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Chapter 1

The murder of Monty Paliser, headlined that morning in the papers,
shook the metropolis at breakfast, buttered the toast, improved the taste
of the coffee.

Murdered! It seemedtoo bad to be false. Moreover, there was his pic-
ture, the portrait of a young man obviously high-bred and insolently
good-looking. In addition to war news and the financial page, what more
could you decently ask for a penny? Nothing, perhaps, except the ad-
dress of the murderer. But that detail, which the morning papers omit-
ted, extras shortly supplied. Meanwhile in the minds of imaginative
New Yorkers, visions of the infernal feminine surged. The murdered
man's name was evocative.

His father, Montagu Paliser, generally known as M. P., had lived in
that extensive manner in which New York formerly took an indignant
delight. Behind him, extending back to the remotest past when Bowling
Green was the centre of fashion, always there had been a Paliser, pre-
cisely as there has always been a Livingston. These people and a dozen
others formed the landed gentryNa gentry otherwise landed since. But
not the Paliser clan. The original Paliser was very wealthy. All told he
had a thousand dollars. Montagu Paliser, the murdered man's father,
had stated casually, asthough offering unimportant information, that, by
Gad, sir, you can't live like a gentleman on lessthan a thousand dollars a
day. That was years and years ago. Afterward he doubled his estimate.
Subsequently, he quadrupled it. It made no hole in him either. In spite of
his yacht, his racing stable, his town house, his country residencesand
formerly in the great days, or rather in the great nights, his ladies of the
ballet, in spite of these incidentals his wealth increased. No end to it, is
about the way in which he was currently quoted.

All New Yorkers knew him, at any rate by repute, precisely asthe least
among us knows Mr. Carnegie, though perhaps more intimately. The
tales of his orgies, of his ladies, of that divorce caseand of the yacht scan-
dal which burst like a starball, tales Victorian and now legendary, have,
in their mere recital, made many an old reprobate's mouth champagne.




But latterly, during the present generation that is, the ineffable Pal-
iserNM. P. for shortNwho, with claret liveries and a yard of brass be-
hind him had tooled his four-in-hand, or else,in his superb white yacht,
gave you something to talk about, well, from living very extensively he
had renounced the romps and banalities of this life.

Old reprobates could chuckle all they liked over the uproar he had
raised in the small and early family party that social New York used to
be. But in club windows there were no new tales of him to tell. Like a po-
tentate outwearied with the circumstance of State, he had chucked it,
definitely for himself, and recently in favour of his son, Monty, who, in
the month of March, 1917,arrived from Havana at the family residence,
which in successivemigrations had moved, as the heart of Manhattan
has moved, from the neighbourhood of the Battery to that of the Plaza.

In these migrations the Palisers had not derogated from their high es-
tate. Originally, one of the first families here, the centuries, few but plur-
al, had increased what is happily known astheir prestige. Monty Paliser
was conscious of that, but not unwholesomely. The enamellings that his
father had added gave him no concern whatever. On the contrary. He
knew that trade would sack the Plaza, as long since it had razed the
former citadels of fashion, and he foresaw the day when the family resid-
ence, ousted from upper Fifth Avenue, would be perched on a peak of
Washington Heights, where the Palisers would still be among the first
people in New YorkNto those coming in town that way.

That result it was for him to insure. Apart from second cousins, to
whom he had never said a word and never proposed to address, apart
from them, apart too from his father and himself, there was only his sis-
ter, Sally Balaguine, who, one night, had gone to bed in Petersburg and,
on the morrow, had awakened in Petrograd. Though, in addition to this
much surprised lady, before whose eyes Petrograd subsequently dis-
solved into Retrograd and afterward into delirium, there was her son, a
boy of three. Mme. Balaguine's prince did not count, or rather had
ceasedto. As lieutenant of the guards he had gone to the front where a
portion of him had been buried, the rest having been minutely dispersed.

To perpetuate the clan in its elder branch, there was therefore but this
young man, a circumstance which, on his return from Havana, his father
advanced.

They were then at luncheon. For the father there was biscuit and milk.
For the son there was an egg cooked in a potato. Yet, in the kitchen, or, if
not there, somewhere about, were three chefs. Moreover on the walls



were Beauvais. The ceiling was the spoil of a Venetian palace. The lunch-
eon however simple was not therefore disagreeable.

With an uplift of the chin, the elder man flicked a crumb and sat back.
The action was a signal. Three servants filed out.

Formerly his manner had been cited and imitated. To many a woman
it had been myrrh and cassia. It had been deadly nightshade as well.
After a fashion of long ago, he wore a cavalry moustache which, once
black, now was white. He was tall, bald, very thin. But that air of his, the
air of one accustomed to immediate obedience, yet which could be very
urbane and equally insolent, that air endured.

In sitting back he looked at his son for whom he had no affection. For
no human being had he ever had any affection, except for himself, and
latterly even that unique love had waned.

The chefs, originally retained on shifts of eight hours each, in order
that this man might breakfast or sup whenever he so desired, that he
might breakfast, as a gentleman may, at four in the afternoon, or sup at
sevenin the morning, these chefs were useless.His wife, who had died,
not as one might suppose of a broken heart but of fatty degeneration,
had succumbed to their delicately toxic surprises with groans but also
with thanksgiving.

That is ancient history. At present her widower supped on powdered
charcoal and breakfasted on bismuth. The cooks he still retained, not to
prepare these triumphs, but for the benefit of his heir, for whom he had
no affection but whom he respected as the next incumbent and treated
accordingly, that is to say, as one gentleman treats another.

