °"^^^-^^^^^

s^e shrank b^r^ "^th 1 chiMlk"/
°' *^"°^' ^"^

alarm. Where was w/ I
movement of

an instinctive ep,Tsio,ff^X^
^ '

'r^"'^'
^^^^

reality of love ? The^' h '^ ^^^ '^^ ^^^^ living

beneath her look and .... !
'^""^'^ "^"^P*^>^

^s smile enveted heT he' w"''
'^"'""^^^ °'

sudden ecstasy of peace
°'''''°"' °^ ^

^Did I frighten you?" he asked, smiling

that's ali."'
snouldnt like to try,

;;i give you leave-my courage is my shield."^ut I don't want to frighten vm, " u •

js softer than she had ever hea"d it "w''
""'""

^fra^ of those we love, you kl;:;'^'- "^^ ^^^" ^

vvhy should I love vou?" ci.^ • ,

H.S pleasant i.„y 2° „ hif auT'^V'^'^'
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She frowned slightly, " I have no fate except the
one I make for myself."

He bent toward her and this time his hand closed

with determination upon hers. "Well, you mav
make me what you plf^ase," he said.

Her hand fluttered like an imprisoned bird in his

grasp, but he held it with a pressure which sent the
blood tingling sharply to the ends of her fingers.

His strength hurt her and yet she found a curious

pleasure in the very acuteness of her sensations.

"There's no use fighting," he said with a short

laugh, "we can't help ourselves. You'll have to

marry me, so you may as well give in."

His tone was mocking, but she felt his tenderness as

she had felt it a moment before, resistless and en-

veloping. As she smiled up at him, he bent

quickly forward and kissed her brow and eyes and

mouth, then lifting her chin he kissed, also, the soft

fulness of her throat. When she put up her hands
in protest, he crushed them back upon her bosom
by the strength of his lips.

She closed her eyes, yielding for one breathless

instant to the passion of his embrace. Her
dream and her longing melted swiftly into

realisation, and she told herself that the agony of

joy was sharper than that of grief. This was like

nothing that she had imagined, and she felt an im-

pulse to fly back into the uncertainty that she had

left—to gain time in which to prepare for the happi-

ness which she told herself was hers. Yet was it

happiness? Her soul trembled as if from some

almost imperceptible shock of disillusionment, and she

knew again the sense of unreality which had come
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to her in the street on the day before. Again she
felt that she was in the midst of a singularly vivid
dream from which she would presently awake to
hfe-and this dream seemed the result of her dual
nature, as if even her emotions belonged less to her

rkrughr
''^" "^ ^'^ ""^°"^"°^^ p-^-^-

The impulse to egcape re-awoke in her. and yet she
was clearly aware that she would no sooner fly
rom him than her insatiable longing would drive
her back anew. His attraction appeared strangely
the greater as she withdrew the further from his
actual presence, and she knew that if he were absent
from her for a day the uncertainty that he aroused
would become intolerable. "Does the soul that I
see in him-the soul of which mine is but the reflection
-really exist, or have I created an image out of
mere emptiness?" she asked; and even with the
thought It seemed to her that she saw a new serious-
ness-a profounder meaning in his face. Gerty had
never touched the hidden springs, nor had any other
woman except herself, and the knowledge of this
gave her an ecstatic consciousness of power
When she raised her eyes she saw that he had

falen back into his chair and was watching her
intently with a puzzled and ardent look.
"You won't keep me hanging on for an eternity "

he said, with the nervous contraction of his forehead
she knew so well. "If we must go to the scaffold,
lets go at once."

"To the scaffold?" She smiled at him for the
purpose of prolonging the thrill of the uncertainty

Oh, I hate marriage, you know," he returned

f -'f^;..
;

4
•I

1^

i



f^

274 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

^\l

1 ! >. 3 ; -t 'J :

impatiently, "there's not another woman on earth
who could get me into it."

She nodded. "Well, that is to be hoped if not
believed."

He made an impulsive movement toward her.
"Believe it or not, so long as you marry me," he
exclaimed.

His flippancy grated upon her, and she turned from
his words to the elusive earnestness which mocked
at her from his face. If she might only arrest and
hold this earnestness, then surely she might reach
the depths of his nature and be at peace.

"It never seemed possible to me that I should
marry a man who has had another wife," she said,
with an emotion which was almost a regret for the old
ideal of conduct from which she had slipped away.
"A wife! Nonsense!" She saw the indignant

flash of his eyes and the nervous quiver of the hand
with which he pulled at his short moustache. Though
he did not touch her she felt instinctively that his

personality had been put forth to overmaster her.

"She was nothing but a schoolboy's folly, and I've
forgotten that I ever knew her. She's safely
married again now, so for heaven's sake, don't be
foolish!"

"And how do you know that in ten years you will

not have forgotten me?" she asked.
For a brief pause he did not reply; then he bent

toward her and she hung for a rapturous instant upon
the passionate denial in his face. The look that she
loved and dreaded was in his eyes, and she struggled
blindly in her own helplessness before it. He was
so close to her that it seemed as if the breath were
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.he emotional dignftyTfVelol^r""" "^"'"^

bne rose to her ffct c+mf^i,-

*e stood as if k^pSh^;, 5'"" ""^ *•""<> "««
fragile tips of herfi;:;!^'""

" "'"""'^ "^ '"« "«"
^Jin love you, I shall ,ov. y„„ very, very „,„ch."

you b.t of thistledown," he answered
'" ''°''-

-M.W her hands .dt^sldnr- :r t
Of'K ""oS:'^

»"-—" '^ ^^ beginning

-:a^:Sef:h:'r^«"-»..^^
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^

anything in his whole life- and his T.. ^
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demanded, with a genuine delight in the discovery

that his senses were still alive.

On his way up to his rooms, he dropped, by habit,

into his club, and after a word or two with several

men whrm he seldom met, he crossed over to join

Perry Bridewell, who sa. in an exhausted attitude

in a leather chair beside the window. Outside a

stream of carriages, containing richly dressed women
moved up Fifth Avenue, dividing as it approached

the mounted police at the corner, and Perry, as

Kemper went up to him, was following with a dulled

fish-like glance the pronounced figure of a lady who

held the reins over a handsome pair of bays.

"That's a fine figure of a woman—look at her

hips," he observed, with relish, as Kemper stopped

beside him.

"I saw her yesterday. Gerty says she's terrific

form," commented Kemper, gazing to where the

object of their admiration vanished in a crush of

vehicles.

"Oh, they always say that of a woman with any

figure to speak of," remarked Perry. "Unless she's

as fiat as an ironing board, somebody is sure to say

she's vulgar. For my part I like shape," he con-

cluded with emphasis.

A vision of Gerty's slender, almost boyish figure,

with its daring carriage, rose before Kemper, and he

bit back the cynical laugh upou his lips. Did one

require, after all, a certain restraint in life, a cultured

abstinence before one could really appreciate the

finer flavour of the aesthetic taste ? His old aversion to

marriage returned to him as he looked at Perry, sunk

in his domestic satiety, and his exhilaration of a
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was utterly repugnant to hi aid vet IT^'not only that there w.-., n„ „'.i.^ ^ "° ''"™

position' but that he ^ol no' T'"^
'""" •''

Limself if he had the po^e, C .'°7"''^""

.he possibility Of losins ^Z^oZtrTTir^'t

a«ttxirt:r;\''i-rr^^^^^^
wjth^a^bored and discontente^d .oo.r11 tnd-JS

aJtero^t-t'^ard-irr ^'^^ °' -
"Bv Tove I'm J ^^'"'''^''^^' 1" a disgusted voice.

we^^iTidbiLxxArr.' "
-'' '"-

'

hi. experience with the ser^-'t'etcS """ '"^

he's well enougrrof'h fwl' trL^^f,'-'
Brady's hands, thank heaven!" ' '"'

Kemper shrugged his shoulders "Tt ^., i.

:^Vt^r:i^"''^-^'----oXd$;'

•Ani'S™!^^.'"^-"^'^-'"-"«'«*ra Kemper was leaning over
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Perry while he critically examined a pretty woman
who was passing under the window.

"There's no afterward," laughed Perry; "you
know how such women end."

As he glanced at the note again, the bored and

discontented look came back upon his face, and he

tore the envelope carelessly across and flung it with

a jerk into the waste basket.

"Pshaw! it's all a confounded nuisance—the

whole business of sex," he remarked as he rose to his

leet. Then while the disgust still lingered in his

expression, a servant entered and handed him a second

note written upon the same faintly tinted paper.

Immediately as if by magic his face was transfigured

by the animated satisfaction of the conqueror, and

instinctively his hand wandered to the ends of his.

fair moustache, to which he added an eloquent

upward twirl. From the condition of a mere sullen

and dejected animal—he sprang instantly into the

victorious swagger of the complacent male.

"Sorry, but I'm in an awful hurry," he remarked

in his usual hearty voice. " Look me up later in the

evening and we'll have a game of billiards."

He went out, still twirling the fine ends of his

moustache, and Kemper followed, after a shott

delay, to where his newest French motor car was

waiting before the door.

A little later as he moved slowly amid the crush

of vehicles in Fifth Avenue, it occurred to him that

since Perry was so agreeably engaged, he might

himself come in for a share of Gerty's society, and

stopping before her door, he sent up a request that

she would come with him for a short quick run up
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P^d-GertTh'"
^-"".^ """^'f "^ '^'* ^hat heprelerred Gerty because he knew that she wouM
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^
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^ Auttenng white chiffonveil, ne felt a qmck impatience of the first casualphrases with which she leaned back in the car andsettled her hanging draperies about her
ho as fast as you like," he said to the chauffeur

;rrndSira'::ir^''
---"-

ref!^l""^l''f
^" ''^\^' -"• - indignant gesture of

With a laugh he sUpped the elastic over his cap
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"Oh, there's no chance of that," she assured him,

"he is always in them himself?"

The vague curiosity in his thoughts took form

suddenly in words. "Where's he now, by the way,

do you know?"
Her musical, empty laugh was as perfect as the

indifferent glance she gave him. "Enjoying him-

self, I hope," she answered. "He hung around me
until I sent him out in the sheer desperation of

weariness."

Though her lashes did not quiver, he knew not only

that she lied, but that she was perfectly aware of the

assurance and extent of his knowledge. The hopeless

gallantry of her deception appealed to the fighting

spirit in his blood, and he found himself wondering

foolishly if Laura could have played with so high

an air the part of a neglected wife. To a man of his

peculiarly eager temperament there existed a curious

fascination in the idea of pushing to its limit of

endurance an unalterable constancy. Would Laura

have uttered her futile lies with so exquisite an

insolence ? or would she have acted in tears the patient

Griselda in her closet? The virtue of truthfulness

was the one he had most nearly associated with her,

and it seemed to him impossible that she should

stoop to shield herself behind a falsehood. Yet he

could not dispel his curiosity as to how she would

act in circumstances which he felt to be impossible

and purely imaginary.

He wanted to speak of her to Gerty, but a restraint

that was almost embarrassment kept him silent, and

Gerty herself could not be induced to abandon her

flippant satirical tone. So Laura was not mentioned
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between them; and he felt when at Ip.t h. u
Gerty to her door again that nn .f u\
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'tjs'im xnat, on the whole thp t^rUrahad been a disappointocnt. He had meant
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seek her sympathy with his love for her tZlT ^
instead he had been met hv = « '
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of cutting humour f" once he h^d /,*?.""' ^"'^^
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name of Roger Adams.

occurred the
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Five minutes had hardly passed after Laura was
alone before the servant brought up the name of

Roger Adams, and an instant later he was holding

her hand in his cordial grasp. At his appearance
she had for a moment a sense of the returning reality

of things—the vigoxu- of his hand clasp, the strong,

kindly look of his face, the winning, protective

tenderness of his smile, these gave her an impression

of belonging to the permanent instead of to the

merely evanescent part of life. When he sat down
in the big leather chair from which Kemper had

risen, and removing his glasses, fixed upon her the

attentive gaze of his narrow, short-sighted e|res, she

felt immediately the first sensation of peace that she

had known for many weeks. His hand, long, heavily

veined, muscular, and yet finely sensitive, lay out-

stretched upon the mahogany lid of her desk, and she

found herself presently contrasting it with the square,

brown, roughly shaped hand of Kemper. Her

senses, her brain, her heart were still full of her

lover, yet she was able to feel through some strange

enfranchisement of her dual nature, that there was

a mental directness, an impassioned morality about

the man she did not love in which the man she loved

was entirely lacking. But the knowledge of this

aSa
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with an indifferent gesture. "It seems so long

ago I can hardly believe I wrote them," she returned,

conscious as she uttered the mere ordinary words

of a subdued yet singularly vivid excitement, which

seemed the softer mental radiance left by an illumina-

tion which was past.

"I wonder why it should seem long to you," said

Adams slowly. "I remember you used to complain

that one was obliged to fly through phases of thought

in order to test them all."

"I'm not sure that I want to test them all now,"

she replied. "When one gets to a good place one

would better stop and rest."

"Then you are in a good place?" he asked, looking

at her intently from his short-sighted eyes, which

appeared to contract and narrow since he had taken

off his glasses.

"I don't know," she evaded the question with a

smile, "but if I am, I warn you, I shall stand still

and rest."

He laughed softly. "I dare say you're right, if

there's such a state as rest on the earth," he

answered.

The cheerful sound of his voice brought the tears

suddenly to her eyes, and she remembered a man

whom she had once seen in a hospital, smiling after

a frightful accident through which he had passed.

"Are you yourself so tired?" she asked.

"I?" he shook his head. "Oh, I was using the

glittering generalities again."

"And yet you seldom take even the smallest of

vacations," she insisted.

"One doesn't need it when one is broken in as
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presently, after a pause in which she felt that she

had witnessed a quick, sharp struggle, "if you had

ever watched the slow moral poisoning of cocaine—

or had ever been," he added with a harsh, gratin;::

sound in his usually quiet voice, "at the mercy

of such a damned brute as Brady."

His sudden rage shook her like a strong wind, and

she liked him the better for his relapse into an ele-

mental passion in the cause of righteousness.

"I'm glad you cursed him," she remarked simply.

"I like it!"

He smiled a little grimly. "So do I."

"And yet how terrible it is," she said, with an

effort to work herself into a sentiment of pity for

Connie which she did not feel. " It makes the whole

world look full of horror."

"Well, it's a comfort to think I never argued that it

wasn't a hard road," he returned, with the whimsical

humour which seemed only to deepen her sense of

tragedy. "I've merely maintained that the only

excuse for living is to make it a little easier."

He rose as he spoke and held out his hand with a

smile. "So long as you're happy, don't bother to

think of me," he said; "but if there ever comes a

time when you need a sword-arm, let me know."

Would she ever find that she had need of him?

he asked himself presently as he walked rapidly

homeward through the streets. Was it in the re-

motest probability of events that he should ever

know the delight of putting forth his full strength

in her service? Like a beautiful dream the thought

stayed by him for many minutes, and his mind dwelt

upon it as upon some rare, cherished vision that
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of Connie's sin, nor the weakness of his own flesh,

had power to separate him from the wisdom which

had come to him under the eyes of the harlot at tlie

crossing. In seeking the essential thing he had

wandered for years in a circle which had led him

back at last to his owffsoul. Beyond this, he saw there

was little further to be lost and nothing to be leamcri.

"Give me more light, my God!" he had prayed in

agony of spirit ; and the answer had come in a mental

illumination which had made the crooked places

plain and the obscure meanings clear. At last he

was happy, for at last he had learned that the man

who loses all else and has God possesses every-

thing.

His loneliness—surely there was never a man more

alone since the beginning of time—had failed suddenly

to disquiet him; and as he looked from his remote

vision upon the people about him, there flowed through

his mind that ultimate essence of knowledge which

enables a man to recognise himself when he en-

counters the stranger in the street.

Several weeks later he heard from Gerty Bridewell

of Laura's engagement to Arnold Kemper. He had

dropped in to see Perry one afternoon upon an in-

significant piece of business, and Gerty in her husband's

absence, had insisted upon receiving his call.

"I'll reward you with a bit of news," she said, with

a nervous and troubled gesture, "Laura will be

married in the autumn."

"Married?" He looked at her a little blankly, for

after having armoured himself to meet an expected

blow, he was almost surprised to find that he was not

insensible to the shock. "Married! and to whom?"

I i I' 'I
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even if it pops into one's head at the wronp
time."

Then as he rose to go she pressed his hand with a
grip that was almost boyish. "How I wish vou
Hkcd me half as much as I like you," she said

"I do—I shall always," he responded in his

whimsical manner. "There's absolutely no limit to
my liking—only I know it would be the surest way to
bore you to death."

She laughed a little wearily. "It would be so
nice to be really liked," she pursued. "Nobody
likes me. A good many have love^ me in one way
or another, but I want to be just iij- 1."

He saw the pathetic little frown gather between her
brows, and in spite of the pain in his own heart, he
felt a profound and pitiful sympathy. "Well, we'll

make a compact upon it," he declared, holding her
hand for an instant in his hearty grasp. " I promise to

like you until you tell me frankly that you're bored."
The eager child quality he seldom saw was in her

look and she was about to make some impulsive
answer to his words, when there was the sound of a
heavy step outside the door and they heard the

next instant Perry's hilarious voice.

"Well, I'm jolly glad you kept him, Gerty, but,

by Jove, I wonder how you hit it of!. He's not
your sort, you know."
The child quality vanished instantly from her face,

and Adams watched the mocking insolence creep
back upon her lips.

"On the other hand we're perfectly agreed," she

said. "I don't confine my admiration to vour
type, you know."
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leaving him at one with his fate again? "Was I

content to give her up only so long as she belonged
to no other man?" he asked. "Could I have re-

linquished her friendship so easily had I known that

her love was not for me, but for Kemper?" Again
the image of Kemper appeared to him, genial, im-

pulsive, sensual—and he felt that if it had been
another and a different man, he could have borne
the loss of Laura with a finer courage.

Then the unworthiness of his mental attitude

forced itself upon his reflections, and he realised

that with his first return to his old state of selfish

blindness, the illumination that had shone in his

soul was gradually obscured. Could it happen to him
that he should again lose the light? Again walk
in darkness ? His thoughts were no longer clear with

that crystalline clearness of the day before, and it

seemed to him suddenly that the key to all wisdom.
which he had found so lately, had failed at the

critical moment to unlock the fortified doors. That
temporary and purely human reaction, which is the

inevitable fleeting shadow cast on the mind by any

spiritual irradiation, appeared in his present mood to

contain within itself the ultimate abyss of failure-

The single instant when he lost hold on God stretched

itself into an eternity of nothingness through his

soul.

He had walked rapidly and far, and looking up

at his first almost automatic stop, he found that he

had not only pissed by his own house, but that he

had come as far down as the corner of Twentieth

Street and Broadway. The afternoon had waned
before he knew it, and the streets were now filled
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With renewed energy he turned to go onward,

when, as he stepped upon the crossing by which he

stood, he saw that a woman at his side was weeping

softly, without noise, as she walked. Something oi

his old restraint, his old embarrassment, checked

him for a moment ; then he saw that she was poor and

middle-aged and plainly clad, and he turned to speak

to her, though still with a slight hesitation.

" I wish you would do me the kindness to tell me

your trouble," he said.

She stopped >hort in her walk and looked up with

a nervous squint of her eyes, while the undried tears

were still visible on her large mottled cheeks. As

she stood there, timid and silent, before him, he saw

that the basket contained a squirming mass of gray

fur, and stooping to look at it more attentively, he

found that the fur belonged to a number of small

animals, huddled asleep on the fragment of a red and

white plaid shawl. He liked the woman's face and

he liked, too, the little creatures in the basket; and

more than this he felt the great need of helping as

the one means to bridge the extreme spiritual isola-

tion in which he stood. To give one's self! Was

not this final surrender of the soul the beginning of

all faith as of all love?

"I believe that you need help," he said, in the

winning voice which had always had a strange power

to open out the hearts of others, "and I know that

I need to give it."

In the midst of the crude noises of the street, sur-

rounded by the screaming newsboys and the clanging

cars, he saw that she paused for an instant to cast

a quick, frightened glance about her.
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"If you'll believe what I say." she replied, in a
voice which had gained the assurance of a heartfelt
conviction "I was just praying for help to come, butsomehow it always seems to take one's breath cleanaway when there's an answer. IVe been trying to
sell some of the little creatures." she went on. ''but
tney dont go well to-day and I guess Jim won't
be able to hold out till I get the money for his funeral.''And Jim IS your husband.?" he asked quietly

I married him more than thirty years ago "
she answered, stooping to wipe her eyes with a Ld
rub on the sleeve of her jacket, "and he was always
a good worker until this sickness came. I've neverknown htm to miss a day's work so long as he had
h>. health," she added proudly, "and that, too, when

I drTn^""*^''
^'''^^'''^' ^^'^ '°^^"^ themselves

''And he's ill now.?" asked Adams, as she paused.He s been dying steadily for a week, sir," she
answered with the simple directness of the grief
which takes account only of the concrete fact, "and
Ive been working day and night to make up his
bunal money by the time he needs it. If he'd only
manage to last a day or two longer I might lay upenough to keep him out of the paupers' lot," she
finished with a kind of awful cheerfulness

It was this cheerfulness, he found, glimmering
hke some weird death-fire over the actual horror!
which made his reaUsation of the tragedy the more
poignant, and lent even a certain distinction to the
poverty which she described. Here, indeed, was the
supreme v..,-. - —:, -and before it hisown personal afflictions appeared as unsubstantial as
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shades. At least he had had the empty dignity of

receiving his sorrow with a full sense of its importance,
but with this woman the very presence of grief was
crowded out by the brutal obligation to meet the

material demands of death. Death, indeed, had
become but an incident—a side issue of the event—
and the funeral had usurped the place and the im-

portance of a law of nature.

" Let me go home with you—I should Uke it," he

said when they had started to walk on again; and then

with an instinctive courtesy, he took the basket

from her and slipped it over his own arm. A little

la^. -, when following her directions, they entered a

surface car for the West Side, he placed the basket

on his knees and sat looking down at the small gray

kittens that awaking suddenly began to play beneath
his eyes. The jostling crowd about him, the sub-

stantial panting figure of the woman beside him, and

more than all the joyous animal movements of the

kittens in his lap, seemed somehow to return to him
that intimate relation to life which he had lost. He
no longer felt the sensation of detachment, of in-

security in his surroundings; for his own individual

existence had become in his eyes but a part of the

enlarged universal existence of the race.

As the car stopped the woman motioned to him

with an imperative gesture, and then as they reached

the sidewalk, she pointed to a fruiterer's stand on the

outside of a tenement n-^ar the corner.

"It is just above there—on the third floor," she

said, threading her way with a large determined ease

through the children playing upon the sidewalk.

When ne mounted presently the dimly lighted
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staircase inside, it seemed to Adams that the wholehouse cbse. poorly-Iighted. dust laden as it wawas filled to the eeho with the ceaseless voicer ofchildren-Iaughmg voices, crying voices, scolding
voices, voices hfted as high in joy as in grief. Sostrong was his impression of the number of the littlemmates that he was almost surprised when hewoman pushed open a door on the third landing and
led the way into a room which appeared deserted.xccpaor the occupant of the clean white bed by^he

thifa't t^tfT """" ''^^^'-^^^y neat, he sawth^ at the first glance-saw the well swept floor theorderly arrangement of the chairs, the spotlessw ne cambric curtains parted above the window

oTs
%"' ^'^^"'""^ ^°^^ - -"^'^ blossom

out of season. Several large gray cats arose at th^

Tthrh' W '"': T^ ''"^^ '^'^^ ^° the kitt „sn he basket; and she motioned to Adams to put the
little creatures on the floor. Then going to the bedse stooped over the man who lay the?e-4utst.etched
and perfectly motionless as if wrapped in a profound
d quiet slumber. One iron-stained misshapened

hand lay on the outside of the coverlet and asA ams looked at it. he saw in it a symbol of thewhole tragedy upon which he gazed. The face of

was the distorted, toil-hardened hand, with the
ngers fallen a little open as if in relief from a recently
dropped tool, that the voice of the woman soundtg

Lwledg:
""'' '"' "'° "°^'^ ""^ °^" "-P°^-

"Ah, he's gone," she said. " He promised me he'd
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hold out if he could, but I guess he couldn't manage

Then standing there in the bare, cleanly swept
room, bright with the voices of children which
floated in from the staircase, Adams was conscious
with a consciousness more vital and penetrating
than he had ever felt before, that the place, the
universe and his own soul were filled to overflowing
with the infinite presence of God.
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On the Wings of Life
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" I want to tell you that I shall be married in the

autumn, dear Uncle Percival," she said with a

renewed effort to penetrate the senile abstraction in

which he lived.

" Married I " repeated the old man, with an indignant
surprise for which she was entirely unprepared.

"Married! Why, what on earth makes you do a

ridiculous thing like that? It's out of the question."

he continued with an angry vehemence, "it is utterly

and absurdly out of the question."

For an instant it seemed to Laura that she had
absolutely no response to offer.

"But almost everyone marries in the end, you
know," she said at last.

" I have lived very comfortably to be eighty-five,"

retorted Uncle Percival, "and I never married."

"Oh, but you never fell in love," persisted Laura.

"In love? Tush!" protested the old man with

scorn, "and why should you? I have never felt the

need of it."

"Well, I don't think one can help it sometimes,"

remonstrated Laura, a little helplessly. " One doesr. t

always want it, but it comes anyv/ay."

"Then if I didn't want it I wouldn't let it bother

me," said Uncle Percival, adding immediately,

"What does Rosa think of this state of things, I

wonder—Rosa is a very sensible woman."
"Oh, she's heartily pleased—everybody is pleased

Dut you."

Uncle Percival shook his head in stubborn disap-

proval. " People are always pleased at the mistakes of

others," he observed, "it's human nature, I suppose,

and they can't help it, but I tell you I've seen a great
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faster!" she had begged, "let me live this one hour

flying," and even with the words she had wondered

if the same rapture would ever enter into her love

again? Was it possible to touch the highest point of

one's being twice in a single lifetime? Was it given

to any human creatu/e to repeat perfection? And
he? Would he ever know it again? she questioned,

with an uncertainty sharp as a sword that pierced

her through. Would she ever find in his eyes a

look that would be anything but a shadow of the

look she had seen on the day before ? Was happiness,

after all, as fluid a quantity as the emotion which

gave it birth?

Standing beside the table, she leaned her cheek for

a moment upon the roses in the Venetian vase; and

it seemed to her, as the petals brushed her face, that

she felt again his eager kisses fall on her eyes and

throat. The memory sent her blood beating to her

pulses; and she saw his face in her thoughts as

she had seen it on that afternoon, transfigured and

intensified by the peculiar vividness of her perceptions.

" There has been nothing like this in my life before,"

he had said in a passion of sincerity, "there has been

nothing in my life but you from the beginning."

The irony was gone then from his voice ; she had found

no hint of even the satirical humour in his eyes ; and

as she remembered this now it seemed to her that she

had there for the first time—for the one and only

moment since she had known him—succeeded in

holding by her touch that deeper chord of his nature

for which she had always felt herself to be instinctively

groping.

She was still brooding over the rapture of yesterday,
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that they were one and all utterly devoid of the

mystery by which passion lives. Here in her face

he saw at last the charm and the wonder of sex made

luminous; and while he watched her emotion quiver

on her lips, he began to ask himself if this were not

the assurance in his own heart of a feeling that might

endure for life? Would this, too, change and perish

as his impulses had changed and perished until to-

day?

"Shall I tell you what I have been thinking since

last night?" she questioned in a voice that was like

a song to his ears, "it is that I have been all my life

a plant in a dark cellar, groping toward the light and

never finding it—always groping, groping."

She leaned toward him, placing her hands, the

lovely, delicate hands he loved, upon his shoulders,

"I ve grown to the light! I've grown to the light!"

she whispered joyously.

He raised her hand to his lips, and his teeth closed

softly over each slender finger one by one.

"So I am the light?" he enquired with tender

humour.

She shook her head. "Not you, but love."

A short laugh broke from him. "But where, my
dear sweetheart," he retorted, "would love be with-

out me?"
"I don't dare to think," she was too earnest to

take his jest with lightness, "it is strange, isn't it?—

that but for you I should never have known—this."

"Who can tell? There might have come along

another fellow and you'd probably have made love

quite as prettily to a substitute."

"Never!" she shook her head with an indignant

»i.
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ago and then overlooked in the absorbing interest of
his engagement.

" By Jove, you'll get me int'^- au awful zcmpe some
day," he remarked cheerfully as he hurrie J into his

overcoat. "I might have los- fity thous: id dollars
by letting this thing slip."

His manner had changed completely with the awak-
ened recollection; and finance in all its forms—the
look of figures, the clink of coin—had assumed
instantly the position of romance in his thoughts.
For the moment Laura was crowded from his mind,
and she recognised this with a pang sharp and cold
as the thrust of a dagger.

" If you only knew how much you'd nearly cost me,"
were his last words as he ran down the steps.

At the comer he met Gerty's carriage and in re-

sponse to her inviting gesture, he gave an order to

the coachman as he sprang inside.

"Well, this is a godsend," he observed with a

grateful sigh while he wrapped the fur rug carelessly

about him. "A drive with a pretty woman leaves a
surface car a good many miles behind. And you
are unusually pretty this morning," he commented
with a touch of daring gallantry.

"I ought to be," returned Gerty defiantly, "for
heaven knows I take trouble enough about it.

Oh, I am glad to see you!" she finished gayly, "how
is Laura?"

He met her question with his genial smile. "She
makes a pretty good pretence at happiness," he

answered.

"And so she's really over head and ears in

love?"
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to it with a frankness thi*t was almost brutal. " Every-
thing is like everything else," he returned, "there's

rothing new, least of all in the emotions."
For a minute she looked at him in silence while the

steady green flame appeared to him to grow brighter

in her eyes. Was it contempt or curiosity that

he saw in her face ?

" Poor Laura! " she said at last very softly. " Poor
happy Laura!"

At her words his dissenting laugh broke out, but
he showed by his animated glance a moment later

that it was of herself rather than of Laura that he

was thinking.

"Is it such a terrible fate, after all, to become my
wife?" he enquired.

His look challenged hers, and lifting her insolent

bright eyes, she returned steadily the smiling gaze
he bent upon her.

"Oh, dear me, yes," she answered merrily, "it is

almost if not quite as bad as being Perry's."

The carriage had stopped at the door of his club,

and his mind was already at work over the approach-
ing interview.

"Well, you escaped the lesser for the greater ill,"

he responded pleasantly as he gave her hand a careless

parting pressure.

iVh
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"I shall never write again," she answered, quietly
without regret. It was a truth which she felt only
intuitively at the time, for her reason as yet had
hardly taken account of a fact that was perfectly
evident to the subtler perceptions of her feeling.
She would never write again—h?r art had been
only the exotic flowering of a luxuriant imagination
and she had lost value as a creative energy while she
had gained in experience as a human soul.

"I was too young, that was the trouble," pursued
Trent, "there were five years between us."
"My dear boy," she laughed merrily, "there was all

eternity."

His bitterness, he felt, grew heavily upon him
while he watched her. A new beauty had passed.
into her face

; the mystery of a thousand lives was m
her look, in her gestures, in her voice; and she ap-
peared to him not as herself alone, but as the cm-
bodied essence of all former loves of which he had
dreamed—of all the enchanting dead women of whom
the poets wrote. Then he thought of Arnold Kemper,
with his exhausted emotions, his superficial clcvr.'-

ness, his engrossing middle-age, and especially of his

approaching baldness. Was love, after all, he ques-
tioned, only a re-quickened memory in particular
brain cells as modern scientists believed? Was
physical heredity, in truth, the fulfilling of the law
of life? and was the soul merely a series of vibrations
by which matter lived and moved ?

All the way home his angry scepticism boiled over
in his thoughts, and at the luncheon table, a 'ittle

later, he met his mother's placid enquiries with an

explosion of boyish despair.
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and pawn soma of her things in order to get the monev
to pay her room rent."

With a start his mind swung back from the dream
life to the actual. He had not seen Christina for
more than a week, and the thought of her pierced
his heart with a keen repro ich.

"Good God, has it come to that?" he exclaimed.
"What hurts me most is not being able to do any-

thing to help her," resumed Mrs. Trent, "she's so
proud that I don't dare even ask her to a meal for
fear she'll take offence."

" But if it's so bad as that why doesn't she go home—she must have a home."
"Oh, she has—but to go back, she feels, would

mecn that she's given up, and the char-woman
declares that she'll never give up so long as she's
alive."

"Well, she's a precious little fool," observed Trent,
as he drank an extra glass of claret.

But the thought of Christina was not to be so lightly

put from him, and before the afternoon was over he
went up to the eighth landing and knocked in vain at
her door. She was still out, as the little pile of

rejected manuscript lying on her threshold bore wit-

ness; and he turned away and came down again with
a disappointment of which he felt himself to be half

ashamed. An hour later he ran against her when he

was going out into the street, and as she turned with
her constrained little bow and looked at him for an
instant with her sincere blue eyes, he was almost
overcome by the rush of pity which the sight of her

evoked. How pale and thin she had grown! how
shabby her little tan coat looked in the daylight;
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seeing her again, he found her one evening in th
elevator as he went up to his mother's rooms. Th
touch of her cold little hand on his sent a suddei

shock to his heart, and while he looked anxiousi'

into her face, he saw her go deadly pale and biti

her lip sharply as if to bring back her consciousnesi

by the sting of pain.

"You are ill," he said eagerly; "don't deny it, foi

haven't I eyes? Yes, you must, you shall come witli

me in to mother."

Even then she would have turned proudly away,

but with his impulsive, lover's sympathy he led her

from the elevator upon the landing on which he

lived. "She is waiting for you—she wants you,"

he urged with passion; "and can't you see—oh,

Christina, I want you, too!"

But his fervour only left her the more cold and

shrinking, and she shook her head with a refusal

that was almost angry.

"How dare you? Why did you make me come

out?" she asked. " I must go back—I am not well—

oh, I must go back!"

Over the angry tones of her voice he saw her en-

treating eyes shining like wet flowers, and as he looked

into them it came to him in a revelation of knowledge

that the meaning of everything that had been was

made clear at last. He knew now why he had suc-

ceeded where Christina had failed—he knew why
Laura had refused his love, and why, even in his

misery, her refusal had left his heart untouched.

And beyond all these things, he realised that now

his boyhood was over and that from tne experienc^

pf this one moment he had become a man.

Ili :&ii^^ia A
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her eyes, she turned to seek wildly for some possiM

solution; and it was then that she discovered that th

letter, in Kemper's handwriting, was addressed evi

dently to some other woman, since it bore the dat

of a day in June just three years before she hai

first met him. Three years ago he had declared him

self to belong, heart and soul, to this other woman
and to-day, with no remembrance in his mind, i

seemed, of that former passion, he could repeat quit

as ardently the old threadbare avowal. How man'

times, she asked herself, had he used that character

istic ending to his love letters?—and the thinj

appeared to her suddenly to be the veriest travestj

of the perfect self-surrender of love.

She was a woman capable of keen retrospcctiv(

jealousy, and as she sat there, beaten down from hei

winged ecstasy by the blow that had struck at hei

from the silence, she told herself passionately that hei

life was wrecked utterly and her brief happiness at ar

end. Then, with that relentless power of intellect

from which her emotions were never entirely separated

she began deliberately to disentangle the true facts

from the temporary impulses of her jealous anger.

"I am wounded and yet why am I wounded and

by what right?" she demanded, with a pathetic

groping after the self-condemnation which would ac-

quit her lover, "he has lived his life, I know—

I

have always known it—and his letter has only brought

forcibly before me a fact which I have accepted

though I have not faced it." And it occurred to her,

with the bitter sweetness of a consoling lie, that he

could not have been false to her three years ago, since

he was not then even aware of her existence. To
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happiest moments? "When he kisses me I shall

•/emember that he has kissed other women and I

feel that I shall grow to hate him if he should ever

write to me again in those lying words." But she

knew intuitively that he would use the same ending

in his next letter, and that she would still be powerless

to hate him, if only because of his disturbing look,

which came back to her wheaever she attempted to

judge him harshly, "I might really hate him so

long as he was absent from me, and yet if he came

again and looked at me in that way for a single instant,

I know that, in spite of my resolution, I would

throw myself into his arms." And she felt that she

despised herself for a bondage against which she

struggled as hopelessly as a bird caught in a fowler's

net.

Of the two ways which remained to her, she chose,

in the end, the course which appeared to her to be the

least ungenerous. She would not read the letter—

*^he opening and the closing sentences she had seen

by accident—for, when all was said, it had not been

written for her eyes ; and it struck her, as she brooded

over it, that there would be positive disloyalty in

thus stealing in upon the secrets of Kemper's past.