On this high noon, when the servants had gone, the father sat back
and looked at his son, who, it then occurred to him, astonishingly re-
sembled his mother. He had the same eyes, too big, too blue; the same
lashes,too long, too dark; the sameears,too small and a trifle too far for-
ward. In addition he had the same full upper-lip, the same cleft in the
chin, the samefeatures refined almost to the point of degeneracy.But the
ensemble was charmingNtoo charming, aswas his voice, which he had
acquired at Oxford where, at the House, he had studied, though what,
except voice culture, one may surmise and never know. Men generally
disliked him and accounted the way he spoke, or the way he looked, the
reason. But what repelled them was probably his aura of which, though
unaware, they were not perhaps unconscious.

His father motioned: "Thank God, you are here. At any moment now
we may be in it and you will have to go. You are not a divinity student
and you cannot be a slacker."”



The old man paused and added: "Meanwhile you will have to marry.
If anything should happen to you, there would be but Sally and the
Balaguine brat and | shouldn't like that. God knows why | care, but | do.
There has always been a Paliser here and it is your turn nowNwhich re-
minds me. | have made over some property to you. You would have had
it any way, but the transfer will put you on your feet, besidessaving the
inheritance tax."

"Thank you. What is it?"

“The Place, the Wall Street and lower Broadway property, that
damned hotel and the opera-box. Jeroloman wrote you about it. Didn't
you get his letter?"

"I may have. | don't know that | read it."

"When you have a moment look in on him. He will tell you where you
are."

"And where is that?"

The old man summarised it. Even with the increased cost of matri-
mony, it was enough for a Mormon, for a tribe of them. But the young
man omitted to say so. He said nothing.

His father nodded at him. "You think marriage a nuisance. Soit is. So
is everything. By Gad, sir, | wish | were well out of it. | go nowhereNnot
even to church. | have grown thin through the sheer nuisance of things.
But if nothing happens over there and you don't make a messof it, the
next twenty years of your life ought not to be profoundly disagreeable.
Now | dislike to be a nuisance myself, but in view of the war, it is neces-
sary that there should be another Paliser, if not here, at least en route."

"I will think it over," said this charming young man, who had no inten-
tion of doing anything of the kind.

"The quicker the better then, and while you are at it selecta girl with
good health and no brains. They wear best. | did think of Margaret
Austen for you, but she has become engaged. Lennox his name is. Her
mother told me. Told me too she hated it. Said you must come to dinner
and she'd have a girl or two for you to look at. Oblige me by going.
Plenty of others though. Girls here are getting healthier and stupider and
uglier every year. By Gad, sir, | rememberNN"

The old man rambled on. He was back in the days when social New
York foamed with beauty, when it held more loveliness to the square
inch than any other spot on earth. He was back in the days when Fifth
Avenue was an avenue and not a ghetto.

With an air of interest the young man listened. The air was not
feigned. Yet what interested him was not the outworn tale but the



pathological fact that the reminiscences of the aged are symptomatic of
hardening of the arteries.

Mentally he weighed his father, gave him ayear, eighteen months, and
that, not because he was anxious for his shoes, but out of sheer
dilettantism.

The idea that his father would survive him, that it was he who was
doomed, that already behind the curtains of life destiny was staging his
deathNand what a death!Nhe could no more foresee than he foresaw
the Paliser Case,which, to the parties subsequently involved, was then
unimaginable, yet which, at that very hour, a court of last resort was
deciding.

He looked over at his father. "Palmerston asked everybody, particu-
larly when he didn't know them from Adam, 'How's the old complaint?'
How is yours?"

With that air that had won so many hearts, and broken them too, the
old man smiled.

"When | don't eat anything and sit perfectly still, it is extraordinary
how well | feel."

How he felt otherwise, he omitted to state. A gentleman never talks of
disagreeable matters.



Chapter 2

In the shouted extras that succeededthe initial news of the murder, Mar-
garet Austen was mentioned, not as the criminal, no one less criminal
than the girl could be imagined, but as being associatedwith the parties
involved.

That was her misfortune and a very grievous misfortune, though,
however grievous, it was as nothing to other circumstances for which
she subsequently blamed herself, after having previously attributed
them to fate, or rather, as fate is more modernly known, to karma.

Any belief may console. A belief in karma not only consoles, it ex-
plains. As such it is not suited to those who acceptthings on faith, which
Is avery good way to acceptto them. It may be credulous to believe that
Jehovah dictated the ten commandments. But the commandments are
sound. Moreover it is perhaps better to be wrong in one's belief's than
not to have any.

Margaret Austen believed in karma and in many related and wonder-
ful things. Her face showed it. It showed other things; appreciation, sym-
pathy, unworldliness, good-breeding and that minor charm that beauty
Is. It showed a girl good to look at, good through and through; agirl tall,
very fair, who smiled readily, rarely laughed and never complained.

It is true that at the time this drama begins it would have been cap-
tious of her to have complained of anything were it not that life is so
ordered that it has sorrow for shadow. The shadow on this human rose
was her mother.

Mrs. Austen had seen worse days and never proposed to seethem
again. Among the chief assetsof her dear departed was a block of New
Haven. The stock, before collapsing, shook. Then it tripped, fell and kept
at it. Through what financial clairvoyance the dear departed's trustee got
her out, just in time, and, quite illegally but profitably, landed her in
Standard Oil is not a part of this drama. But meanwhile she had
shuddered. Like many another widow, to whom New Haven was as
good as Governments, she might have beenin the street. Pointing at her
had been that spectreNWant!