No, she would place it in his hands, she determined

finally, still unread ; and in so doing she would not only

defeat the purpose of the sender, but would prove

to him as well as to herself that her faith in him

was as unalterable as her love. After all to trust was

easier than to distrust, for the brief agony of her

indecision had brought to her the knowledge that the

way of suspicion is the way of death.

And so when he came a little later she gave the
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letter, at which she had not again looked, into his
hands. Here is something that reached me only
this moniing," she said. "It is not worth thinking
of, and I have read only the first and the last sen-
tence.

At her words he unfolded the paper, throwing a
mere casual glance, as he did so, upon the thin foreign
envelope, which appeared to convey to him no hint
ot Its significant contents.
Then, after a hurried skimming of the first page

he turned back again and carefully studied the ad-
dress m a mystification which was pierced presently
by a flash of light.

"By Jove, so she's heard it!" he exclaimed; and
the instant afterward he added in a kind of grudging
admiration. " Well, she's a devil!

"

The incide..t appeared suddenly to engross him in
a manner that Laura had not expected, and he
stooped to examine the postmark with an attention
which gave her. while she watched him. a queer
sense of being left out quite in the cold.
"But why. in thunder, should she care?" he de-

manded.

"She?" there was no trouble in her voice, only an
indifferent question.

^
"Oh. it's Jennie Alta, of course-she's perfectly

apable of such a thing." Then, reaching out. hedrew Laura into his arms with a confidence which

almlw
^'"' '^' '^°''^^'' °^ *^^"g *h^ situation

a mo t too entirely for granted-of accepting too
readily her attitude as well as his possession of her
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Though she realised, as he spoke, that this was the
reward of her silence and her struggle, she told herself,

in the next breath that, in some way, it was all inade-
quate. She had expected more than a phrase, and
the very fact that the note of earnestness was absent
from his voice but made her desire the sound of it

the more passionately. Again she felt the baffled

sensation which came to her in moments of their closest

intimacy. Had his soul, in truth, eluded her for the
last time ? And was there in the profoundest emotion
always a distance which it was forever impossible to

bridge? Yet the uncertainty, the very lack of a
fuller understanding only added fervour to the passion
that burned in her heart.

" It's all over now, so we m?,y as well warm ourselves

by the failure of her deviltrj ," he observed presently,

as he flung the crumpled paper into the fire. "I'm
downright sorry she'll never know how little harm
she's done."

" It might, I suppose, have been worse," suggested
Laura.

" Well, I suppose so—and you mean me to believe

that you didn't even read it?" he enquired with
tender gayety.

She gave him her eyes frankly as an answer to his

appeal for faith. "Why should I? I love you,"
she replied.

For an instant—a single sufficing instant—he met
her look with an earnestness that was equal to her

own. The man in him, she almost cried out in her

exultation, was touched at last.

"May God grant that your confidence will never

fail me," he rejoined a little sadly.
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III

"Oh, I dare say," he retorted gayly. "Well, I'll

pick you up, then, on the stroke of five."

As he left the room she went over to the window,
and when he came out a little later, he turned upon
the sidewalk to glance up at her and wave his hand.

She was happy, perfectly happy, she told herself, as

she looked eagerly after the last glimpse of his figure;

but even while she framed the thought into words,

she was conscious that her heart throbbed high in

disappointment and that her eyes were already blind

with tears.

When Adams sent up his card, at twenty minutes
before five o'clock, she lingered a few moments before

going downstairs in her motoring coat and veil.

In response to her embarrassed excuses, he made only

a casual expression of regret for the visit he had

missed.

"It's a fine afternoon—just right for a run," he

remarked, adding after a brief hesitation. "It's

the proper thing, I suppose, to offer you congratula-

tions, but I'm a poor hand, as you know, at making
pretty speeches. I wish you happiness with all my
heart—that's about all there is to say—isn't it?"

"That's about all," she echoed, "and at least if

I'm not happy I shall have only myself to blame."

The silence that followed seemed to them both un-

natural and constrained ; and he broke it at last with

• a remark which sounded to him, while he uttered it,

almost irrelevant.

"I've never seen much of Kemper, but I always

liked him."

"I know," she nodded, "you were chums at

college."
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CHAPTER III

Thb Greatest of These

For a minute after Kemper had passed in his car,
Adams turned back and stood looking down the long
street filled with pleasant June sunshine. In the
distance a hand-organ was grinding out a jerky
sentimental air, and beside him, at the comer by
which he stood, a crippled vender of fruit had halted
his little cart of oranges and apples.

A year ago Adams might have told himself, in the
despair of ignorance, that since Laura had given her
love to Kemper she was lost to him forever. But
he had learned now that this could not be true—that
she was too closely knit into his destiny to separate
herself entirely from it; and there came to him, while
he stood there, a strange mystic assurance that she
would some day feel that she had need of him again.
His love had passed triumphantly through its first

earthly stages, and in the large impassioned yearning
with which he thought of her there was, so far as he
himself was conscious, but little left of a sharper
personal desire. All desire, indeed, which has its

root in the physical craving for possession seemed to
have gone out of him in the last few months ; and since
the earliest dawn of that deeper consciousness within
his soul, he had almost ceased to think of himself as

an isolated individual life.
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man's answering smile came to him like the clasp of
fellowship. "Did he, too, understand?" was Adams'
unspoken question, "had he, also, found the kev
that unlocked his prison?" and there flowed into his

heart something of the rapture with which Laura had
cried: " I've grown to the light!" In each exclama-
tion there was ecstasy, but in hers it was the short,

troubled ecstasy of the senses, which hears its doom
even in the hour of its own fulfilment: while from his

finer joy there shone forth that radiant energy, in

which is both warmth and light, both rest and action,

which illumines not only the soul within, but trans-

figures and refines the mere dull ordinary facts of
life.

As he stood there the car passed him again, and
Laura and Kemper both turned, smiling, to look
back at him. When Laura's long white veil was lost,

with a last flutter, in the sunshine, he nodded to the
fruit vender, and crossing to Broadway started in

the direction of his home.
He had asked Trent to dine with him—the boy

looked fagged he thought, and it might do him good
to talk freely about his play. Then he recalled

several letters that he had put aside for the sake of

seeing Laura; and retracing his steps, he went back
to his office and sat down before his desk. It sur-

prised him sometimes to find how little irksome such
uninteresting details had become.
They talked late over their cigars and coffee, and

when at last Trent rose, with a laughing reminder of

his mother, and went out into the hall to put on his

overcoat, Adams passed by him, after a final hand-
shake, and entered his darkened study at the end
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powerless to meet it as the infant in the womb to

avert the hour of its birth. Dumb and petrified

by very force of the will within him, he waited
immovable on the spot of carpet, while his eyes saw
only the visible wreck of the woman who stood upon
his threshold. His dreams of her had been visions of

horror, but the most pitiable of them had fallen far

short of the reality as he saw it now. From her

streaked blonde hair, already powdered with gray, to

her exhausted bedraggled feet, which seemed hardly
to support her trembling body, she stood there, ter-

rible and full of anguish, like the most tragic ghost of

his imaginary horrors. Face to face with each other

they were held speechless by the knowledge that

there was no word by which the past might be justified

or the future made any easier for them to meet; and
as in all great instants of life the thing that was said

between them was uttered at last in an unbroken
silence.

Then as they stood there a slight sound changed
the atmosphere of the room. The shade of the lamp,

which Adams had raised too high, cracked with a

sharp noise and fell to the floor in broken pieces ; and
at the shock Connie gave a hysterical shriek and
lifted to Adams the frightened glance of her ignorant

blue eyes.

"I—I had nowhere to go and I am very tired,"

she said, in her old tone of childish irritation, "I

don't think I was ever so tired in my life before."

Her voice snapped the icy constraint which held him

and he knew now that he was ready to face the hour

on its own terms. His will was as the strength of the

strong, and he felt standing there, that he would ask
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down the emptied bowl. The words brought a

quick moisture of recollection to his eyes, and he

found himself asking if the time had come at last

when Connie could find pleasure in the taste of bread

and milk?

After this she lay motionless on the floor until

he carried her upstairs and placed her upon the bed
as he had done so often on her past reckless nights.

But there was no remembrance in his mind now of

that former service ; and as he turned on the electric

light and drew the blankets over her shivering bodv,

he was hardly surprised even by the readiness with

which events, left perfectly alone, had managed to

adjust themselves. Why he had acted as he had

done, he could not have told ; had he stopped to think

of it he would probably have said that he had seen

no other way. Connie as his wife, as the mother
even of his dead child, had come to mean nothing to

him any more; but Connie as something far deeper

than this—as the object of inexhaustible compassion,

as the tragedy of mortal failure—possessed now a

significance which no human relation could cover by

a name. Beyond the abandoned wife, he could see

—not less clearly than on that night when he had

waited in the snow outside the opera house—the

small terrified soul caught in a web of circumstance

from which there was no escape.

Standing at daybreak in the centre of his study

floor, he remembered the last hvmible look with which

she had closed her eyes ; and he saw in it a gratitude

that was like the first faint dawning of the daybreak.

For the first time in his life he had watched in Connie's

eyes the struggle for consciousness which was as the
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CHAPTER IV

Adams Watches in the Night and Sees the

Dawn

For a week after her home-coming Connie lay ill

and almost unconscious in her chamber. Since her

first wild outburst on the night of her return she had
allowed no hint of remorse or gratitude to break

through the obstinate '-jnce upon her lips; and the

impression she gave Adams, on his occasional visits to

her room, was of a soul and body too exhausted for

even the slightest emotional activity. She had

made of her life what her desire prompted; and she

seemed to suggest now, lying there wrecked and

silent, that the end of all self-gratification is in utter

weariness of spirit.

Then gradually, as the long June days went by, life

appeared feebly to renew itself and move within her.

At first it was only a look, raised to Adams, when he

bent over her, with something of the pathetic, ex-

pectant wonder of a sick child ; then a helpless expres-

sive gesture, and at last he found in her eye a clearer

and fuller recognition of her surroundings and of

himself. The gratitude he had seen on that terrible

night surprised him again one day as he spoke to her;

and after this he began to watch for its reappearance

with an eagerness which he himself found it difficult

to understand. Of all virtues gratitude was most

334
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III
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He was still putting these questions to himself,

when, coming in one afternoon from his office, he

found Connie, wearing a loose fitting wrapper of some

pale coloured muslin, awaiting him in an easy chair

beside her window. It was the first time that she

had left her bed; and when he offered a few cheerful

congratulations upon her recovered strength, she

looked up at him with a face which still showed

signs of the hideous ravages of the last few months.

In her hollowed cheeks, in her quivering unsteady

lips, and in the dull grayness of her hair, from which

the golden dye had faded, he could find now no faint

traces of that delicate beauty he had loved. At

less than thirty years she looked the embodiment

of uncontrolled and reckless middle-age.

"It isn't that I'm really better—not really," she

said, in answer to his look almost more than to his

words, "but the doctor told me that I must get up

and dress to-day. He wants me to go to the hospital

this afternoon."

Her voice was so composed—so unlike the usual

nervous quiver of her speech—that at first he could

only repeat her words in the vague blankness of his

surprise.

"To the hospital? Then you are ill?"

"I asked him not to tell you," she replied, with a

tremor of the Ups which had almost the effect of a

smile, "he didn't understand—he couldn't, so 1

wanted you to hear it first from me. I'll never be

any better—I'll never get really well again—^without

such an operation—and he thinks, he says, that

it must be at once—^without delay."

As she spoke she stretched out her hand for a
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he had obtruded the personal element into a situation
which seemed so devoid of feeling.

"It was a pity," she returned to his surprise very
quietly; and without looking at him, she spoke
presently in a voice which struck him as having a
strange quality of hollowness, "it was a pity; but it
can't be helped. You might try and try because
you're made that way. but it wouldn't, in the end do
the very least bit of good. If I live till to-morJ-ow
and get well and come out of the hospital, it will
all be over just exactly what it was before. Not at
first, perhaps—oh, I know, not at first!—but after-
ward, when things bored me, the taste would come
back again."

"Hush!" he said quickly, with a forward move-
ment, "hush! you shall not think such things!"
"The taste would come back again!" she repeated

with a kind of savage sternness. "I am not strong
and the doctor told me long ago that there was no
cure."

"Then he lied—there is always a cure."
"There is not—there is not," she insisted harshly,

dwelling upon the words because in them she found
a keen agony which relieved her lethargy of bitter-
ness, "I am different no at for a while, but it would
not last. I am very tired, but after I have rested "

" What would not last ? " he broke in, as she hesitated
over her unfinished sentence.

For a long pause she waited, searching in vain, he
saw, for some phrase which might describe the thing
she had not as yet thought out clearly in her own
dazed mind. Then, at last, she spoke almost in a
whisper, "the freedom."
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she appeared to him to have passed in her misery

beyond the bounds where any human sympathy could

be of use. She was no longer his wife, nor he her

husband; she was no longer even a fellow mortal

between whom and himself there might be some

common ground of understanding. Absolutely alone

and unapproachable, he knew that she had reached

the ultimate desolation of her soul.

" It was because you did not send me away that I

have told you," she said quietly. "It is because,

too, I want you to know that I—understand,"

To the end her thoughts were but poor faltering,

half-developed things; yet he knew what she meant

to say, though she, herself, had divined it only

through some pathetic* dumb instinct.

" I think I know what you mean," he said presently,

when it appeared to him that her confession was

over; but after he had spoken she took up her sen-

tence with the dead calm in which she had come to

rest.

"There's no use saying that I'm sorry and yet—

I

am sorry."

Her look of weariness was so great that with the

words she seemed to lose instantly her remaining

strength; and he gathered in her silence, an impression

that she was reaching blindly out to him for help.

" Promise me that you will stay with me as long as

they will let you?" she implored, with a quick return

to her convulsion of childish terror.

He promised readily; but when the time came for

her to go, she had entirely recovered her aspect of

listless fortitude, and during the short drive to the

hospital, she talked, without stopping, of perfectly
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away and entered the little waiting room at the
other end of the hall. The place stifled him with
the odours of chloroform and ether, and going to the
window, he threw open the blinds and leaned out into
the street. With the first breath of air in his face
he realised that it was he, and not Connie, who had
turned coward at the end; and he wondered if it were
merely waning ^-itality which had assumed in her
an appearance of such natural dignity. She had
lived her life in terror of imaginary horrors and
now in presence of the actual suffering she could
show herself to be absolutely unafraid. Not she but
he, himself, now shivered at the thought of her
unconscious body in the surgeon's hands, and he
felt that it would be a positive relief to change places
with her at the instant—to confront in her stead
either the returning pangs of consciousness or the
greater mystery of her unawakening.

In the small, newly painted room, which smelt of
chloroform and varnish, he sat staring through the
half open door to the hall where a surgeon, wearing
a shirt with roUed-up sleeves, had just hurried by.A nurse passed carrying a basin from which a light
steam rose; then a young doctor with a brown leather
bag, and presently a second surgeon, who walked
rapidly, and turned up his cuffs over his fat arms
just before he reached the threshold.

Connie was no longer his wife, Adams had told
himself; and yet this fact seemed not in the least to
^ssen the importance of the news which he awaited.
For the first time he understood cleariy how trivial
are any mere social relations between man and
woman.
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the torn and soiled shreds of hers ; of Kemper, stripped
of kis and yet making the pretence that it had not
left him naked; of Perry Bridewell, dragging his
through the defiling mire that led to emptiness ; and
then of all the miserable multitude of those that
live for pleasure. And he saw them, one and ali,

bound to the wheel which turned even as he
looked.

The door across the hall openta and they brought
Connie out, breathing quietly and still unconscious.
He followed the stretcher downstairs ; but after they
had placed her upon the bed, he came back again and
sat down, as before, in the little stuffy room. Pres-
ently he would go home, he thought, but as the night
wore on, he became too exhausted for further effort,

and closing his eyes at last, he fell heavily asleep.

When he awoke the day was already breaking, and
the electric light burned dimly in the general wash
of grayness. About him the atmosphere had a
strangely sketchy effect, as if it had been laid on
crudely with a few strokes from a paint brush.
The window was still open, and going over to it he

leaned out and stood for several minutes, too tired

to make the necessary effort to collect his thoughts,
while he looked across the sleeping city to the pale
amber dawn which was beginning to streak the sky
with colour. The silence was very great; in the
faint light the ordinary objects upon which he gaaed—
the familiar look of the houses and the streets—ap-
peared to him less the forms of a material substance
than the result of some shadowy projection of mind.
All the earth and sky showed suddenly as belonging
to this same transient manifestation of thought; and
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She stopped and paused hesitating for an instant-
then meeting the quiet question in his look, rhe
added simply, "Your wife died, still unconscious, an
hour ago."

Kf
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she would have been greatly influenced by such a
necessity," she comiiented blandly.

"I'd like all the same to know how he would have
met the difficulty, for that he would have met it, I

am perfectly n^sured."

"Well, I, for one, can afford to leave my curiosity

unsatisfied," responded Gerty; then she added in a
voice that was almost serious. " Do you know there's

really something strangely loveable about the man.
I sometimes think," she concluded with her fantastic

humour, " that I might have married him myself with
very little effort on either side."

"And Uved happily forever after on the Inter-

national Review?"

"Oh, I don't know but what it would be quite

as easy as to Uve on clothes. I don't believe poverty,

after all, is a bit worse than boredom. What one
wants is to be interested, and if one isn't, life is pretty

much the same in a surface car or in an automobile.
I don't believe I should have minded surface cars the

least bit," she finished pensively.

"Wait till you've tried them—I have."
" What really matters is the one great thing," pur-

sued Gerty with a positive philosophy, "and money has

about as much rrlation to happiness as the frame has

to the finished picture—all it does is to show it off to

the world. Now I like being shown off, I admit—but
I'd like it all the better if there we/e a little more of

the stuff upon the canvas."

"If you were only as happy as I ami" said Laura
softly.

For a moment Gerty looked at her with a

sweetness in which there was an almost maternal

I
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poetic face of the woman before her, she found herself

asking, almost in terror, if it were possible that her

friend was notonly reconciled but positively enamoured
of the world ? Had Laura, also, entered into a rivalry

which would be as relentless and more futile than her

own? Would she, too, waste her life in an effort to

give substance to a shadow and to render permanent
the most impermanent of earthly things? But the

question came and went so abruptly that the minute
afterward she had entirely forgotten the passage of it

through her mind.

"What a bore of a summer I shall have," she ob-

served lightly, with one of those swift changes of sub-

ject so characteristic of her restless temperament.
"The doctor has ordered me back to camp in the

Adirondacks, and unless Arnold and yourself take

pity on me heaven knows whether I'll be any better

than a fungus by the autumn."
She was arranging her veil before the mirror as she

spoke, and she paused now to survey with a dis-

satisfied frown one of the large black spots which had

settled across her nose. "I told Camille I couldn't

stand dots like these," she remarked with an equally

irrelevant flash of irritation.

"Of course I'll come for July if you ask me," replied

Laura, ignoring the question of the veil for the sake

of the more important issue, "I can't answer for

Arnold, but I think it's rather what he's looking for-

ward to."

*'0h, he told me yesterday that he'd come if I

could persuade you. He didn't have the good

manners to leave me in doubt as to what the

attraction for him would be."

:,lllir.
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count on you both for July?" she asked without the
slightest change in her flippant tone, "and I'll try
to decoy Billy Lancaster for August. He's still young
enough to find the virgin forest congenial company."

"But I thought Perry hated him I" exclaimed
Laura, in surprise.

"He does—perfectly—but I can't see that you've
made an argument out of that. Billy's really very
handsome—I wish you knew him—he's one of the
few men of my acquaintance who has any hair left

on the top of his bead."

Her flippancy, her sha • wness left Laura for a
minute in doubt as to he she should accept her
words. Then rising from her chair, she laid her
restraining hands on Gerty's shoulders.

" My darling, do be careful," she entreated.
The shoulders beneath her hands rose in an in-

different shrug. "Oh, I've been careful," laughed
Gerty, "but it isn't any fun. Perry isn't careful and
he gets a great deal more out of life than I do."
"A great deal more of what?" demanded Laura.
For an instant Gerty thought attentively, while

the mocking gayety changed to a serious hardness
upon her face.

"More forgetfulness," she answered presently.
"That's what we all want isn't it? Call it by what
name you will—religion, dissipation, morphia-
what we are all trying to do is to intoxicate our-
selves into forgetting that life is life."

"But it isn't what I want," insisted Laura, "I
want to feel everything and to know that I feel

it."

"Well, you're different," rejoined Gerty. "What
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on her gloves while she bent over and kissed Laura
upon the cheek.

"Goodbye, dear, if Baiy turns out to be any real
comfort, I'll share him with you."
"Oh, I have a Billy of my own!" retorted

Laura; and though her words were mirthful
there was a seriousness in her look which lasted long
after the door had closed upon her friend. She was
thinking of Adams, wondering if she should write
to him, and how she should word her note ; and whether
any expression of sympathy would not sound both
trivial and absurd ? Then it seemed to her that there
was nothing that she could say because she realised
that she stood now at an impassable distance from
him. The connection of thought even which had
existed between them was snapped at the instant;
and she felt that she was no longer interested in the
things which had once absorbed them. The
friendship was still there, she supposed, but the
spirit of each, the thoughts, the very language, had
become strangely different, and she told herself that
she could no longer speak to him since she had lost
the power to speak in any words he might understand.

" How can I pretend to value what no longer even
interests me?" she thought, "and if I attempt to
explain—if I tell him that my whole nature has
changed because I have chosen one thing from out
the many—what possible good, after all, could come
of putting this into words? Suppose I say to him
quite frankly: 'I am content to let everything else
go since I have found happiness?' And yet is it true
that I have found it? and how do I know that this

is really happiness, after all?"

pfe*
^^^
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she knew, was familiar with it all—had travelled step
by step over the road before her—yet, she realis'^J

that she found no help in Gerty, nor in any other
human being—for was it not ordained in the beginning
that every man must come at last into the knowledge
of the spirit only through the confirming agony
of flesh?

"No, I am not happy now because he is not utterly

and entirely mine," she thought, "there are only a

few hours of the day when he is with me—all the

rest of the twenty-four he leads a life of which I

know nothing, which I cannot even follow in my
thoughts. Whom does he see in those hours ? and of

what does he think when I am not with him ? Next
week in the Adirondacks we shall be together without
interruption, and then I shall discern his real and
hidden self—then I shall understand him as fully

as I wish to be understood." And that coming
month appeared to her suddenly as luminous with

happiness. Here, now, she was dissatisfied and
incapable of rest, but just six days ahead of her

she saw the beginning of unspeakable joy. An im-

patient eagerness ran through her like a flame and

she began immediately the preparations for her

visit.

"^ :.",:»
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particular admiration for one's own conduct. Of all

states of mind the complacent suavity resulting from
self-esteem is, perhaps, the most pleasantly apparent
in one's attitude to others ; and no sooner had Kemper
assured himself that he had made an unusual sacrifice

for Laura than he was rewarded by the overwhelming
conviction that she was more than worth it all. In
some way peculiar to the emotions her value in-

creased in direct relation to the amount of pleasure

he told himself he had given up for her sake.

When at last he had freed himself from a few
financial worries he had lingered to attend to, and
was hurrying toward her in the night express which
left New York, he assured himself that now for the

first time he was comfortably settled in a state which
might be reasonably expected to endure. The care-

less first impulse of his affection would wane, he knew
—it were as useless to regret the inevitable passing

of the spring—but beyond this was it not possible that

Laura might hold his interest by qualities more per-

manent than any transient exaltation of the emotions?
He thought of the soul in her face rather than of the

mere changing accident of form—of the smile which
moved like an edge of light across her eyes and lips—

and this rare spiritual quality in her appearance
appealed to him at the instant as vividly as it had

done on the first day he saw her. This charm of

strangeness had worn with him as nothing in the

domain of the sensations had worn in his life before.

In the smoking car, when he entered it a little

later, he found a man named Barclay, whom he saw

sometimes at his club; and they sat talking together

until long after midnight. Barclay was a keen.
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least from the admiration with which Barclay
inspired him. This was a hfe that counted ! he thou-ht
with generous enthusiasm; and success incarnate, he
felt, was riding beside him in the train.

Barclay had drawn a paper from his pocket, and
was following the list of figures with the point of his

toothpick. Though there was but one subject upon
which he possessed even the rudiments of knowledge,
the fact that he could speak with authority in a

single department of life had conferred upon him a

certain dignity of manner; and so Kemper, as he

fell into conversation with him, found himself wishing

that he might arrange to be thrown with him during

the month of his vacation. Money, though he

himself was ignorant of it, possessed almost as vital

an attraction for him as he found in love.

But the next morning, when he descended from
the train and saw Laura awaiting him against a

green background of forest, all recollection of Barclay

and his financial genius, was swept from his thoughts.

As he looked at her small distinguished figure, and

met her charming eyes, radiant with love, he told

himself that he had, indeed, got to the good place

in his life at last. The pressure of her hand, the

surrender in her look, the tremor of her voice, ap-

pealed to his inflammable senses with a freshness

which he found as delicious as the dawn in which

they stood.

" To think that I'm only beginning to live when I've

past forty years!" he exclaimed, as they rolled in the

'ittle cart over the forest road.

Laura held the reins, and while she drove he flung

his arm about her with a ^oyish laugh.

.1
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blue gown against the balsam. In the very intensity

of his enjoyment there was at certain instants almost

a terrified presentiment; and following this there

were periods of flagging impulse when he asked him-

self indifferently if a life of the emotions brought as

its Nemesis an essential incapacity for love? If

Laura had only kept up the pursuit a little longer,

he complained once in a despondent mood, if she

had only fluttered her tinted veil as skilfully as a

woman of the world might have done. " Yet was it

not for this unworldliness—for this lack of artifice

in her—that I first loved her?" he demanded, indig-

nant with her, with nature, with himself. She

had surrendered her soul, he realised, with the

frankness of inexperience; the excitement of the

chase was now over forever, ?,nd he saw stretching

ahead of him only the radiant monotony of love.

Was the satiety with which, in these listless in?tants,

he looked forward to it merely, he questioned bitterly,

the inevitable end to which his life had reached?

Lying in a hammock on the broad piazza of Gerty's

camp, he asked himself the question while he watched

Laura, who stood at a little distance examining

some decorations for the hall.

"Oh, I'd choose the green tapestry by all means,"

he heard her say; and he told himself as he listened

to the ordinary words that if she had been a perfect

stranger to him he would have known her voice for

the voice of a woman who was in love. Was she

really lacking, he asked himself in amusement, in the

quality which he called for want of a better phrase—
" the finesse of sentiment ? " or was the angelic candour

of her emotion only the outward expression of that

I* 1! ' i
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with Perry's wife—and yet, by Jove, I'd like to know
what she felt about it all. I'm glad," he added
earnestly after a moment, "that Laura doesn't

happen to be the flirtatious kind." Nevertheless he
continued to wonder, as he looked at the sunlight

on Gerty's hair, if there could have been, after all, a
grain of truth in those hints she had so carelessly

let fall.

• •"••
Early in August Laura was summoned home by

the illness of Angela; and Kemper, after a few days
spent with her in the city, started upon a yachting
cruise which occupied him for two weeks. On the dav
of his return, when as yet he had not seen Laura he,

accidentally ran across Adams shortly before the

luncheon hour.

"Look here, old chap, let's lunch together at the

club," he suggested, adding with a laugh, "if I let

you go now, heaven knows when I'll be so fortunate

as to knock up against you any more."
Adams readily agreed; and a little later, as they

sat opposite each other at table, he showed, as usual,

a sincere enough enjoyment of his companion's
society. Though he had never taken Kemper as

he said, "quite seriously." there were few men whom
he found it pleasanter to meet at dinner.

"I wish you came more in my way," he observed,

while Kemper gave the order, with the absorbed

attention he devoted to such details, " I don't believe

I've laid eyes on you but once in the last six months."

"Oh, you've something better to think of," re-

turned Kemper carelessly. "Do you know," he

pursued after a moment's thought, " I'm sometimes
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old hxunan longing for her awoke and stirred rest-

lessly again in his heart.

"Yes, the only thing is to have one particular

interest," resumed Kemper, "to occupy oneself

with something that is eternally worth while. Now,
look at Barclay—I went up in the train with him
to the Adirondacks, and, upon my word, I never
envied a man more in my whole life. You know
Barclay, don't you?"
Adams nodded. " I'd find a Uttle of his financial

ability rather useful myself," he observed. Then he

broke into a boyish laugh at a recollection the name
aroused, "the last time I had a talk with him was at

the beginning of our war with Spain, and he told

me he was interested in news from the front because

he happened to own some Spanish bonds."

Kemper joined in the laugh. "Oh, he's narrow,

of course," he replied, "but all the same I'd like the

chance to get in his place. By Jove, I don't believe

he's ever bored a minute of the day!" And it

seemed to him, as he thought of Barclay, that his

own life held nothing for him but boredom from this

time on.
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way produced by the animated street, the changing
November brightness and the crispness of frost which
was in the air. Then he caught sight of a miUincr's

pretty assistant carrying a hat box along the side-

walk, and his gaze hung with pleasure upon her trim

and graceful figure in a cheap cloth coat bordered

with imitation ermine. A feeling of benevolence, of

universal good will pervaded his heart; his chest

expanded in a sigh of thankfulness, and it seemed
to him that he asked nothing better than to be alive.

He was in the mood when a man is grateful to God,

charitable to himself and generous to his creditors.

The cab stopped before his door, and while he paid

the man, he gavi careful directions to Wilkins about

the removal of his shooting traps. Then he entered

the apartment house, and passing the elevator with

his rapid step, went gayly humming up the staircase.

On ine third landing he paused a moment to catch

his breath, and as he laid his hand, the instant after-

ward, on the door of his sitting-room, he became
aware of a faint, familiar, and yet almost forgotten

perfume, which entered his nostrils from the apart-

ment before which he stood. The perfume, distant

as it was, revived in him instantly, with that curious

association between odours and visual memory, a

recollection which might otherwise have slumbered

for years in his brain—and though he had not thought

of Jennie Alta once during the summer and autumn
months, there rose immediately before him now
the memory of her dressing table with the silver box

in which she kept some rare highly scented powder.

Every incident of his acquaintance with her thronged

in a disordered series through his brain; and it was
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"I'd starve before I'd sing again l»y that old

contract," she responded. "No, it's not opera-
Parker refused to pay me what I asked and I hiM out
to the end—I shall sing in concert for the first time,

and I shan't be happy until I have every seat in the
opera house left empty."
He laughed with an acute enjoyment of her re-

pressed violence. "Oh, you're welcome to mine,"
he returned good-humouredly, "but what is the day
of your grent first battle?"

"Not until December. I'm going West and South
before I sing in New York."

"Then you aren't here for much of a stay, after

all?"

She shook her head and the orange coloured wings
in her hat waved to and fro.

"Only a few days at a time. After Christmas I

sail back again. In February I'm engaged for

Monte Carlo."

Then her expression underwent a curious change-
as if personality, colour, passion pulsed into her half

averted face—and the hard professional tones in

which she had spoken were sof^ened as if by an

awakening memory.
" So you still keep my portrait, I see," she observed,

lifting her eyes to the picture above the mantel,

"you don't hate me, then, so bitterly as I thought."

He shrugged his shoulders with the gestiu-e he had

acquired abroad.

"I did take it down, but it left a smudge on the

wall, so I had to put it back again."

"Then you sometimes think of me?" she enquired,

with curiosity.



KEMPER IS PUZZLED
37«

"Not when I can heln i> •• >,

"i» ironic Pleasant ^\';'r"'t"'''
''"'^'""'^

which .howcd plainly „ tTfJ . T u"
"'"'"°"

'- the r„st time, to Lnd Icrirn'^"
"'•'"=''"''•

«.mc definite achiU-cment
'"'"••"«<^"'--' toward

"And is that alwavs pi«v?" ou , ,

of mere flippant banter ' ''^'^' ^" ^ ^°"«

A petty impulse of revenyo ln„f ^u

tr':r!fi--tdt..r^^^^^^
"he's Pot mo • ' ^"° commented franklv
«
'e Ta ^ " r lin"'^' T'''°"~' ""-

"'°°<''

about the moutl"
""' ""'

^ "" "P^n smirk

re^eXed-thrcii'';:,!;'";"'''^^ ^--h »«

ohoek rounded™ .he "*'','l^
'°™='<'' '"e

i"«ant he waited haff'.l.'''^'"'""''-''"'' '°' ^'>

and honey w™,d ^U t""?
""" "" ™'" "' "i""

afterward.
"°'''' ""^ ''''"IW th' instant

he"«l;krr
""^''"^'^ " ^ ^-"^ '-^ Kl^eness."

ous," si:Lw tivr''"'' "^ "^"'^ "<'-
Ac oT,

^" annoyance.

'ur w srp^p^fir h'"';."'^
'^^"'"•«' '"' ->-"«

necklace of Venu" aM ' ^r"' """ "^ ^^^ '"=

't„^
her co^-r-Ls tjUt"""^ »' ""^'^ '»"

On the contrary I admire you very much when

Ji

'- !|

t 6

b-^h

fi.



37a THE WHEEL OP LIFE

f^ >"*'

you are in a good humour," he observed in his genial
railleiy.

"Then you thought I had a temper?"
He laughed softly, as if at a returning recollection.

"A perfectly artistic one," he answered.
Her annoyance disappeared ber^ath his gaze, and

the smile he had but half forgotten—a faint sweet
ripple of expression, which seemed less the result of
an inner working of intelligence than of some out-
ward fascination in the curve of mouth and chin-
hovered, while he watched her attentively, upon her
bright red lips. In the making of her the soul he
recognised had dissolved into the senses; and yet the

accident of her one exquisite gift had conferred upon
her the effect, if not the quality of genius. Because
of the voice in her throat she appeared to stand apart
by some divine election of nature.

"I believe I did slap your face once," she confessed,

laughing, "but I begged your pardon afterward—and
you must admit that you were sometimes trying."

"Perhaps—but what's the use of bringing all this

up now? It's well over, isn't it?"

"Isn't it?" she repeated softly; and he had an odd
impression that her voice was melting into liquid

honey. The thought made him laugh aloud and at the

sound she relapsed quickly into her indifferent attitude.

"Of course, it's over," she resumed promptly. "If

it were not over—if I didn't feel myself entirely safe-
do )rou think that I'd ever dare come back again?"
The absence of any hint of emotion in her words

produced in him an agreeable feeling of security, and
for the first time he went so close to her that he might
almost have touched her hand.

I
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"Is it morality?" she rejoined sweetly, "I thought
it was experience."

"Well, any way, you're right and I'm moral," he
remarked, "the joy of living, after all, is not in having
a thing, but in wanting it."

"Which proves, as I have said," she concluded,
"that one love is as good as a thousand."
There was a sharp edge of ridicule to his glance;

but the words he spoke were uttered from some mere
impulse of audacity.

"I wonder if I taught you that?" he questioned.
Leaning slightly forward she clasped her large

white hands upon her knees; and the position, while
she kept it, showed plainly the rounded ample length
of her figure.

"I might tell you the truth—but, after all, why
should I?" she demanded.
An emotional curiosity which was almost as power-

ful as love flamed in his face. How much or how
little did she feel? he wondered; and the vanity which
was the inspiration of his largest as well as his smallest
passion, dominated for the time all other impressions
which she produced.

"Would it be possible for you to tell the truth
if you tried?" he asked.

"I never try—all the harm on earth comes from
women telling men the truth. It is the woman who
tells the truth who becomes—a door mat. If I ever
felt myself in danger of speaking the truth—"
she hesitated for a quick breath, while her eyes drew
his gaze as by a cord—"I would run away."

It was his turn to breathe quickly now. "You
did nm away—once."

^A=t—
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"Has she money?" was her first enquiry at the end
of her examination.

"If she has I am not aware of it," he retorted
angrily,

"Well, I wonder what you see in her," she re-

marked, with her attentive gaze still upon the picture
"though she looks as if she'd never let a man go if

she once got hold of him."

Her vulgar insolence worked him into an uncon-
trollable spasm of anger; and with a smothered oath
he wrenched the photograph from her and flung it

into the open drawer of his desk.

"She is too sa "\ to me to be made the subject
of your criticism, ' le exclaimed.

Whether she was frankly offended or unaffectedly
amused he could not tell, but she burst into so

musical a laugh that he found himself listening to it

with positive pleasure.

"There! there! don't be foolish—I was only joking,"
she returned, "please don't think for one minute
that it's worth my while to be jealous of you."

"I don't think so," he replied, with open annoy-
ance, "but I wish you wouldn't come here."

She had taken up her fur and stood r wrapping
it about her throat, while her eyes were i^ upon him
with an expression he found it impossible to read.

Was it anger, seduction, passion or disappointment?
Or was it some deeper feeling than he had ever

believed it possible for her face to show?
"It is the last time, I promise you," she said, "but

do you know why I came this afternoon?"
"Why?—no, and I doubt if you do."
For a moment she was silent; then he watched
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with an eflfort, he crossed the room and laid his hand
upon the door.