It was just that which she never proposed to seeagain. The spectrein
pointing had put a mark on this woman who was arrogant, ambitious
and horribly shrewd.

A tall woman with a quick tongue, a false front, an air of great affabil-
ity and, when on parade, admirably sentout, sheruled her daughter, or
thought she did, which is not quite the same thing.

Margaret Austen was ruled by her conscienceand her beautiful be-
liefs. These were her masters. This human rose was their lovely slave.
But latterly a god had enthralled her. It was with wonder and thanksgiv-
ing that she recognised the overlordship of that brat of a divinity, whom
poets call Eros, and thinkers the Genius of the Species.

Mrs. Austen, who had danced many a time before his shrine, had no
objection whatever to the godlet, except only when he neglected to ap-
pear Olympianly, as divinity should, with a nimbus of rentrolls and
gold.

In view of the fact that he had come to Margaret in dZshabille, that is
to say without any discernible nimbus, he affronted Mrs. Austen's ambi-
tious eyes.

Of that she said nothing to Margaret. But at dinner one evening she
summarised it to Peter Verelst who sat at her right.

The room, which was furnished with tolerable taste, gave on Park Av-
enue where she resided. At her left was Monty Paliser. Farther down
were Margaret, Lennox and Kate Schermerhorn. Coffee had been served.
Paliser was talking to Miss Schermerhorn; Lennox to Margaret.

"I don't like it," Mrs. Austen said evenly to Peter Verelst. "But what can
| do?"

Peter Verelst was an old New Yorker and an old beau. Mrs. Austen
had known him when she was in shorter frocks than those then in
vogue. Even as a child she had been ahead of the fashion.

"Do?" Verelst repeated. "Do nothing."

"I am a snob," she resumed, expecting him to contradict her. "I did
hope that Margaret, with her looks, would marry brilliantly."

Peter Verelst bent over his coffee. "The young man next door?"

Out of the corner of an eye Mrs. Austen glanced at Paliser and then
back at Verelst. "Well, something of the kind."

Verelst raised his cup. He had known Lennox' father. He knew and
liked the son. For Margaret he had an affection that was almostNand
which might have beenNpaternal. But, noting the barometer, he steered
into the open.



"Have Lennox here morning, noon and night. Seeto it that Margaret
has every opportunity to get sick to death of him. Whereas if you
interfereNN"

Mrs. Austen, as though invoking the saints, lifted her eyes. "Ah, |
know! If | had not beeninterfered with | would not have taken Austen.
Much good it did me!"

Verelst, his hand on the tiller, nodded. "There you are! That locksmith
business is very sound. Love revels in it. But give him his head and
good-bye. Sooner or later he is bound to take to his heels, but, the more
he is welcomed, the sooner he goes. The history of love is a history of
farewells."

Paliser, who had caught the last phrase, felt like laughing and con-
sequently looked very serious. The spectacleof two antiques discussing
love seemedto him as hilarious astwo paupers discussing wealth. He
patted his tie.

"Very interesting topic, Mrs. Austen."

The woman smiled at him. "Love? Yes. How would you define it?"

Paliser returned her smile. "A mutual misunderstanding."

Mrs. Austen's smile deepened. "Would you like to have one?"

"With your daughter, yes."

Et moi donc! thought this lady, who, like others of our aristocracy, oc-
casionally lapsed into French. But she said: "Why not enter the lists?"

"l thought they were closed."

"Are they ever?"

But now Verelst addressed the too charming young man. "How is your
father?"

“In his usual poor health, thank you."

"What does he say about the war?"

"Nothing very originalNthat the Kaiser ought to be sent to Devil's |s-
land. But that | told him would be an insult to Dreyfus, who was insul-
ted enough. The proper place for the beastis the zoo. At the sametime,
the fellow is only a pawn. The blame rests on RomeNrests on her seven
hills."

Verelst drew back. In the great days, or more exactly in the great
nights, he had beena pal of M. P. That palship he had no intention of ex-
tending to M. P.'sson, and it was indifferently that he asked: "In what
way?"

Kate Schermerhorn, who had beentalking to Margaret and to Lennox,
turned. Lennox also had turned. Paliser had the floor, or rather the table.
He made short work of it.
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"It was C¥ssar'spolicy to createa solitude and call it peace.That policy
Rome abandoned. Otherwise, that is if she had continued to turn the bar-
barians into so many dead flies, their legs in the air, there would be no
barbarian now on the throne of Prussia. There would be no Prussia, no
throne, no war."

You ought to write for the comic papers, thought Verelst, who said:
"Well, there is one comfort. It can't last forever."

With feigned sympathy Mrs. Austen took it up. "Ah, yes, but mean-
while there is that poor Belgium!"

"By the way," Paliserthrew in. "l have a box or two for the Relief Fund
at the Splendor to-night. Would anybody care to go?"

Kate Schermerhorn, who looked like a wayward angel, exclaimed at it:
"Oh, do let's. There's to be a duck of a medium and | am just dying to
have my fortune told."

Verelst showed his handsome false teeth. "No need of a medium for
that, my dear. Your path is one of destruction. You will bowl men over
as you go."

Kate laughed at him. "You seem very upright.”

Mrs. Austen turned to Margaret. "If you care to go, we might get our
wraps."

A moment later, when the women had left the room and the men were
reseated, Verelst stretched a hand to Lennox. "Again | congratulate you
and with all my heart."

Keith Lennox grasped that hand, shook it, smiled. The smile illumin-
ated a face which, sombre in repose, then was radiant. Tall and straight,
hard as nails, he had the romantic figure. In a costume other than even-
ing clothes, he might have walked out of a tapestry.