"It was over forever two years ago," he said, "and
now good-bye 1"

He held out his hand, but without taking it, she
stood motionless while she looked at him with her
unchanging smile.

"Then I'll let it be good-bye," she answered, "but
not this way—not just like this

"

Her voice mocked him; and moved by an impulse
which was half daring, half vanity, he closed the door
again and came back to where she stood.

"So long as it's good-bye, I'll have it any way you
wish," he said.

r
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of enkindling his imaginary picture of her; and ihe
eagerness with which he now looked forward to his
visit completely crowded from his mind the recollec-
tion that, but for his own fault, he might have seen
her with as little effort on the evening before.
As he sat there over his breakfast, with an unfolded

newspaper on the table beside him, he realised, in a
proper spirit of thankfulness, that he had never felt
himself to be in a more thoroughly domestic mood.
His face, in which the clear red from his country
trip was still visible, settled immediately into its
most genial lines, while he expanded his chest with a
deep breath which strained the topmost button on
the new English waistcoat which he wore. The
sober prospect of marriage no longer annoyed him
when he thought of it, and he could even look forward
complacently to seeing the same woman opposite to
him at breakfast for twenty years.
"By Jove, I've come to the place when to settle

down and Uve quietl. is the best thing I can do,"
he concluded, as he helped himself to marmalade.
" I've reached the time of life when a man has to pull
up and go easily or else break to pieces. It's aU
very well to take one's fling in youth, but middle age
is the period for retrenchment."
Then, while he still congratulated himself upon the

expediency of virtue, another image appeared in his
reflections, and the paternal instinct, so strong in
men of his kind, responded instantly to the argument
which clothed his mere natural impulse. Marriage,
he told himself, would mean a son of his own, and the
stability which he had always missed in any relation
with a woman would be secured through the responsi-
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"You were in town last night," she said, and by
her look more than her words he was brought face
to face with the suspicion that she was capable of a
jealous outburst.

"I wanted to come, but I couldn't," he answered,
with an attempt at his quizzical humour. "

I rushed
here as soon as I dared this morning—isn't that enough
to prove something?"
Again he made a movement to take her in his arms,

but her face was so unyielding that his hands, which
he had outstretched, fell to his sides. From the look
in her eyes he could almost believe that she had grown
to hate him in the night; and at the thought his
earlier impetuous emotion flamed in his heart.

"Don't lie to me," she said passionately, "there's
nothing I hate so much as a lie."

"I never lied to you in my life," he answered, as
he drew back with an exprf;.^don of cold reproach—
for it seemed to him that her attack had offered an
unpardonable affront to his honour.

" When you did not come I sent a note to you—

I

feared something had happened—I hardly knew
what—but something. The note came back. They
told the messenger " the words were wrenched
out of her as by some act of bodily torture, and, at
last, in spite of her struggle, she could go no further.
Pausing she looked at him in silence, while her hand
pressed into her bosom as if to keep down by phy,sical
force the passion which she could no longer control
by a mental effort. The violence of temper which in a
coarser—a more flesh-and-blood beauty—would have
been repelling and almost vulgar, was in her chastened
and i,nnobled by the ethereal quality In her outward
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be blunted again and she would suffer, she kncv/;
but now, while she stood there face to face with him,
she could not feel that he bore any \ ital part in her
existence.

"You must believe whatever your feeling for me
dictates," he retorted. "I shall not stoop to meet a
charge of which I am still ignorant—I have loved
you," he added, "mere than I have ever loved any
man or woman in my life."

"You have never loved me—you do not love me
now," she responded coolly.

.
She had not meant to speak the words; they held

no particular meaning for her ears ; and yet they had
ro sooner passed her lips than she had a strange
impression that they remained like detached, living

things in the space between them. Why she had
spoken as she had done, she could not tell, nor why
she had really cared so little at the instant when she
had uttererl her passionate reproach. Then she re-

membered a v'. ooden figure she had once seen on the

stage—a figure that walked and moved its arms
and uttered sounds which rrocmbled a hvunan voice

—and it seemed to her that she, herself, was this

figure and that her gestures and the words she spoke
were the result of the hidden automaton within her.

She saw him pass to the door, look back once, and
then leave the room with his rapid step, and while her

eyes followed him, she felt that the man who had
just gone from her with that angry glance was a

different individual from the man y/hom she still

loved and for whom she would presently suffer an
agony of longing. Then as the sound of the hall door

closing sharply fell on her ears, she passed instantly

m
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"What a damned fool I made of myself," he con-
fessed, as he walked rapidly away from Gramercy
Park. "I got no pleasure from seeing Jennie Alta—
not an atom of enjoyment even—and yet I've ruined
my whole life because of he. , and the chances are nine
to one that if I had it to go over I'd act the same
blooming idiot again. And all the time I'm more in
love with Laura than I've ever been with any woman
in my life. Here's the whole happiness of my future
swept away at a single blow."
And the domestic dream which Madame Alta had

destroyed was mapped out for him by his imagination,
until she seemed, not only to have prevented his
marriage, but, by some singular eccentricity of feeling,
to have murdered the son who had played so large
a part in his confident expectations.
"But why should this have happened to me when

I'm no wors than other men?" he questioned,
"when I'm even better than a hundred whom I
know? I've nevei willingly harmed any human
being in my life—I've never cheated, I've never lied
to get myself out of a tight place, I've never breathed
a word against the reputation of any woman." He
thought of Brady, who, although he was a cad and
had ruined Connie Adams, was now reconciled with
his wife and received everywhere he went; of Perry
Bridewell whose numerous affairs had never inter-
fered with either his domestic existence or his appetite.
Beside either of these men he felt himself to glow
inwardly with viri:ue, yet he saw that his greater
decency had not in the least prevented his receiving
the larger punishment; and it seemed to him that he
must be pursued by some malign destiny because,
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beginning of her heart-broken entreaty for reconcilia-
tion. While he read it there was recognition in his
thoughts for no feeling except his rapture in her
recovery, and he took up his pen with a hand which
trembled in the shock of his reaction from despair to
happiness. Then, while he still hesitated, in a mixture
of self-reproach and tenderness, there was a knock at
his door, it opened and shut quickly, with an aliupt-
ness which even in inanimate things speak of excite-
ment, and Laura, herself, breathing rapidly and very
pale, came hurriedly across the room.

"I could not stay away—you did not answer my
note—it would have killed me," she began brokenly;
and as he stretched out his arms she threw herself
into them with a biirst of tears.

"Oh, you angel 1" he exclaimed, in a tenderness
which was almost an ecstasy of feeling; and then,
moved by a passion of sympathy, he called her by
every endearing name his mind could catch at or
his voice utter. The depth of his nature responded
in all its voliune, as she lay there weeping for joy, in
his arms, and in her coming to him as she had done
he beheld then only an exquisite proof of her nobility
of soul, of the vmworldly innocence for which he loved
her. In that embrace, for that one supreme instant,
their spirits touched more nearly than they had ever
done in the past or would ever do again in the future—
for even whii'j he held her the tide of being receded
from its violence and they drew apart.

"If you had only waited I should have come
to you at once," he said, looking at her in a
raptiu-e which, though he himself was ignorant of
it, struggled against a disappointment because she
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he uttered it, but, in his heart of hearts, he felt without
confessing it to himself, that his love had dropped
back from that divine height beyond which merehuman impulse becomes ideal passion.
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thoroughly the lover—yet in some way she admitted,
it had all been different from the deeper reunion she
had hoped for; there had come to her even while she
lay in his arms that strange, though familiar sense
of unreality in herown emotion ; and beneath the touch
of his hands she had felt herself to be separated from
him by the space of a whole inner world. Though
she appeared to have got everything, she realised,
with a pang of resentment directed against herself,'
that she had wanted a great deal more than he had
had the power to bestow. Could it be that the thing
she had missed was that finer sympathy of spirit
without which all human passion is but the withered
husk where the flower has never bloomed.?

" Is it true that I must be forever content with the
mere gesture of love ? " she thought. " Is it true that
I shall never reach his soul, which is surely there it

I coul'^ --id it? Has it eluded me, after all. only
becaupv id not know the way.?"

This longing for the immortal soul of love seized
her like an unquenchable thirst, until it seemed to
her that all outward forms of expression— all

embraces all words—were but dead earthly things
until the breath of the spirit had entered in to
raise them from mere trivial accidents into eternal
symbols.

Then suddenly she understood, for the first time,
that she had humiliated herself by going to his rooms,
and she felt her cheek burn in remembering a step
which she had taken, under the stress of feeling, with-
out an instant's hesitation. It seemed to her now,
when she looked back upon it, that it would have
been better to have lost him forever than to have
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for happiness, she asked, which had returned to her
now in the form of an avenging fury ?

At the comer of Fifth Avenue, while she stopped
upon the sidewalk to wait for the stage, she was
joined by Mr. Wilberforce, who told her that he had
just come from her house.

"I was particularly sorry to miss you," he added,
"because I brought a book of poems I wanted to talk
over with yoxi—the work of a young Irishman with a
touch of genius."

"Yes, yes," she responded vaguely, without know-
ing what she said. Literature appeared to her sud-
denly as the most uninteresting pursuit upon the
earth, and she longed to escape from the presence of

Mr. Wilberforce, because she knew that he would
weary her by ceaseless allusions to books which she no
longer read.

" I'm on my way to Gerty's—she made me promise
to come this afternoon," she explained hurriedly,

recalling with surprise that she had once found
pleasure in the companionship of this ineffectual old

man, with his placid face and his interminable dis-

cussions of books. Feeling that her impatience might
provoke her presently into an act of rudeness which
she would afterward regret, she held out her hand
while she signalled with the other to the approaching
stage.

"Come to-morrow when I shall be at home." she

said; and though she remembered that she would
probably spend the next afternoon with Kemper, this

suggestion of an untruth seemed at the time to make
no difference. A moment later as she seated herself

in the stage, she drew a long breath as if she had
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IJ:;

and chin. Ridiculous as her annoyance was, she
felt that it mounted through her veins and showed
in her reddening face.

"Since you are ill I'll not take Gerty away from
you to-day," she said, rising hastily.

"Oh, don't think of going on my account," replied
Perry, with a pale reflection of his amiable smile, "a
little cheerful company is the very thing I need."
Then, as a servant entered with a cup of tea and a
plate of toast, he sat up, with his invalid air, to receive
the tray upon his knees. "I manage to take a little

nourishment every hour or two," he explained, as
he crumbled his toast into bits.

"I've racked my brain to amuse him," remarked
Gerty, while she watched him gravely, " but he
can't get his mind off that possible attack of pneu-
monia, and he's even made me look up the death
rate from it in the bulletin of the Board of Health.
Do you think Arnold would come if I telephoned
him? or shall I send instead for Roger Adams? I

have even thought of writing invitations to his entire

club list."

"Oh, I'll send Arnold myself," rejoined Laura,
"he got back just last night, you know."
"I saw him coming up at five o'clock when I went

to the doctor's," returned Gerty; and this innocent
chance remark plunged Laura immediately into a

melancholy which not only arrested the words upon
her lips, but seemed to deaden her whole body even
to her hands which held her muff. An intolerable

suspicion seized her that they were aware of the

return of Madame Alta, that they blamed Arnold for

something of which they did not speak, that they
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her critical faculty, so long dominated by her feeling,
appeared now to have usurped the place which was
formerly held by her ideal image of him. But this
awakening of her intellect had no power whatever
over her love, which remained unaltered, and the one
result of her clearer mental vision was to destroy her
happiness, while it did not lessen the strength of her
emotion.

She glanced up at Adams as he walked beside her
in the pale sunshine, and the smile with which he
responded to her look, awoke in her the impulse to
confess to him the burden which oppressed her
thoughts. Realising that it would be impossible to
confide these things to any htmian being, she changed
the subject by asking him a trivial question about
Trent's play.

"There's no doubt of his success, I think," he
answered, "but just now his mind is absorbed with
other things. He's as deep in his love as he ever
was in his ambition." •

"So he has found her?" enquired Laura, with but
little animation. She was glad that Trent was happy
at last, but she could not force herself to feel an in-

terest in this love affair which was so unlike her own.
"Well, he didn't have to look far," rejoined Adams,

laughing, "he discovered her, I believe, in the same
apartment house. Some of us," he concluded a little

sadly, "go a good deal farther with considerably less

success."

"It does puzzle one," said Laura, thinking of Kem-
per, "that some people should find what they want
lying on their very doorstep, while others must go on
looking for it their whole lives through."
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which his htunour seemed to cover a memory which
she could not grasp.

"Oh, well, I'd have risked it!" he retorted almost
gayly.
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session she brought out her multitude of boxes and
unfolded her treasures of old lace.
At the time Laura looked on with listless inatten-

tion but two days later she returned in a change ofmood which put to blush the worldly materialism of
Mrs. Payne.

''Aunt Rosa, you're right," she said, "I haven't
paid half enough attention to my clothes. I believe
after all, that clothes are among the most important
thmgs m life."

"I regard it as a merciful providence that you have
conie to your senses in time," observed the old lady
with a sincerity which survived even the extravagance
into which her niece immediately plunged—for a^ter
looking carelessly over the contents of the large'white
boxes, Laura turned away as if disappointed, and
demanded in her next breath a sable coat.
"Arnold admired a woman in a sable coat yester-

day," she said, with a gravity which impressed Mrs
Payne as almost solemn.
But her reaction into the vanities of the world was

as short lived as her former disdain of them; and by
the time the sable coat arrived she had almost begun
to regret that she had ever asked for it. Since the
selection of it she had heard Kemper quite as care-
lessly express approval of an ermine wrap, and her
heart had suddenly sickened over the fruitlessness of
her ambition. She was still trying on the coat under
Mrs. Payne's eyes, when Gerty, coming in. as she
announced, to deliver a message, paused in the centre
of the room as if petrified into an attitude of ad-
miration.

"My dear, you're so gorgeous ^hat you look Uke
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woman beside whom I shall be utterly extinguished.
And there is no escape from this ; it is inevitable and
must happen." A shiver of disgust went through her,
and it seemed to her that she saw her life as plainly
as if the glass before her revealed her whole future
aad not merely her figure in the sable coat. She
shrank from her destiny, and yet she knew that in
spite of herself, she must still follow it; she longed for
her old freedom of spirit, and instead she struggled
helplessly in the net which her own temperament cast
about her. " Is it possible that I can ever enter into
this warfare which I have always despised?" she
asked, "into this conflict of self against self, of vanity
against vanity? Shall I, like Gerty, grow to fear and
to hate other women in my foolish effort to keep alive
a passion which I know to be worthless? Shall I

even come in the end to feel terror and suspicion in
my love for Gerty?" But this last thought was so
terrible to her that she lacked the courage with which
to face it, and so she put it now resolutely aside as she
had learned to put aside at will all the disturbing
questions which her conscience asked.
"I know that you are over head and ears in it all,"

Gerty was saying, "and I sho-^ldn't have dropped in

if I hadn't just been called to the telephone by
Arnold. He was, of course, rushing off to a meeting
about those everlasting mines—Perry's in it, too. and
it's really helped his mind to get the better of his

lungs at last."

"But I thought Arnold was coming this afternoon,"
returned Laura, a little hurt.

With a laughing glance at Mrs. Payne, who sat

count' ig silk stockings by the window. Gerty buried
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lection of the despondency, the tormenting doubts
of the last few weeks. Yes. all would go weU—all'
must go well in spite of everything she had imagined
Once married she would see this foolish foreboding
dissolve in air, and with the wedding ceremony she
woula enter into that cloudless happiness which she
had expected so confidently to find in the Adirondacks
This new hope possessed her instantly to the exclusion
of aU other ideas, and she clung to it as passionately
as she had clung to every illusion of the kind which
had presented itself to her imagination.
When they reached his rooms, Kemper had not

returned, and while Gerty amused herself by examin-
ing every photograph upon his desk and mantel
Laura drew a chair before the portrait, which was a
bold, half-length study painted with a daring breadth
of handling. The artist was a new French painter,
who had leaped into prominence because of a ceitain
extravagance of style which he affected; and his
work had taken Kemper's fancy as everything took
it either in art or in life which deviated in any marked
eccentricity from the ordinary level of culture or of ex-
perience.

•'There's something queer about it—I don't like
it," said Laura, with her first glance. "Why, it
makes him look almost brutal—there's a quality ili it
I'll never grow accustomed to."
Then, as she looked a moment longer at the picture

she saw that the quality in Kemper which the painter
had caught and arrested with an excellent technique
upon the canvas, was the resemblance to Perry
Bridewell which had oflfended her when she noticed
It the other day. It was there, evidently—this



THE END OP THE PATH ^,
foreign painter had seized unnn it .. »i.

cliaracteristic of Kem«"s fac^l? ,f
""' ="""'«

it in tlB portrait as hfh^H J^ ,?
'" ^"'""^ "P""

had attemptI p:^du^' ttl 't''l''
"^' "'

of the man as T^,^- ? """'' "" ''''«"=«

person^: wlut^^'f't ""'r ^"""^ °' »

temperan^L, n^\,t%«:' „ "T" ,„t Z f
MirCra-;'^ '"'^ "--" «» -« SHTt! btt

crossing the hall outside Th.
''evator and

Wilkins had reached J:rt;:s el^ atTr**""
""•

and she. too, sat now wtth IZ -'^""^ '"'*''*•

on the door whirfiL ^ enqmnng gaze bent

ample ptrnoTMadretta'^r^r ^t"
^^^

showed no tremor of surpri^but .^oH *?". '^

"reSi^^ir^r -'~-"- r^^^^^^

Her art hadT^f„ , ,
'' """"'"^ Sift conferred.

embarrassment of accident f,S
''«'-^a'»ve any

'0. a Single smiling^^X L^.y'^^:^.

^ i



4o8 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

peared more at home in her svirroundings than either
of the two women who stood, in silence, awaiting her
advance. With her ermine, her ostrich feathers,
her smile, and her scented powder, she impressed
Laura less as extinguishing her by the splendour of a
presence than as smothering her in the softness of
an effect. For it was at Laura that, after the first

gently enquiring glance, she levelled her words as
well as her caressing look.