With ambiguous amiability, Paliser smiled also. Already Margaret's
beauty had stirred him. Already it had occurred to him that Lennox was
very invitingly in the way.
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Chapter

The ballrooms of the Splendor, peopled, as Mrs. Austen indulgently
noted, with Goodness knows who from Heaven knows where, received
her and her guests.

Not all of them, however. At the entrance, Verelst, pretexting a pretext,
sagely dropped out. Within, ayoung man with ginger hair and laughing
eyes, sprang from nowhere, pounced at Kate, floated her away.

Mrs. Austen, Margaret, Lennox and Paliser moved on.

In one room there was dancing; in another, a stage. It was in the first
room that Kate was abducted. On the stagein the room beyond, a fat wo-
man, dressedin green and gauze, was singing faded idiocies. Beyond, at
the other end of the room was a booth above which was a signNThe
Veiled Lady of Yucatan. Beneaththe sign was a notice: All ye that enter
here leave five dollars at the door.

The booth, hung with black velvet, was additionally supplied with
hierograms in burnished steel. What they meant was not for the profane,
or even for the initiate. Champollion could not have deciphered them.
Fronting the door stood a young woman with a dark skin, a solemn look
and a costume which, at a pinch, might have been Maya.

In those accentswhich the Plaza shareswith Mayfair, she hailed Mar-
garet. "Hello, dear! Your turn next."

For a moment, the dark skin, the solemn look, the costume puzzled
Margaret. Then at once she exclaimed: "Why, Poppet!" She paused and
added: "This is Mr. PaliserNMiss Bleecker. You know Mr. Lennox."

But now, from the booth, a large woman with high colour, grey hair
and a jewelled lorgnette rushed out and fastened herself on the sultry
girl.

"Gimme back my money. Your veiled lady is a horror! Said I'd marry
again!"

Sheraised her glasses."Mary Austen, asI'm a sinner! Go in and have
your misfortunes told. How do do Margaret? Marry again indeed!
Oughtn't | to have my money back?"
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"Poppet ought to make you pay twice," Mrs. Austen heartlessly retor-
ted at this woman, the relict of Nicholas Amsterdam, concerning whom a
story had come out and who had died, his friends said, of exposure.

Mrs. Amsterdam turned on Paliser whom she had never seen before.
"What do you say?"

"I am appalled," he answered.

She turned again. "There, Poppet, you hear that? Gimme back my
money."

But Miss Bleecker occupied herself with Lennox, who was paying for
Margaret.

Margaret entered the booth where a little old woman, very plainly
dressed, sat at a small deal table. From above hung a light. Beside her
was a vacant chair.

"Sit there, please,"the medium, in alow voice, told the girl. "And now,
if you please, your hand."

Margaret, seating herself, removed a glove. The hand in which she
then put hers was soft and warm and she feared that it might perspire.
Shelooked at the woman who looked at her, sighed, closed her eyesand
appeared to go to sleep. Then, presently, her lips parted and in a voice
totally different from that in which she had just spoken, a voice that was
thin and shrill, words came leapingly.

"You are engagedto be married. Your engagementwill be broken. You
will be very unhappy. Later, you will be thankful. Later you will realise
that sorrow is sent to make us nobler than we were."

With an intake of the breath, the medium started, straightened,
opened her eyes.

At the shock of it Margaret had started also. "ButNN"

The medium, in her former voice, low and gentle, interrupted.

"l can tell you nothing else.| do not know what was said. But | am
sorry if you have had bad news."

Margaret stood up, replacing her glove. Sheknew, aswe all know, that
certain gifted organisms hear combinations of sound to which the rest of
us are deaf. Sheknew, as many of us also know, that there are other or-
ganisms that can foreseeevents to which the rest of us are blind. But she
knew too that in the same measure that the auditions of composers are
not always notable, the visions of clairvoyants are not always exact. The
knowledge steadied and partially comforted, but partially only.

At the entrance, Lennox stood with Miss Bleecker. A little beyond
were Paliser and her mother. Mrs. Amsterdam, minus her money, must
have rushed away.
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Poppet Bleecker laughed and questioned: "No horrors?"

Lennox questioned also, but with his eyes.

Margaret hesitated. Then shegot it. Taking the girl's hand she patted it
and to Lennox said, and lightly enough: "Do go in. | want to seeif what
the medium says to you conforms with what she said to me."

Yet, however lightly she spoke, behind her girdle was that sensation
which only the tormented know.

Beyond on the stage, the fat woman, now at the piano, was accompa-
nying a girl who was singing a brindisi. The girl was young, good-look-
ing, unembarrassed, very much at home. Her dress, a black chiffon, be-
came her.

Then, in a moment, as Lennox entered the booth, Margaret joined her
mother and looked at the girl.

"What is she singing?"

Paliser covered her with his eyes. "Verdi's Segretoper esserfelicé\the
secret of happiness. Such a simple secret too."

"Yes?"Margaret absently returned. Shewas looking now at the booth.
Quite as vaguely she added: "In what does it consist?"

“In getting what we do not deserve."

There was nothing in that to offend. But the man's eyes, of which
already she had been conscious, did offend. They seemedto disrobe her.
Annoyedly she turned.

Paliser turned with her. "Verdi's bric-"-brac is very banal. Perhapsyou
prefer Strauss. His dissonances are more harmonic than they sound."

Now though there was applause. With a roulade the brindisi had
ceasedand the singer as though pleased, not with herself but with the
audience, bowed. The fat woman twisting on her bench, was also smil-
ing. She looked cheerful and evil.

"l do believe that's the Tamburini," Mrs. Austen remarked. "I heard her
at the Academy, ages ago."” The usual touch followed. "How she has
gone off!"

The fat woman stood up, and, preceded by the girl, descendedinto the
audience.

Margaret looked again at the booth. Lennox was coming out. He said a
word to Miss Bleecker and glanced about the room.

Margaret motioned. He did not notice. The girl who had been singing
was bearing down on him, a hand outstretched and, in her face, an ex-
pression which Margaret could not interpret. But she saw Lennox smile,
take her hand and sayNwhat? Margaret could not tell, but it was
something to which the girl was volubly replying.
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"Who's his little friend?" Mrs. Austen in her even voice inquired. "Mr,
Paliser," she added. "Would you mind tellingNerNmy daughter's young
man that we are waiting."

Margaret winced. She had turned from Paliser and she turned then
from her mother.

Paliser, whom the phrase "my daughter's young man" amused,
sauntered away. He strolled on to where Lennox stood with the girl. The
fat woman joined them.

Lennox must have introduced Paliser, for Margaret could seethem all
talking at once. Then Lennox again looked about, saw Margaret and her
mother, and came over.

"Who's your friend?" Mrs. Austen asked.

Lennox' eyescaressedMargaret. Then he turned to her mother. "Sheis
a Miss Cara. Cassy Cara her name is. | know her father. He is a violinist."

And my daughter is second fiddle, thought Mrs. Austen, who said:
"How interesting!"

With his sombre air, Lennox summarised it. "She is studying for the
opera. The woman with her, Madame Tamburini, is her coach.You may
have heard of her."

"A fallen star,” Mrs. Austen very pleasantly remarked. Quite as pleas-
antly she added: "The proper companion for a soiled dove."

The charm of that was lost. Margaret, who had not previously seen
this girl but who had heard of her from Lennox, was speaking to him.

"It was her father, was it?" Then, dismissing it, she asked anxiously:
"But do tell me, Keith, what did the medium say?"

“That | would be up for murder."

Margaret's eyes widened. But, judging it ridiculous, she exclaimed:
"Was that all?"

"All'"  Lennox grimly repeated. "What more would you have?"
Abruptly he laughed. "I don't wonder Mrs. Amsterdam wanted her
money back."

On the stage, from jungles of underwear, legs were tossing. The or-
chestra had become frankly canaille. Moreover the crowd of Goodness
knows who had increased. A person had the temerity to elbow Mrs.
Austen and the audacity to smile at her. It was the finishing touch.

She poked at Margaret. "Come."

As they moved on, a man smiled at Lennox, who, without stopping,
gave him a hand.

He was an inkbeast. But there was nothing commercial in his appear-
ance. Ordinarily, he looked like a somnambulist. When he was talking,
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he resembled a comedian. In greeting Lennox he seemedto be in a pleas-
ant dream. The crowd swallowed him.

"Who was that?" Mrs. Austen enquired.

“Ten Eyck Jones."

"The writer?" asked this lady, who liked novels, but who preferred to
live them.

Meanwhile Paliser was talking to Cassy Cara and the Tamburini. The
latter listened idly, with her evil smile. Yet Paliser's name was very evoc-
ative. The syllables had fallen richly on her ears.

Cassy Cara had not heard them and they would have conveyed noth-
ing to her if she had. Shewas a slim girl, with alot of auburn hair which
was docked. The careless-minded thought her pretty. Shewas what is far
rarer; she was handsome. Her features had the surety of an intaglio.
Therewith was an air and a look that were not worldly or even superior,
but which, when necessaryas she sometimes found it, could reduce a
man, and for that matter a woman, to proportions really imperceptible.

A little beauty and a little devil, thought Paliser, who was an expert.
But leisurely, in his Oxford voice, he outlined for her a picture less
defined. "You remind me of something."

With entire brevity and equal insolence, she returned it. "l dare say."

"Yes. Of supper.”

"An ogre, are you?"

Paliser, ruminating the possibilities of her slim beauty served RZgence,
smiled at this girl who did not smile back. "Not Nebuchadnezzar at any
rate. Vegetarianism is not my forte. Won't you and Madame Tamburini
take potluck with me? There must be a restaurant somewhere."

The fallen star moistened her painted lips. "Yes, why not?"

Born in California, of foreign parents, she had neither morals or accent
and spoke in a deep voice. She spoke American and English. She spoke
the easy French of the boulevards, the easierltalian of the operatic stage.
She never spoke of Tamburini. Sheleft him to be imagined, which per-
haps he had been.

From the room they went on into a wide, crowded hall, beyond which
was another room, enclosed in glass, where there were tables and palms.

As they entered, a captain approached. There was a smell of pine-
apple, the odour of fruit and flowers. From a gallery came the tinkle of
mandolins. Mainly the tableswere occupied. But the captain, waving the
way, piloted them to a corner, got them seated and stood, pad in hand.

Paliser looked at Cassy Cara. Shewas hungry as a wolf, but she said
indifferently: "A swallow of anything."
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"One swallow does not make a supper,” Paliser retorted and looked at
the Tamburini who appeared less indifferent.

"Ham and eggs."

Without a quiver, the captain booked it.

"Also," Paliser told him, "caviare, woodcock, Ruinart." From the man
he turned to the girl. "It was very decent of Lennox to introduce me to
you."

Cassyput her elbows on the table. "He could not be anything elsethan
decent. Don't you know him well?"

Paliser shrugged. "Our intimacy is not oppressive."

"He saved her father's life," the Tamburini put in. "Her father is a mu-
sicianNand authentically marquis," she added, asthough that explained
everything.