"It was such a happy chance to meet you that I
couldn't let it slip," she said, as she bore down upon
her with a large, soft hand outstretched, " Mr. Kem-cr
has been so good a friend to me that I am overjoyed
to have the opportunity of telling you how much I
think of him. He has been really the greatest help
about some speculations, too—don't you think he
has quite a genius for that kind of thing?"
For a moment Laura looked at her in a siuprise

caused less by the other's entrance than by her own
inward composure. For weeks she had told herself
that she hated Madame Alta in her heart, yet, brought
face to face with her, feeling the soft pressure of her
hand, she realised that she had hated merely a
creature of straw and not this woman whose humanity
was, after all, of the same flesh and blood and spirit
as her own. By the wonder of her intuition she had
recognised in her first glance the thing which Kemper,
for all his woridly knowledge, had missed in his
more intimate association, and this was that the
soul of the woman before her had not perished, but
was still tossed wildly in the fires of art, of greed, of
sensuality. Between her lover and the prima donna
she knew that for this one instant at least, she was
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in a few minutes for tea, and in that case it wouldn't
be necessary for me to deliver so flattering a
message."

"Oh, but I want you to—I particularly want you
to," insisted the other, creating, as she rose, a lovely
commotion by the flutter of her lace veil and her
ostrich feathers. "I send him my liveliest con-
gratulations, and the part he'll like best is that I am
able to send them by you."

The door closed softly after her, and Gerty, going
to the window, threw it open with a bang which
seived as an outlet to the emotion sho lacked either

the coiu-age or the opportunity to put into words.
" I don't like her perfume," she observed, with an

affected contortion of her nostrils, "there's something
to be said for the odour of sanctity, after all."

"Why, I thought it delicious," returned Laura, as

if astonished. "It even occurred to me to ask her

where she got it."

"Well, I'm thankful you didn't," exclaimed
Gerty; and she concluded dismally after a moment,
" What hurts me most is to think I've wasted bouquets
on her over the footlights, for a more perfectly odious
person "

"I found her wonderfully handsome," remarked
Latu-a, in a voice which had a curious quality of

remoteness, as if she spoke from some dream-like

state of mental abstraction. "Wonderfully hand-
some," she insisted, indignant at the scornful denial

in Gerty 's look.

"Well, it's the kind of handsomeness that makes
me want to scratch her in the face," rejoined Gerty,

with the unshakable courage of her impressions.
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body and that it was impossible for her to go on
living as she had lived until to-day.

"I don't know," replied Laura, with a curiosity so
vague that it sounded ahnost impersonal, "I don't
know why I did it." As she uttered the words the
question seemed to absorb her thoughts; then, before
Gerty caught the sound of Kemper's approaching
footsteps, she knew that he must be coming by the
abruptness of the change with which Laura spoke.

" I wonder why it is that men never appreciate the
necessity for teal" she exclaimed, and laughing she
went quickly toward the door. " I don't believe you'd
have cared if you'd found us starving on your thres-
hold," she wound up with reproachful gayety.
"Oh, I hoped you'd ordered it," said Kemper,

"upon my word I'm sorry—I fear you must have had
a stupi*-! .lit."

He ei» cred with his breathless, though smiling,

apology, touched the bell for Wilkins as he crossed
the room, and offered his hand first to Gerty and then
to Laura with an equally enthusiastic pressure.

The clear red was still in his face, and his eyes beamed
with animation as he stood warming himself before
the fire.

"Have you been here long?" he asked, looking at

his watch with a slight frown. " By Jove, I'm a good
half hour after time. What did you do with your-
selves while you cursed me?"

"First we looked at the portrait—^which I hate

—

then we read the names of all your silly books,"
responded Laura, with a dissimulation so natural that
Gerty was divided between regret for her sincerity and
admiration for her acting.
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English language. "Isn't it truth, after all," she

added, with the same excited emphasis, "that we
need in life?" It occurred to her suddenly that she

was repeating words which someone else had said be-

fore her, and she tried to remember what the occasion

was and who had uttered them.

Then as she looked at Kemper, she found herself

wondering if they would be obliged, in order to make
life bearable, to lie to each other every day they

lived? The letter which she had destroyed was her

half of this lie, she saw, and it seemed to her that

Kemper's share was in his old love for Jennie Alta.

But, to her surprise, when she thought of this it

aroused no torment, hardly any disturbance in her

heart, for Kemper and his love for her appeared to

her now in an entirely new and different aspect, and

she realised that because of the lie between them,

even the emotion he aroused in her had tvirned worth-

less in her eyes.
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CHAPTER I

The Secret Chambers
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never been capable of the slightest dishonest act Ihad even taken a pride in my truth like the pridesome women take in beauty-and yet I did this thing
Without effort and I do not know now why I did norwhat I thought of at the time, nor whether I regretted
It the moment afterward."
With a resolution which had seldom failed her she

attempted to banish the recollection from her mind-
and turning her face from the pale darkness of the'
window, she closed her eyes again and lay breathine
quietly. "Why should I woiry-it will aU com!
nght-everything will come right if I have patience "
she thought, trying to persuade herself to sleep
But she had no sooner shut her eyes than she began

to live over again the afternoon in Kemper's room-
and her heart beat so high that she heard the muffled
sound under the coveriet "Why did Gerty look
at me so?" she asked. "Did she really look at me
as If she were afraid, or was it only my imagination?"
From Gerty her excited thoughts flew back to Kemper
and It seemed to her that she had read scorn and
suspicion m the beaming glance he had thrown upon

uT7[, *^^ breathless apology of his entrance.
Had he met her downstairs? Did he know all the

time? and was he only waiting for Gerty's absence
to accuse me face to face of my dishonesty? But it
was a very little thing," she argued aloud, as if
justifymg herself to a presence beside her bed "it
was such a little thing that it had almost escaped my
memory." - Then, as she uttered the words, she real-
ised that the justification she attempted was for her
own soul rather than for her lover; and she saw
that whether Kemper suspected or not made no
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placing her hopelessly in the wrong. " Even after his
meeting with Madame Alta it was he who forgave me,"
she thought with the strange mental clearness, which
destroyed her happiness without lessening her emo-
tion, "and through his whole life, however deeply he
may wrong me, I know that I shall always be the one
to justify myself and seek forgiveness. Is it, after
all, only necessary to have the courage of one's acts
that one may do anything and not be punished?"
The light of the candle flickering on the mirror

gave back her own face to her as if reflected in the
dim surface of a pool. She watched the shadows
from a vase of autumn leaves come and go across it,

until it seemed to her that the rippling reflection

resembled a drowned face that was still her own; and
shrinking back in horror, she sat holding the candle
in her hand, so that the light would shine on the
walls and floor.

"Yes, that is settled—I shall tell him to-morrow,"
she said, as if surrendering her future into the power
of chance or God or whatever stood outside herself,

"it will happen as it must, I cannot change it."

For a moment there was some comfort in the fatalism
of this thought, and after blowing out the candle, she
turned her face to the wall and fell at last into a
troubled sleep. But her sleep even was filled with
perplexing questions, which she continued to ask
herself with the same piercing mental clearness that
tormented her when she was awake; and she passed
presently into a vivid dream, in which she rescued
the letter with burned hands, from the fire, and carried

it to Kemper, who laughed and kissed her bums and
threw the letter back into the flames. "It has never



THE SECRET CHAMBERS
421

really happened-you have imagined it all
" h. -a

.

you've dreamed Jennie Alta anTnow youVe d'
'

ing me and yourself also T o«C 7 ^ ^^^"*"

begimiing to awake ''And 1 "^'.^°', ^^^ ^'^ J"«*

had begun to break anri »i,-i
,^^^""^- The dawn

for the growinTlt^rt f^'
"^^'^^^ impatientlygrowmg light, she resolved with onp of upromptmgs of wisdom, in which oZwlZ

"^

peared to have no Dart t^oT 7 °'^'!'"^^ reason ap-

but not Adam ' Yes 'hefT'.°'
^°"^P-^ion.uams. Yes, she, herself, in spite of her

I

mi



499 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

boasted strength had come at last to feel the need
of being loved for the very weakness she had once
despised. But she knew that, thougl Adams might
understand and forgive this weakness, in Kemper itwould provoke only the scorn which she had begun to
fear and dread. Yet her intellect rather than her
heart told her that Adams was a stronger man thanKemper and that his wider sympathies proved only
that he was. also, the larger of the two. Was the
diflferencc between them merely one of goodness,
after all, her intellect, not her heart, demanded, and
was it true that the perfect love could not enter
except where this goodness had been to blaze the wav
beforeit in the soul.?

'

As she walke-! through the streets fanciful compar-
isons between the two men thronged in her brain butwhen presently she reached Adams' office, and stood
beside his desk, with her hand in his hearty grasp she
realised all at once that the Vsit was useless, and 'that
there was nothing she could say to him which would
not sound hysterical and absurd.

"So. thank heaven, there's something I can do for
you I he exclaimed, with his cordial smile. "Wait
tiU I get into my overcoat and then we'll see about

"No-no," she protested in a terror, which she
could not explain even to herself, "don't come out
with me-there's nothing you can do. I came
because I couldn't help myself," she added, smiling;

^"w 1 ?? ""^
^^"^"^ ^^^^^' ^^ ^ ^^"^e while."

Well, I m ready whenever you say so. If it's to
overturn Brooklyn Bridge. I'll set about it for the
asking."
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rejoined. "Does the earth ever pull you back when
you want to climb?"

His smile faded, and he looked at her again with
the sympathy which accepted, without explanation,
not only her outward aspect, but the soul within.'
"There's not much in my life that counts for a great
deal, Laura," he said, "but you come in for con-
siderably the larger share of it. At this moment I am
ready to do either of two things, as you may wish—
I am ready to stand aside and let your future settle
itself as it probably will, or I am ready, at your word,
to hear everything and to judge for you as I would
judge for myself. No—no, don't answer me now,"
he added, "carry it away with you, and remember
or forget it, as you choose."

Though there were tears in her eyes as she looked at
him, she turned away, after an instant, with a
flippant laugh.

"Why, it all sounds as if I were really unhappy I"
she exclaimed, " but you won't believe that, will
you?"

"I'll gladly believe otherwise when you prove it."
"But haven't I proved it? Don't I prove it every

day I live?"

"You prove to me at this minute that you are
particularly wretched," he returned.

"I am not—I am not," she retorted angrily,
while a frown drew her dark brows together. "You
have no right to think such things of me—they are
not true."

"I have a right to think anything that occurs to
me," he corrected quietly, "though I am wiUing to
beg your pardon for putting it into words. WeU,
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In Gramercy Park she found Mrs. Payne waiting
for her with the carriage, and she accepted almost
eagerly the old lady's invitation to spend the morningm a search for hats. At the moment it seemed to
her that hats offered as promising an aid to forgetful-
ness as any other, and she threw herself immediately
into the pursuit of them with an excitement which
enabled her, for the time, at least, to extinguish the
fierce hunger of her soul in supplying the more
visible exactions of her body.
At luncheon Gerty appeared, wearing a startling

French gown, which, she said, had just arrived that
morning. After the first casual greeting they fell
into an animated discussion of the choice of veils
during which Gerty declared that Laura had never
selected the particular spots which would be most
becoming to her features. "You get them too large
and too far apart," she insisted, picking up a black
net veil from a pile oa Laura's table, "even I withmy silly nose can't stand this kind."

Laura's eyes were fixed upon her with their singular
mtensity of look, but in spite of the absorption of her
gaze, she had not heard a single word that Gerty
uttered.

"Yes, yes, you're right," she said; but instead of
thmkmg of the veils, she was wondering all the time
if Gerty had really forgotten her jealousy of Madame
Alta and the letter she had burned.

"I shall tell him this afternoon and that will make
everything easy," she thought; and when, after a
attle frivolous conversation Gerty had remembered
an engagement and driven hurriedly away, the
situation ar^eared to Laura to have become perfectly



THE SECRET CHAMBERS
4»7

•mooth again. At the announrement of If™ .

name, she crossed the room to mT.?V° '^'^"
impulse stn, stn.ggH„g J^roS '"211?,?

what she really said was ° ^'"^'' «"'*

do:i'„X"but%h;'..^ ™^' ^'"'"^^^' '- I've

wr"^a:;:.:^:;' h^\t"t rtr '-">

moods. '" °"^ o^ h»s ironic

-d'noTi',\rr iTeUr/rf st "r;'.'"^'"'^'
"because I didn't sorelnM? •

'"; '*'°"''d t^yly.

imagine that th^^ ^T.7,^Z'^ ='°"- "'^ ^-

»fs;:j-.:r4titrttnrr«

fi

f

i il

(^



CHAPTER II

In Which Laura Enters the Valley op Humil-
iation

Two weeks later Laura was still able to assure her-

self that it was this lack of "seriousness" in Kemper's
manner which had kept her from alluding to the

burned letter. Since the morning on which she had
seen Adams, she felt that she had merely skimmed
experience without actually touching it; and three

days from the date of her marriage she was as far

from any deeper understanding of the situation as

she haa been in the beginning of her love. In the

end it was so much easier to ignore her difficulties than
to face them; and it seemed to her now that she was
forced almost in spite of herself into Gerty's frivolous

attitude toward life. To evade the real—to crowd
one's existence with little lies until there was no space

left through which the larger truth might enter

—

this was the only solution which she had found ready
for her immediate need.

Adamsshehad notmet again ; once he had called, but
impelled by a shrinking which was almost one of fear,

she had turned back on the threshold and refused to see

him. Even Gerty she had tried to avoid since the

afternoon in Kemper's rooms, but Gerty, who was in

her gayest mood, drove down every day " to overturn,"

as she carelessly remarked, "the newest presents."
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premacy of this one sentiment she had striven to
crush out her brain in order that she might have the
larger heart with which to nourish the emotion which
held them together. In the pauses of this sentiment
she realised that their thoughts sprang as far asunder
as the poles, and as she looked from Gerty to the
wedding precents scattered in satin boxes on chairs
and tables, the fact that the step she took was irre-

vocable, that in three days she would be Kemper's
wife, that there was no possible escape from it now,
produced a sudden sickening terror in her heart.

Then with a desperate clutch at her old fatalistic

comfort, she told herself that it would all come right
if she were only patient—that with her marriage
everything would be settled and become entirely

simple.

Gerty was unpacking a case from a silversmith's

when Kemper came in; and he gave a low whistle
of dismay as he glanced about the room strewn with
boxes.

"By Jove, I believe they think we're going to set

up a business!" he exclaimed.

"Oh, you can't imagine how all this conies in for

entertaining," replied Gerty, shaking out her skirt

as she rose from her knees.

Laura's eyes were on Kemper's face, and she saw
that it wore a look of annoyance beneath the con-
ventional smile with which he responded to Gerty 's

words. Something had evidently happened to dis-

please him, and she waited a little anxiously half
hoping for, half dreading her friend's departure.

"I trust you'll go through the ceremony more
gracefully than Perry did," Gerty was saying with a
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friends after marriage, somehow. To supply the
world to me," she added gayly, "is a part of the
responsibility of your position,"

Though his gaze was fixed intently upon her face,
she saw clearly that he had hardly taken in her words!
for while she spoke his hands wandered to the inside
pocket of his coat, as if he wished to make sure of a
letter he had placed there.

"By the way, Laura, a queer thing happened to-
day," he said, frowning.

She looked up a little startled.

"A queer thing?"

"I had a letter from Madame Alta asking why I
hadn't sold some stock I'd been holding for her?
She lost a good deal by my not selling and she was in a
devilish temper about it."

Laura had not lowered her eyes, and as he finished
she smiled into his face.

"And you did not sell?" she asked.
"I never got the letter—but the odd part is she

says she came to see me about it the day you were
there with Gerty—that she saw you and that she
left the letter with you to deliver "

He broke off and stood waiting with a half angry,
half baffled look; and then as she was still silent he
picked up a red leather box from the table, laid it

down again and came nearer to where she stood.
"Is it all a lie, Laura?" he demanded.
The justification which she had attempted alone in

the night came back to her while she stood there with
her hands, which felt like dead things, hanging limp
at her sides. "It was so very little that it escaped
my memory," was what she had said to herself in
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No, It isn't a lie—it i<? tmo •• c.i,„

"Tf .-c. * t... ,
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mean you really „et her i„ „y roZsr'
° "^

"And you did not tell me'"
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A dark flush rose to his face and the sombre colourgave him an almost brutal look.
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upporth..
'"^"^^"^^^-- "I -n^ to presume. I
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^'°" """'' P''°"^P^^^ by jealousy?" headded. An amiable beginning for a marriage "
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''I don't know why I did it," she replied, in a voice
which was so constrained as to sound unfeeling. "I
didn't know at the time and I don't know now. Yes,
I suppose jealousy is as good a reason as anv
other."

'

"And is this what I am to expect in the future?"
he enquired, with an irony which he might as well
have flung at a figure of wood. "Good God!" he
exclaimed as his righteous resentment swept from his
mind all recollection of his own relapses. "Are you
willing to marry a man whom you can't trust out of
your sight?"

The force with which he uttered the words drove
them so deeply into his consciousness that he was
convinced by his own violence of the justice in the
stand he took. "Have you absolutely no faith in
me?" he demanded.

For a moment the question occupied her thoughts.
"No, I don't think I have any now," she answered,

"I've tried to make myself believe I had—I've told a
lie to my conscience about it every day I lived—but
I don't think I've ever really had faith in you since
that night "

"And yet you are willing to marry me?" he asked,
and the scorn in his voice stung her like a physical
blow. He looked at her with an angry glance, and
while his eyes rested upon her, she understood that he
had never really seen her in his life—that he had never
penetrated beyond the outward aspect, the trick of
gesture.

"Nol—No!" she cried out suddenly, as if she had
awakened in terror from her sleep. At the instant
she saw herself throv jh his eyes, humiliated, beaten
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noiVun.^7„tt^„i;; :::'i
'^"™ ^-^ ^ ^^p »<• stood

long drugged to inlfnXity Jd 3^^ d
" ""^' ."

last battle for liberation.
^'^ "^ '" *^^

''Ar^I''^''
is impossible!" she repeated.

But his irony was wasted upon her for .h^

^

iiu nerseit with an almost equal hatred

in his coat Tu^^ * 1 , ^ pmned jauntilylub coat, ihen at last she realicp^ +1,0* *t.
nothing further that cL. 7^ * ^^^""^ ^^^

helplesslv knot.- f^ f
""""^^ "^y* ^° ^he stood

moustache.
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surface conventions into
thrust back from the

brute impulse of rage.
*' I told you I didn't know," she answered irritably

"I told you that "

"Of course, I'm willing to let it go this time," he
went on, with what she felt to be a complacent return,
to his lordly attitude, "there's no use making a fuss,

so we may as well forget it—but, for heaven's sake!
don't give me a jealous wife. There's nothing under
heaven more likely to drive a man insane."
Some elusive grace in her attitude—a suggestion

of a wild thing poised for flight—arrested him sud-
denly as he looked at her; and she saw his face change
instantly while the fire of passion leaped to his eyes.
"Be a darling and we'll forget it all!" he exclaimed.
He made a step forward, but shrinking back until

she appeared almost to crouch against the wall, she
put out her hands as if warding off his approach.

"Don't touch me!" she said; and though she
spoke in a whisper, her words seemed to shriek back
at her from the air. The thought that she was fight-

ing for the freedom of her soul rushed through her
brain, and at the instant, had he laid his hand upon
her, she knew that she would have thrown herself
from the window.

"I don't want to touch you," her:'''umed, cooling

immediately, "but can't you come to your senses

and be reasonable?"

"If you don't mind I wish you'd go," she said,

looking at him with a smile which was like the smile

of a statue.

" If I go now will you promise to get sensible again?"
he asked, with annoyance, for it occurred to him that
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h.m and earing that it n,ight hrcLZtTL^of h^ control he turned toward the door ^
Z^^Z '"' "'"" *' ^- " " "-." -e ad':!

In his nervousness he stumbled against the taW.

^:^^ "" '-'-" --^ -"^' -a^ed't

it ^n h'* ^T ''f'^""'"
*" «'''^' »"'' ««>Ping to pick

fatT;^r?"^ "" '''™' " "« <^^ before he weMmto the haU and closed the door behind him

-t'
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CHAPTER III

Proves a Great City to Be a Great Solitude

After he had gone Laura remained standing where
he had left her. until the sound of the hall door closing
sharply caused her to draw a breath of relief as if
there had come a temporary lifting of the torture she
endured. Then, with her first movement, as she
looked about the room in the effort to bring order into
the confusion of her thoughts, her eyes encountered
the array of wedding presents, and the expression of
her face changed back into the panic terror in which
she had couched against the wall before Kemper's
approach. She still saw herself revealed in the light
of the scorn which had blazed in his eyes; and the
one idea which possessed her now was to escape
beyond the place where that look might again reach
her. An instinct for flight like that of a wild thingm a jungle shook through her until she stood in a
quiver from head to foot; and though she knew
neither where she was going, nor of what use this
flight would be to her. she went into her bedroom and
began to dress herself hastily in her walking clothes
As she tied on her veil and took up her little black
bag from the drawer she heard her own voice, which
sounded to her ears like the voice of a stranger, re-
peating the words she had said to Kemper a little
earlier: "No—no—I cant. It is impossible." And
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fnLefinrV'r ""f "'''">' ^'"^^ ^--- they

Th« ^ "^'^fe"- Wo—no—It IS impossible."The dusk had already settled; ahead of her thelights of the city shone blurred through thTrr

st'dM „M '7'"'' ^^""'^ "•^""S" ^'-'^ "S

'Why did he look at me so?" she asked "fc,
« . this look which has driven nT awa^Wh.'^

^ i!. , "'\°"'f expression which she had lovedm h:s face but instead there returned to her o^v

de^htL'lr*","* " ""'^ '* "PP'^™' 'o her that

herse«rd V "f"' "f"' "'' '"'"* ^"^ <^°'"d fee

wavs of dvi 1°^. ""' """""«=: ^d the severalways of dying which were possible to her crowdedupon her with the force of an outside p"s^„t^x ^Lrtrrivt;%ur.'h: ip
siie knew she could not summon the courage with
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which to select a particular one and follow it to the
end. "Yet I shall never go back." she thought
'he does not love me—he wishes only to spare him-
self the scandal. If he loved me he could never
have looked at me like that. And I loved him thrrc
weeks ago." she added. Her love was gone now. and
the memory of it had become intolerable to her -ct
the vacancy where it had been was so great that
death occurred to her again as the only outcome
Though I hate him it seems impossible that I should

live on without him." she said.

But the next instant when she endeavored to
recall his face she could remember him only by his
casual likeness to Perry Bridewell, and she saw him
standmg upon the hearthrug while he pulled in angry
perplexity at his moustache. The words he had
spoken, the tones of his voice, and her own emotion
were blotted from her recollection as if a thick dark-
ness had wiped them out, and from the hour of her
deepest anguish she could bring back only a meaning-
less gesture and the white rosebud he had worn in
his coat. What she had suffered then was the dying
agony of the thing within her which was really herself,
and there remained to her now only the vacant
image from which the passion and the life had flown.
•How could it make so much difference when I
can barely remember it?" she asked; and it seemed
to her at the instant that nothing that could happen
in one's existence really mattered, since big and
little were all equal, and the memory of an emotion
faded sooner than the memory of a gesture.

Pausing xor a moment on the comer, she watched
curiously the faces moving under the electric lights.
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and she found herself wondering presently if .. uman or woman in the crowd was Jov^cM
"^

or seeking an escaoe from k .^ ^ *"^ ^^*»"S

illumination within h»,e u ^ ^^'^ ^""^"^ »«
of the ligh™ ^h^u^'^Th^lr:^.!""]''^ «'-
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"
this vision of it there showed to her th! I

'"

way of the soirit ..n/T ^® ^'^^P "Pward

her^^des^y h^7;eemed r T^"^^^^^^ ^^^ ^ay whenuny nad seemed to he mapped out for her in
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the hand of God. "Was this what God meant?"
she demanded, and because there was no answer to the
question she asked it again and again the more
passionately. " Or perhaps there is no God after all."
she added.

A sob broke from her lips, and a policeman, who
was passing, threw first an enquiring, then a respect-
ful glance at her, and went on again. A child playing
in the street ran up to beg for some money, and she
opened her bag and gave him a piece of silver with a
smile.

"Thank you, lady," he responded, and ran back
into the shadows. As he crossed the street she
followed him with her eyes, seeing him hasten, his
palm outstretched, to an Italian who was roasting
chestnuts in a charcoal burner on the opposite side-
walk.

The darkness had grown heavier and as she
walked rapidly through streets which she did not
know, her nervous energy failed her, and she began
to tremble presently from exhaustion. Again she
asked herself for the last time if it were possible
for her to go home and face Mrs. Payne and Gerty
and marry Kemper in three days. A fantastic
humour in the situation brought a laugh to her lips—
for whenever she was confronted by the hopelessness
of her escape, the arguments for her marriage pre-
sented themselves to her in the forms of cases of
silver and of her wedding dress in its white satin
box. Mrs. Payne had spent the afternoon, she knew,
in arranging this silver on covered tables in an empty
room, and she could see plainly the old lady's ani-
mated movements, the careful eye with which she
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Kemper, pulling his moustache as he s^hthe hearthrug, all whirled confus^dlv i„ t^^"T
lighted street before her SHp fiuf ^, ^^ ^^'^^^

the impulses of the body had sun^ndf^d
^"
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^^^y.and

who w.„ rushing^tTan;^-" '^^P^P'j
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11

At first there were rows of streets, a few scattered
shops in among the houses, and groups of workmen
from the factories lounging upon the sidewalk. A
child, with a crooked back, in a red dress, ran across
the pavemert in front of her and stopped with an
exclamation before a window which contained a dis-
play of pink and white candy. Then a second child
joined her, and the two fell to discussing the various
highly coloured sweets arrayed on little fancy squares
of paper behind the glass. As Laura watched them,
pausing breathlessly in her walk, every trivial detail
of this incident seemed to her to possess an equal
importance with all other happenings large or small:
for the events of her individual experience had so
distorted her perceptions of the ascending values of
life, that her own luckless pursuit of happiness ap-
peared of no greater importance in her eyes than the
child, with the crooked back, makin^v her choice of
sweets. Her own emotions, indeed, interested her
no longer, but she was aware of a dull curiosity con-
cerning the crippled child. Would her whole life

become misshapen because of the physical form
which she wore like an outer garment? And she felt,

at the thought, t'.iat she would like to stand upon the
side of the child and upon the side of all who were
oppressed and made miserable by the crookedness
either of the body or of destiny.

While this pity was still in her mind she tried to
recall Kemper as she had first known him, but it was
to remember only that he had reddened with anger
as he spoke to her, and that the sunlight, falling upon
him, had revealed the gray hair on his temples. The
physical aspect which had truant so little in her love

iT^^'^fr :m>:
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was all that the recollection r,i w
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CHAPTER IV

I

Shows that True Love is True Servtce

On the evening of the day upon which Laura was
to have been married, Adams went, as usual, into his
study and lit the green lamp upon his desk; but his
mind was so filled with the mystery of her absence
that even the pretence of distraction became unen-
durable. Since the news of her broken engagement
and her flight had reached him, he had spent three
days in a fruitless, though still hopeful, search for
her; and the nights when he was forced to relax his
efforts were filled with agonised imaginings of her
loneliness at so great a distance and yet in reality so
near. From the moment that he had heard through
Gerty of her disappearance, there had ceased to exist
all uncertainty as to the position in which he now
stood to her; and he reproached himself, r.s he remem-
bered her visit to his office, because he had failed then
to take into his hands a decision which from an ex-
ternal view api)eared so little to affect him.
But the external view, he realised, was nothing to

him to-night. On that last day he had penetrated
beneath ihe shallow surface of the conventions, and
he had read in her tormented Heart the whole story
of the bitter disillusionment which she did not dare
to put in words. Her imagination, he saw, had
created an ideal lover in Kemper's shape, and in the
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her blind eyes were opened for one minute before she
closed them to the body forever. Was that one min-
ute not worth every heart throb he had suffered and
every difficult hope for which he had battled in his

thoughts? Having looked though for a fleeting

glimpse only upon the unity of life, was not her spirit's

growth measured in the instant of that flashing vision ?

For God had worked here—had worked in the pity
of his heart, as well as in the awakening gratitude in

Connie's; and because of the deeper insight he had
attained, he could look back over the whole sordid
tragedy and discern one of those steep and arduous
roads by which the spirit mounts to enlightenment
through the flesh. And t this were so here—if in

ugliness such as this he !d find beauty, was it not
one and the same over the oad field of human effort ?

Had not his own life p ovt . to him that let a man's
eyes be opened, and even ir the depths of abasement
he may look in his soul am iscoverGod?
And Laura? His heart v as flooded with tender-

ness, and he felt again a cont.dent, an almost mystic
assurance that her destiny was one with his. In this

growing conviction his anxiety appeared to him sud-
denly as a pitiable and cowardly denial of his faith

—

and he was possessed by the certainty that he had
only to send out his will in order to smooth the way
of her return to peace.

The room had become warm, and opening the win-
dow he stood looking beyond the housetops to the
stars which shone dimly over the city. The noise

in the streets grew fainter in his ears, and as he stood
there with his eyes on the stars, Imj could tell himself

in the joy of Im reconciliaticMi, that the law by which
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they moved gloriously toward their end was the lawwtaeh controlled his own and Laura's life Tte

of .mmortality belonged to him now. and he realisS

atone^buT " "l
""' " "" "^ '"'^ »<" '"^^^alone, but m eternity, that so far as he had won

the survival of the universe within his soul. Tolyor to-morrow, in the minute or in eternity, he T^wthatwhereverGod isthere Will always be imJortalSrTurnmg back mto the room he looked aeain atUura's picture with a longing which had „TfLd
n^ li'r . 'T.'^ ^'^ " renouncement. E^nnow he realised that he had been strong enouehto

agam of that wider sympathy which had been hiscompensation in a forfeiture of personal Io« ffi'happiness he had told himself a year ago dependedneither upon possession nor upon any passage ofevents, yet to-night his heart strained after her !n a^ndemess which seemed to bring her visible p^sencebefore him in the .«,m. His love for her aCa^dnot on y as a part of his love for God. btTa^^fpan

mrni and'ofT?• "' """ '•^''^"^^' "' --"-naent and of the compassion which had sprunc from^ agony and the enlightemnent of L fai ur^&m.w he could still feel-.he deepest human grS
U?^ ^,1'\P°«*<'." to-morrow, but while this unfading light shone in his soul, he knew that it wLordained that he should conquer in the end. By thStaowledge alone he had at last won through sufe'ng^ the open places of the spirit where wL joy ^1

t:
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A nng at the bell startled him from his abstraction
and with an impatient eagerness for news, he hastened
to the door, where a boy thrust at him a small folded
sheet of paper. As he opened it he felt that his
hand trembled, for even before he read the words he
knew that Laura's appeal to him had come.

"I need a friend. Will you help me ? " was all that
she had written.

He motioned the boy to come inside, and then
stood looking at him enquiringly as he got into his
overcoat.

"Do you go back with me?" he asked
The boy nodded while he puUed at a scarlet hand-

kerchief about his neck. Adams noticed that though
he was stunted and anaemic in appearance, he wore
his shabby overcoat with an almost rakish swagger
His mouth was filled with chewing-gum which he rolled
aside m his cheek when he talked.

"Is it far?" Adams enquired in a hopeless effort
to extort information however meagre.
The boy looked important, almost mysterious.
Yep." he responded, adding immediately, "She's

the other side of the ferry."

"Do you mean the lady?" He opened the door
and humed to the sidewalk where he stopped to call
a cab from the corner.

"She's been there three nights, so tired she couldn't
move. ' replied the boy. as he followed Adams into
the cab. "A fine lady, too," he commented with a
wink.

"Well, she's all right now, and I'm much obliged
to you," said Adams, but he asked no further ques-
tions until they were seated side br side in the ferry
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" Do you think you have been just to me ? " he asked
again.

"You? I never thought of you until to-day,"
she answered. "I came here because I had to go
somewhere—it did not matter where. I was too
tired to walk any farther, so they were very good
to me."

"And you have let us search for you three days."
His voice was constrained, but as he looked into her
wan face between the loosened waves of her hair,
his heart melted over her in an agony of tenderness.
Every drop of blood appeared to have left her body,
which was so pallid that he seemed to see the light
shining through her drawn features.

"So they have been looking for me?" she observed,
with but little interest.

"What did you expect?" he questioned in his turn.
"But I didn't want to be found—I would rather

stay lost," she responded. Shrinking away from
him she went to the window and stood there, pressed
closely against the panes, as if in a blind impulse to
put the space of the room between them. " I will not
go back even now—I will not go back," she insisted.
As he entered he had closed the door behind him,

and leaning against it now, he looked at her with a
flicker of his quiet smile.

"I'm not talking about going back, am I?" he
rejoined. "Heaven knows you may stay here if

you like the place." He glanced quickly about the
crudely furnished little room hung with cheap crayon
portraits. "It's rather hard, though, to fit you into
these surroundings," he remarked with a flash of
humoiu-.
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"They suit me as well as
She shook her head,

any other."

"And the people who live here?—What of them?"
I like them because they are so near to the

ground, she answered, "they've no surface of cul-
ture. or personality, or convention to bother one—
they ve no surface, indeed, of any kind."

S^^\u'^ ^" ""^"^ interesting." he remarked,
smumg. but. m common decency, don't you thinkyou might have sent me word?"

••I never thought of you an instant." she repUed.

. ^ V''*.."^''*''
*^°"^^' °^ "^« »" your life." he re-

torted, and yet when I say I'm better worth yourthmkmg of than Kemper-God knows I don't pretend
to boast.

A weaker man would have hesitated over the name,
but he had seen at the first glance that the way to
save her was not by softness, and his lips, after hehad uttered the word, closed tightly like the lips of a
surgeon who applies the knife.

..t"?°?'VP^^'' ^ ""^ °^ ^'" s^ cried out sharply,
I had forgotten!"

i, ^^'T^ ^u "f
''^'' ^' ^" ^ returning agony, and

It was through this agony alone that he hoped to bring
back her consciousness of life.

^^

"This is not the way to forget." he answered.
you are not a coward, yet you have chosen the cow-

ardly means. There can be no forgetfulness until
you are strong enough to admit the truth to your own
heart-to say 'there is no mistake that is final, no
-wrong done that has power to crush me.' "

••But there is no truth in my heart." she answered.
With sudden energy, " it is all a lie-I am a Ue all over
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and It makes no diflference because I have ceased to
care. I used to think that people only died when
they were put in coffins, but I know now that you
can be dead and yet move and walk about and even
laugh and pretend to be like all the rest—some of
whom are dead also. And I didn't die slowly," she
added, with a vague impersonal interest, which im-
pressed him as almost delirious in its detachment.
"I wasn't killed in a year, but in a minute. One in-
stant I was quite alive—as alive as you are now—and
the next I was as dead as if I had been buried centuries
ago."

" And who is to blame for this ? " he demanded, white
to the lips.

" Oh, it wasn't he—it was life," she went on calmly,
"he couldn't help it, nor could I—nobody can help
anything. Do you understand that?" she asked,
with the searching mental clearness which seemed
always lying behind her dazed consciousness, "that
we're all drawn by wires like puppets, and the strong-
est wire pulls us in the direction in which we are meant
to go? It's curious that I should never have known
this before because it has become perfectly plain to
me now—there is no soul, no aspiration, no motive
for good or evil, for we're every one worked by wires
while we are pretending to move ourselves."

"All right, but it's my turn at the wire now," re-
sponded Adams, smiling.

At his words she broke out into little hard dry sobs,
which had in them none of the softness of tears'
••Nobody is to blame for anything," she repeated,
still striving, in a dazed wa^^ to be just to Kemper.
Even more than her face and her voice, this pathetic
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over and kissed X' fT ^'^ ^"^^^' ^^ ^^^tkissed them until they lay quiet in his

"Laura do you trust my love for you?" he asked
.

I trust you. yes." she answered, "but not love

you"rt-rT aTi ^r- h^s r r ^r
-

<> «tu 1 asK, lie let her hands fall
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from his and looked into her face. "Promise me that
you will be here waiting when I return.

"

"There's no place for me to go—I shall be here,"
she answered.

Her eyes followed him with a pathetic child-like
fear while he crossed the room and went out leaving
her alone.



CHAPTER V

Between Laura and Gerty

walkedt'cic t'deTth?:2""1|L' ; "f """ - "«

iust left >,Ar J . ^^ ^^^ ^«r as he had

St !f Tr.^"' ^^^P^^ring; so bloodless that thelight seemed shining through her features and then

hto al^f ''^P\''«'°n', her pitiable reliance upon

Connie Had confined ^illlV^p^^TXcf



4S8 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

alone he might win back Laura to the happiness which
she had lost.

The road stretching ahead of him was no longer
obscured, but shone faintly luminous out of the sur-
rounding darkness. Not the future alone but the
desert places through which he had come had blos-
somed, and the beauty which was revealed to him at
last was the beauty in all things that have form or
being—in the earth no less than in the sky, in the
flesh no less than in the spirit, for were not earth and
flesh, after all. only sky and spirit in the making?
The perfect plan, he had learned, in the end, is not
for any part but for the whole.