"We are Portuguese," said Cassy, "or at least my father is. He used to
play at the Metro. But he threw it up and one night, when he was coming
home from a private house where he had been giving a concert, he was
attacked. There were two of them. They knocked him downNN"

"Before he had time to draw his sword-cane," the fat woman
interrupted.

"Yes," Cassy resumed, "and just then Mr. Lennox came along and
knocked them down and saved his violin which was what they were
after."

"It's a Cremona," said the Tamburini who liked details.

"But that is not all of it," the girl continued. "My father's arm was
broken. He has not been able to play since. Mr. Lennox brought him
home and sent for his own physician. He's a dear."

"Who is?" Paliser asked. "The physician?"

But now a waiter was upon them with a bottle which he produced
with a pop! Dishes followed to which Cassy permitted the man to help
her. Her swallow of anything becamelarge spoonfuls of rich blackness
and the tenderness of savorous flesh. She was not carnal, but she was
hungry and at her home latterly the food had been vile.

The Tamburini, with enigmatic ideas in the back of her head, ate her
horrible dish very delicately, her little finger crooked. But she drank
nobly.

Paliser too had ideas which, however, were not enigmatic in the least
and not in the back of his head either. They concerned two young wo-
men, one of whom was patently engagedto Lennox and the other prob-
ably in love with him. The situation appealed to this too charming young
man to whom easy conquests were negligible.
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He had beenlooking at Cassy.On the table was a vasein which there
were flowers. He took two of them and looked again at the girl.

"Sunday is always hateful. Couldn't you both dine with me here?"

The former prima donna wiped her loose mouth. She could, she
would, and she said so.

Paliser put the flowers before Cassy.

“Le parlate d'amor,” the ex-diva began and, slightly for a moment, her
deep voice mounted.

Cassy turned on her. "You're an imbecile."

With an uplift of the chinNa family habitNPaliser summoned the
waiter. While he was paying him, Cassy protested. She had nothing to
wear.

She had other objections which she kept to herself. If it had been Len-
nox shewould have had none at all. But it was not Lennox. It was a man
whom she had never seenbefore and who was entirely too free with his
eyes.

"Come as you are," said the Tamburini, who massively stood up.

Paliser also was rising. "Let me put you in a cab and on SundayNN"

Cassy gave him a little unsugared look. "You take a great deal for
granted.”

Behind the girl's back the Tamburini gave him another look. Cheerful
and evil and plainer than words it said: "Leave it to me."

Cassy, her perfect nose in the air, announced that she must get her
things.

Through the emptying restaurant Paliser saw them to the entrance.
There, as he waited, the captain hurried to him.

"Everything satisfactory, sir?"

"l want a private dining-room on Sunday."

"Yes, sir. For how many?"

"Two."

"Sorry, sir. It's against the rules.”

Paliser surveyed him. "Whom does this hotel belong to? You?"

The captain smiled and caressedhis chin. "No, sir, the hotel does not
belong to me. It is owned by Mr. Paliser.”

“Thank you. Sol thought. | am Mr. Paliser. A private dining-room on
Sunday for two."

But now Cassy and the Tamburini, hatted and cloaked, were return-
ing. The chastenedwaiter moved aside. Through the still crowded halls,
Paliser accompanied them to the street where, a doorkeeper assiduously
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assisting, he got them into a taxi, asked the addresses,paid the mechan-
ician, saw them off.

Manfully, as the cab veered, the Tamburini swore.

"You damn fool, that man is rich as all outdoors."
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Chapter

The house in which Cassylived was what is agreeably known as a walk-
up. There was no lift, merely the stairs, flight after flight, which consti-
tuted the walk-up, one that ascendedto the roof, where you had a fine
view of your neighbours' laundry. Such things are not for everybody.
Cassy hated them.

On this night when the taxi, after reaching Harlem, landed her there
and, the walk-up achieved, she let herself into a flat on the fifth floor, a
"You're late!" filtered out at her.

It was her father, who, other things being equal, you might have mis-
taken for Zuloaga's "Uncle." The lank hair, the sad eyes,the wan face,the
dressing-gown, there he sat. Only the palette was absent. Instead was an
arm in a sling. There was another difference. Beyond, in lieu of capri-
cious manolas, was a piano and, above it, a portrait with which Zuloaga
had nothing to do. The portrait represented a man who looked very
fierce and who displayed a costume rich and unusual. Beneath the por-
trait was aviolin. Besidethe piano was a sword-cane. Otherwise, barring
a rose-wood table, the room contained nothing to boast of.

"You're late," he repeated.

His name was Angelo Cara. When too young to remember it, he had
cometo New York from Lisbon. With him had come the swashbuckler in
oil. He grew up in New York, developed artistic tastes,lost the oil man,
acquired a wife, lost her also, but not until she had given him a daughter
who was named Bianca, a name which, after elongating into Casabianca,
shortened itself into Cassy.

Meanwhile, on Madison Avenue, then unpolluted, there was a brown-
stone front, a landau, other accessoriesthe flower of circumstances not
opulent but easy, the rents and increments of the swashbuckler's estate,
which by no means had come from Lisbon but which, the rich and un-
usual costume boxed in camphor, had been acquired in the import and
sale of wine.

The fortune that the swashbuckler made descended to his son, who
went to Wall Street with it. There the usual cropper wiped him out,
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affected his health, drove him, and not in alandau either, from Madison
Avenue, left him the portrait, the violin, the table and nothing else.

But that is an exaggeration. To have debts is to have something. They
stir you. They stirred him. Besidesthere was Cassy. To provide for both
was the violin which in his hands played itself. For years it sufficed.
Then, with extreme good sense,he fought with the Union, fought with
Toscanini, disassociated himself from both. Now, latterly, with his arm
in asling, the wolf was not merely at the door, it was in the living-room
of this Harlem flat which Cassy had just entered.

It was then that he repeated it. "You're late!"

For the past hour he had sat staring at things which the room did not
containNa great, glowing house; an orchestrademoniacally led by a con-
ductor whom he strangely resembled; a stage on which, gracile in the vi-
olet and silver of doublet and hose, the last of the Caras bowed to the
vivas.

Then abruptly the curtain had fallen, the lights had gone out, the vis-
lon faded, banished by the quick click of her key.

But not entirely. More or lessthe dream was always with him. When
to-day is colourless, where can one live exceptin the future? To-day is
packed with commonplaces which, could we see them correctly, are
probably false for in the future only beautiful things are true. It is stupid
not to live among them, particularly if you have the ability, and what
artist lacks it? In the future, there is fame for the painter, there is poster-
ity for the poet and much good may it do them. But for the musician,
particularly for the song-bird, there is the vertigo of instant applause. In
days like these,days that witness the fall of empires, the future holds for
the donna, for the prima donna, for the prima donna assoluta, the grand-
est of earthly careers.

That career, Angelo Cara foresaw for his daughter, foresaw it at least
in the hypnogogic visions which the artist always has within beck and
call. In the falsifying commonplaces of broad daylight he was not so
sure. Her upper register had in it a parterre of flowers, but elsewhere it
lacked volume, lacked line, lacked colour, and occasionally he wondered
whether her voice would not prove to be a voix de salon and not the roy-
al organ that fills a house. Yet in the strawberry of her throat, the orifice
was wide, the larynx properly abnormal. In addition the Tamburini was
prophetically comforting.

But did the woman know her trade? He did not believe it. He believed
though that she had no morals, never had had any, even as a child. It
was the same way with Rachel and the fact left him cold. He was
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artistically indifferent to what the putana did or omitted, to what any-
body omitted or did. But anybody by no means included his daughter.
At the thought of anything amiss with her, presto! his sad eyes flamed.
Very needlessly too. Cassy was as indifferent to other people's concep-
tions of decorum as he was himself. The matter did not touch her. Clear-
eyed, clean-minded, she was straight as a string.

"How did it go?" he asked.

Cassylaughed. Shehad had a glass of champagne. She had too, what
Is far headier, the wine of youth.

"Well, I didn't seeany showmen tumbling over eachother. Mr. Lennox
was there. He asked after you, and introduced a man who had us out to
supper. It was very good. | did so wish for you, poor dear."

"What man? What is his name?"

"Paliser, | think. Something of the kind. Ma Tamby told me."

“Not old M. P.?"

"Perhaps, | don't know. He has hair like a looking-glass. He did not
seem old; he seemed very impudent. Ma Tamby says he's rich as all
outdoors."

“That's the son then. Don't have anything to do with him. They're a
bad lot."

"As if | cared! Ma Tamby said he could get me an engagement."

"Ha! In vaudeville with acrobats and funny men and little suppers to
follow."

"Why not big ones?"

"Big what?"

"Big goose!"replied Cassy,who removed her gloves, took off her hat,
ran a pin through it, put it down.

Her father stared. Behind the girl stood a blonde brute whom the sup-
per had evoked. He wore a scowl and a bloody apron. In his hand was a
bill. Behind him was the baker, the candlestickmaker. Behind these was
the agent, punctual and pertinacious, who had come for the rent. Though
but visions, they were real. Moreover, though they evaporated at once,
solidly they would return. He had been staring at her, and through her,
at them. In staring his eyes filled. Immediately they leaked.

Cassybit her lip. The tumbril and the guillotine would not have made
her weep. Dry-eyed shewould have gone from one to the other. Besides,
what on earth was he wowing about? But immediately it occurred to her
that he might be experiencing one of the attacks to which he was subject.
She leaned over him. "You poor deatr, is it your heart?"
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He brushed his eyes.Dimly they lighted. With artistic mobility his face
creased in a smile. "No, farther down."

Cassy moved back. "What in the worldNN"

But now his face clouded again. "I am glad you had supper. To-mor-
row we'll starve."

The exaggeration annoyed her, she exclaimed at it and then stopped
short. Already she had envisaged the situation. But it was idle, she
thought, to excite him additionally.

"Well?" he almost whinnied.

But as he would have to know, she out with it. "There's the portrait,
there's the violin. Either would tide us over."

In speaking she had approached him again. He shoved her aside. With
a jerk he got to his feet, struck an attitude, tapped himself on the breast.

“l, Marquis de Casa-Evora,sell my father's picture! I, Angelo Cara, sell
my violin! And you, my daughter, suggestsuch a thing! But are you my
daughter? Are youNoh!"

It trailed away. The noble anger, real or assumed, fell from him. No
longer the outraged father, he was but a human being in pain.

Cassyhurried to the mantel where, in provision of these attacks, were
glass tubes with amyl in them. Shetook and broke one and had him in-
hale it.

Then, though presently the spasm passed, the wolf remained. But the
beast had no terrors for Cassy. Buoyant, as youth ever is, his fangs
amused her. They might close on her, but they would not hurt, at any
rate very much, or, in any case,very long. Meanwhile she had had sup-
per and for the morrow she had a plan. That night she dreamed of it.
From the dream she passed into another. She dreamed she was going
about giving money away. The dream of a dream, it was very beautiful,
and sometimes, to exceptional beings, beautiful dreams come true, not in
the future merely, but in a walk-up.
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Chapter

In Park Avenue that night there was no dramatic father in waiting. There
were no bills, no scenes,no thought of secreterrands; merely a drawing-
room in which a fire was burning and where, presently, Margaret and
Lennox were alone.