Across the ferry, he found a cab which took him to
Gerty's house, and in response to his message, she
came down immediately.lookingexcited and perturbed,
in an evening gown of black and silver.

"Have you brought me news of Laura?" she asked
breathlessly. "Perry's dragging me to a dinner,
but if she's ill, I can't go—I won't."
"Don't go." he answered, "she's not ill, but if she

were it would be better. Will you come with me now
and bring her back with you?"
Without replying to his question, she ran from the

room and returned, in a moment, wearing a hat and a
long coat which covered her black and silver dress.

"The carriage is waiting now," she said, "we can
take it and let Perry go to his dinner in a cab."

' 'But—good Lord, Gerty— what am I to say to
them?" demanded Perry while he shook hands with
Adams. "I never could make up an excuse in my life,

you know."

Then his eyes blinked rapidly and he fell back with
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merely a muttered protest, for Gerty shone, at the
instant, with a beauty which neither he nor Adams
had ever seen in her before. The wonderful child
quality softened her look, and they watched her soul
bloom m her face like a closed flower that expandsm sunlight.

•'I don't know, my dear," she responded gently, and
with her hand on Adams's arm, she ran down the
steps and into the carriage before the door. As they
drove away, she looked up at him with a tender little
smile.

•'I am so glad that she has you," she said.
"In having you. she has a great deal more."
"It is you who have done it all—you expected me

to have courage, so I have it. Had you expected me
to be cowardly. I should have been so."

"Well. I expect you to save her." he answered
quietly.

"Does she need it? What was it? What does itmean?"
"You'll know to-night, perhaps. I shall never

know, but what does it matter?"
"I saw Arnold to-day," she said, "he is terribly—

tembly— " she hesitated for a word, "cut up about
It. Yet he swears he can't for the life of him see that
he was to blame. Had he been to blame, he says he
would have shot himself."

"Would he?" he remarked indifferently.
" He sails for Europe on Saturday-if he hears she's

found."

He bit back an exclamation of anger.
"What, under heaven, has he to do with it?" he

asked.
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"A great deal, one would think. But have you seen
her? Tell me of her."

"Be good to her," he answered, "she is in a hard
place and needs a great deal of love."

"And we can give it to her, you and I?"
"Mine is hers already, if it's any help."

"Was it hers before she knew Arnold even?"
"Long before—before he or you or I were

bom."
"And does she understand?"

"She doesn't know—but what difference does that
make?"
Her eyes, in the flickering !ight, gave him an im-

pression of remoteness as of dim stars.

"I wonder how it feels to be loved like that?" she

said, a little wistfully.

"You would never have cared for it," he answered,

with a flash of his penetrating insight, " for the kind
of man who could have loved you in that way you
couldn't have loved."

" You mean that I was bom to adore the god in the
brute?" she asked.

"Oh, well, so long as it's the god!" he retorted

laughing.

But she paid no heed to his remark, and drawing
her coat about her as if she were cold, she sat in silence

until the carriage was driven upon the ferry and they
began the trip across.

"She came this way all alone and at night?" she

said.

"How or why we shall probably never know en-

tirely," he answered. "I doubt if she realised her-

self where she was going."
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But you will come, too?" she asked, hesitatingHe shook his head. "Her heart is bleedin^-it'sa woman that she wants."
oieeaing it s

Then he opened the door, and pushing her gentlvmside, closed it after her. ^ ^
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to?ll r^ '"^'^^ ^^^ '"^"^' y^t when she triedto thmk of some comforting word that she might uttershe found only a vacancy of scattered phrases What'would words mean to Laura now? What worHamong all others was there that she coui?spearto

For a moment, groping blindly for light, she hesi-
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tated; then her arms opened, and she caught Laura
into them in spite of her feeble effort at resistance.

"Dearest! dearest I dearest 1" she repeated, for she
had found the word at last.

Partly because she was a woman and partly because
of her bitter triumphs, she had understood that the
wisdom in love is the only wisdom which avails in the
supreme agony of life. Neither philosophy nor re-
ligion mattered now, for presently she felt that her
bosom was warm with tears, and when Laura lifted

her head, the two women kissed in that intimate
knowledge which is uttered without speech.
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Renewal

^ ^^u lu""""
?'*"^ ^P^"^"^' death-which was stilldeath though the members of her body irved-Lauraseemed to lose gradually all personal c^rection^ththe events through which she had passed -and whenafter three months she turned again to look lackupon them, she found that they stood out clear dftached. and remote as the incidents of hltot 'st"

W T °:;^^ '!^' ^^"^^^' ^"^ ^^^ whole wSab^uher showed to her in a curious aspect of unrealUy! as"

evenAraif/^r''*'
'"' there were moments'wheneven Adams and Gerty seemed to her to be barely alive

Pari andllh '''."'r' *° ^^^^^ ^ ^--rcy
.h u ft *^^ "'^^* *^^^ ^^^ reached Gerty's hou^she had been aware that she was slipping away f^many actual contact with her former life Her bZmight breathe and move, but her soul and even htr

hriL^ed'rt^:^"^"^"^"^' ^^^ ^^^ '^'^^^^^y

Thn^t I I ^? P^"^ '^ ^""y ^°^ds she utteredThough she had persistently denied herse f to

thatTh?' 'T '°^ ""' ^^y- - the first day

st\tjd\t^ratw?r'rtr °"^^ ^°^^"-'

kiss he placed upon\:rrehrad''^
compassionate

gentfy"^

''^''' "''^ ''^^' ^'^* '^^ ^ *^" y°-?" ^e asked

463



464 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

"It is because of that I wanted to see you," she
said, "because you are the only person, I believe, who
can really understand."

"I think I can, my dear,"

"You have had beautiful dreams, too, that were
false ones?"

"It isn't that the dreams are false," he replied,

"but that the stuff of this earth isn't the kind to grow
iUusions. They must either wither in the bud or be
wrenched up root and branch."

"And there's only the ugly reality, after all?"

"There's only the reality, but it isn't ugly when
one grows accustomed to it. You'll find it good
enough for you yet, my child."

"No—no," she said, "I've always lived on pretty
lies, I see that now—I've always had to find an outlet

for my imagination, however false. My poetry was
never more than this—it was all quotation—all a
reflection of the things I had wanted to feel in life.

I never wrote a sincere line," jhc a Med.
He pressed her hand—it was his way of showing

that he loved her none the less because she was not a
poet—and then as the unnatural w inness overspread
her face, he went out softly, leaving her in Gerty's
care. By different roads they had come at last to the
same place in life—she with her blighted youth and he
with his beautiful old age and his disappointed hopes.
With the beginning of th^ year Gerty went South

with her, but the soft air or the cold made little differ-

ence to Laura, when, as she said, she could feel neither.

There had been no outburst of grief; since the night
when she had wept on Gerty's bosom, she had not shed
a tear; and once when Gerty had alluded to Kemper
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South," he said, though all conversation seemed to
him to have become suddenly the most impejsonal
thing on earth.

"But I am strong," she answered, "I am never
ill a day."

"There's something about you, aV. the same, that
I don't like," he responded frankly.

"I know," she nodded, smiling, "you aren't used
to seeing a dead person walk about. But it's very
comfortable when you grow accustomed to it," she
added, with a laugh.

At this he would have brought a more intimate note
into his voice, but she evaded his first hint of earnest-
ness by a cynical little jest she had picked up from
Gerty. Her intention—if she intended anything

—

he saw clearly now was to confine her perceptions to
the immediate surface of life presented before her eyes.

She spoke with animation of the country she had left,

of Gerty's gayeties, of the wonderful brightness of the
weather; but when by a more serious question he
sought to penetrate below this fluency of words, he
was repelled again by the impression of a mere hollow
amiability in her manner. After a few casual remarks
he left her with the most hopeless feeling he had
known for months, and when, as the days went on, he
endeavored fruitlessly to arouse in hor a single sincere

interest in human affairs, he found himself wondering
if it were possible for any creature to be still alive and
yet to resemble so closely a figure of marble. Day
after day he came only to yield at last to his baffled

efforts; and the thin cold smile with which she re-

sponded to his words appeared to him sadder than
any passionate outburst of tears. Even Connie on
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that last afternoon had seemed to him more human
and less unapproachable than Laura now.
Through the spring he saw her almost every day

and when in June he put her on the train with Gerty
for the Adu-ondacks, he came away with the clutch
as if from a hand of ice. at his heart. He had given
her his best and yet he had not penetrated by word or
look beneath the unnatural gentleness which enveloped
her like ar outer covering. Then his heart hardened
and he felt that he cursed Kemper for the thin^ which
he had killed.

Back again in the forest, under the green and gold
of the leaves, Laura asked herself why the associations
of that last summer failed so strangely to disturb her
^s she looked on the familiar road and mountains?A single year or a whole lifetime ago, it was all one
to her now. and while she wandered along the paths
down which she had walked with Kemper in the most
blissful hours of her love, she found herself almost
regretting that she had ceased to suffer—that since
her heart was broken it had lost even the power to
throb. In the city she had felt herself to be a part of
the houses and the streets, and as perfectly indifferent
to the passage of life as they; but here with her heart
against Nature's she would have liked to pulsate
with the other live things in the forest. For the first
time for months she began as the days went by to
quicken to an interest in the songs of the birds
or the sunsets on the mountains, or the springing
up of a new flower beside the doorstep. And as in
every rebound of the emotions from extreme despair,
her connection with life came at last through the eye
of the mind rather than through the heart, and the
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lesson was taught her neither by Gerty nor by Adams,
but through an awakening to the beauty in the sights
and the sounds of the green natural world about her.
Gerty had left her one afternoon, and as the cart

drove away she went out of the house and sat down
in the sun upon the roadside which bordered the edge
of the wood. Behind her was the silence of the
forest, and straight ahead the faint purple hills rose
against a pale sky above which the white clouds sailed
like birds. For a while she gazed with blind eyes at
the view for the sake of which the spot was chosen,
but the mountains and the sky left her unmoved, and
leaning her arm presently upon the warm earth, she
lay looking at a little blue flower blooming in the sand
at her feet. Her shadow stretched beside her in the
road, and it seemed to her that there was as little

difference, save in her consciousness, between her and
her shadow, as there was between her shadow and the
flower. Even her love and her disillusion showed
to her now as of no larger consequence than the wind
blowing upon her shadow or the dew and the storm
falling upon the flower. Then as the minutes passed
and her gaze did not waver from the blue petals
filled with sunshine, she was aware gradually, as if

between dream and waking, of a peculiar deepening
of her mental vision, until there was revealed to her,
while she looked, not only the outward semblance,
but the essence of the flower which was its soul. And
this essence of the flower came suddenly in contact
with the dead soul within her bosom, while she felt
again the energy which is life flowing through her
body. At this instant, by that divine miracle of
resurrection she began to live anew—to live not her
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old life alone, but a life that was larger and fuller than
the one which had been hers. She began to live
anew in herself as well as in the sky and in humanity
and in the songs of birds; and in this ecstasy of re-
covered life, she felt her soul to be of one substance,
not only with God and the stars, but with the flower
and the child in the street as well. For that love
which had recoiled from its individual object over-
flowed her heart again until she felt that it had touched
the boundaries of the world.

When Adams saw her in the autumn, he discovered
the change almost with the first touch of her hand.
Not only the outward form, but the indwelling in-
tellect was alive again, and all that reminded him of
her past anguish were a deeper earnestness in her
smile and a faint powdering of silver on the dark
wing-like waves of her hair. That veiled joy which
is the expression of the soul that has found peace shone
in her face with a radiance which if less bright was to
him more beautiful than the sparkling energy she had
lost. For the life and the passion of her womanhood
were still there, mellowed and ennobled by that
shadow of experience without which mere beauty of
feature had always seemed to him a meaningless and
empty shape. His belief was justified forever in that
instant, and he recognised in her then one of those
nobler spirits who in passing through the tragedy
of disillusionment drain from it the strength without
the bitterness that is its portion.

"I want to work, to help," she said eagerly, almost
with her first breath, and while he listened with a
tenderness tinged with amusement, she described to
him the elaborate plans she had made for going among
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• the poor. "It isn't that the poor need help any
more than the rich," she added, "but the poor are the
only ones that I can reach."

He nodded, smiling, while he watched the animated
gestures of her hands. Her poetry, her groping for
love, her longing at last to give help to the oppressed,
each phase of thought or feeling through which she
had passed, showed to him only as the effort of the
soul within her to find expression. In this passionate
search after the eternal upon earth was she not, in
reality, only seeking in outward forms the thing
which was herself?

"I will help yoi . of course," he answered, with a
gravity which he fc:'r J it difficult afterward to main-
tain, for from that moment she had thrown her heart
into the work of uplifting until her whole existence
appeared to round presently about this new point of
interest. While he could follow her here, he waited
almost iiTipatiently for the reaction of her tempera-
ment which would bring her back to him, he felt, as
inevitably as the changes of the seasons would bring
the spring again to the earth.

On Christmas Eve she had arranged for some cele-
bration among the poor on the East Sid*- . -d when
they came away together, she asked him .. .ake her
to Gerty's house instead of to Gramercy Park. Then
as they walked along the cross-town blocks from the
elevated road, she alluded for the first time to the
evening a year ago when he had found her in her deep-
est misery.

^

"I thought then that my life was over," she said,
" but to-day I have put my foot upon my old grief and
it has helped me to spring upward. The world is so
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full for me now that I can hardly distinguish among
so many vivid interests—and yet nothing in it is

changed except myself. Do you know what it is

to feel suddenly that you have found the key?"
"I know," he replied, "for I have found it, too, and

it is love."

"Love for the world—for all mankind," she cor-

rected. " No, don't look at me like that," she added,
"I am perfectly happy to-day, but it is the happiness
of freedom."

For a moment he did not answer ; then he turned
his eyes upon the bright pallor of her cheek showing
above the dark furs she wore, and there was a smile
in his eyes though his voice, when he spoke, was grave.
"Do you know what I have sometimes thought

about that, Laura," he said, "it is that I all along,
from first to last, have known your heart better than
you knew it for all your desperate certainty."

"I never knew it," she responded; "I do not know
it now."

"And yet I think I do," he answered.
She shook her head. " It is no longer a mystery

—

there is only light in it to-day."

"I never thought you loved Kemper," he went on.
" What you built your dream upon was an imaginary
image that wore his shape. In my heart, even when
I stood aside—when I was forced to stand aside be-
cause of other claims upon me—I think I was sure all

the time that your love was meant for me at last."

"For you? Oh, no, not now," she answered.
"It's a bold way of saying it, I suppose," he pur-

sued, "here I am neither rich nor successful as the
world counts these things—in debt probably for several
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years to come, and with not so much as an athletic
lustre to my name. It's not a cheerful picture I'm
drawing, but because there's a struggle in it I am not
afraid to ask you to come and share it. I wonder if

you know how I have loved you, Laura."
"I have known since—since that night," she

replied.

"The one argument I have to offer," he said, smil-
ing, "is that in spite of the unpromising outlook, I
happen to be the only man on earth who could
make you happy."

"You might have been once," she responded.
"And if once, why not now? Is not forever as

good as yesterday?"

"Do you know why?" she ansv/ercd, turning upon
him in sudden passion. "You think I am brave
and yet I am afraid—afraid, though I won't admit
it, every minute that I live. I walk the streets in
terror of a memory."

" But I do not ," he answered quietly.
'

' Do you doubt
my power to keep what I have won—my dearest?"
At the word the colour rose to her cheek, but as they

reached Gerty's door, she stopped e id put her hand
into the one which he held out.

" Like everything else it has come too late," she said.

He shook his head, and then pressing her hand, let

it fall.

"I can be patient a little longer," he responded
before he turned away.

His words were still in her thoughts when she
entered the house ; and as she went quickly upstairs
to Gerty's sittmg-room, she wondered what counsel
of indecision she would content herself with at last?
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Then as she crossed the threshold into the warm fire-

light, she discovered that Gerty was absent and that
Arnold Kemper was standing upon the hearth rug.

As he recognised her he came forward, smiling, and
held out his hand.

"So we've met again, after all, Laura," he re-

marked, without embarrassment.

At the sound of his voice there had come a single

high throb of her heart and immediately afterward she
was aware of an exultation which showed in the uplift-

ing of her head and in her shining eyes—for as she looked
into his face she measured for the first time, the distjjnce

which divided her dream from her awakening.
" One always meets again, you know," she answered,

•"but if you're waiting for Gerty now, she is usually
after time."

"Women always are," he commented gayly, with
his foreign shrug.

The window was just behind him, and as he glanced
out into the street, she looked at him in the puzzled
wonder with which one seeks in unchanged features
a discernible justification of a passion which is altered.

Where was the power to-day against which her heart
had beat so helplessly a year ago? Was it possible
that she had felt the charm in this man who was al-

ready middle-aged, who was satisfied with the mere
concrete form of life, and in whose eyes she could see
now the heaviness which grows through self-indul-

gence? His old intimate smile, his disturbing ironic
glance, even the quickening of his first passive interest
into the emotional curiosity which was the strongest
impulse his world-weariness had left alive—each and
all of these effects which she remembered impressed



474 THE WHEEL OF LIFE

p/rrTp ", u IrT
^"^ '^' ^"^^^ fascination ofPeny Bndewell. When at last she could e.cape inthe flutter of Gerty's entrance, she left the room andthe house with a tremor of her pulses which was

strangely associated with a delicious sense of peace—
for this chance meeting had revealed to her not onlyKemper but herself,

^

As she walked slowly toward the golden circle of
the sky which was visible through the bared treesm the park, she recognised witn every fibre of herbody as unerringly as with her intellect that she
had come at last into that knowledge which is the cen-
tre of outgoing life. And as Adams had seen in his
deeper vision, that all life is an evolution into the
consciousness of God. so she divined now throu-h
her mere vague instinct for light, that all emotion'is
but the blind striving of love after the consciousness
Of Itself. Her whole experience flashed back before
her. and m that swiftness of memory which pre-
figures either an accession of vitality or a tragic death,
she understood t at both her illusion and her disen-
chantment were necessary to the building of the
structure within her soul. She had mounted by her
mistake as surely as by her aspiration, and every
pang which she had suffered was but the rending of
the veil between her flesh and spirit.

Looking up as she walked she saw. without surprise,
that Adams was standing under the bared trees
before her; and with her first glance into his face she
realised that there are moments charged with so deep
a meaning that all explanations, all promises, all
self-reproaches become only such vain and barren
thmgs as words.