"l have letters to write," Mrs. Austen told them.

Shehad no letters to write, but shedid have athing or two to consider.
What the wolf was to Cassy's father, Lennox was to her.

At dinner, Peter Verelst's advice to do nothing had seemed strategic.
At the Splendor, it had seemedstupid. The spectacleof that girl hobnob-
bing with Lennox had interested her enormously. If a spectaclecan drip,
that had dripped and with possibilities which, if dim as yet, were none
the lessprovidential, particularly when viewed spaciously, in the light of
other possibilities which Paliser exhaled. Mrs. Austen was a woman of
distinction. You had only to look at her to be aware of it. Yet, at the pos-
sible possibilities, she licked her chops.

Meanwhile, with the seriousnessof those to whom love is not the sen-
timent that it once was, or the sensationthat it has become,but the dense
incarnate mystery that it ever should be, Margaret and Lennox were also
occupied with the future.

In connection with it, Lennox asked: "Can you come to-morrow?"

As he spoke, Margaret released her hand. Her mother was entering
and he stood up.

"Mrs. Austen,"” he resumed, "won't you and Margaret have tea at my
apartment to-morrow?"

He would have reseated himself but the lady saw to it that he did not.

"You have such pleasant programmes, Mr. Lennox. You are not going
though, are you? Well, if you must, good-night."

It was boreal, yet, however arctic, it was smiling, debonair. As such,
Lennox had no recourse but to acceptit. He bent over Margaret's hand,
touched two of Mrs. Austen's fingers. In a moment, he had gone.

Mrs. Austen, smiling still, sat down.
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“Nice young man. Very nice. Nice hats, nice ties, nice coats. Then also
he is a theosophist, | suppose, or, if not, then by way of becoming one.
What more could the heart desire? Would you mind putting out one of
those lights? Not that oneNthe other."

Gowned in grey which in spite of its hue contrived to be brilliant, Mrs.
Austen rustled ever so slightly. Always a handsome woman and well
aware of it, she was of two minds about her daughter's looks. They far
surpassed her own and she did not like that. On the other hand they
were an asset on which she counted.

She rustled, quite as slightly again.

"And such a taking way with him! That little singing-girl whom we
saw to-night, quite a pretty child, didn't you think? She seemed quite
smitten. Then there are others, one may suppose. Yes, certainly, a very
nice young man."

"Mother!"

"Well, what? Young men will be young men. Only a theosophist could
imagine that they would be young girls. | make every allowance from
himNas doubtless he does for others. This is quite asit should be.| have
no patience with model young men. Model young men delight their
mothers' hearts and ruin their wives' temper. They remodel themselves
after marriage. Whereas a young man who is not model at all, one who
has had his fling beforehand, settles down and becomes quite fat. You
have chosen very wisely, my dear. If you had waited you might have
had Paliser and | should not have liked that. He is too good."

Margaret stretched a hand to the fire. Shewas not cold and the move-
ment was mechanical. But she made no reply. In Matthew we are told
that for every idle word we utter we shall answer at the day of judgment.
That passageshe had longly meditated. She did not believe that Mat-
thew wrote it and shedid not believe in aday of judgment. Matthew was
a peasantwho spoke Syro-Chaldaic. It was not supposable that he could
write in Greek. It was not supposable that there can be a specific day of
judgment, since every moment of our days is judged. But through Mar-
garet had her tolerant doubts, she knew that the message itself was
sound. It did not condemn evil and vulgar words, for they condemn
themselves. What it condemned was idle words and she regretted that
her mother employed them. But theosophy is, primarily, a school of
good manners. The Gospel condemns idle words, theosophy forbids dis-
agreeable ones.

To her mother's remarks, she made therefore no reply. Instead, she
changed the subject.
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"Will you care to go with me to his rooms to-morrow?"

With a mimic of surprise and of gentle remonstrance that was admir-
ably assumed, Mrs. Austen lifted a hand.

"But, my dear! Were you thinking of going alone?"

The remonstrance, however gentle, was absurd and she knew it. Mar-
garet could go where sheliked. It would all be chaste as a piano-recital.
But the flea that she had beentrying to put in the girl's ear seemedvery
ineffective. Sheis just as| was at her age, thought this lady, who, in so
thinking, flattered herself extraordinarily.

She shook her head. "For if you were, it would not do. Such things
may passin London, they don't here. But to-morrow is Saturday, isn't it?
Yes, to-morrow is Saturday. At three | have an appointment with the
dentist. I'll telephone though. That always pains them and, where a dent-
Ist is concerned, | do think turn about is fair play."”

It was pleasantly said. To make it pleasanter, she stood up and added:
"Are you to sit here and read? There is a French book lying around some-
where that belonged to your dear father. | don't remember who wrote it
and | have forgotten the title, but you are sure to like it. There! | have it.
It is called: 'L'art de tromper les femmes."

Mrs. Austen moved to the door and looked back.

"But if you don't find it readily, let it go for to-night. Your young man
Is sure to have a copy. No nice young man is without one."
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Chapter 6

Lennox was a broker, a vocation which he practised in Wall Street. Early
on the following afternoon, while returning from there, he sat wedged
between a gunman and a Hun. He was unconscious of either. The uncer-
tain market; the slump, momentarily undiscernible, but mathematically
inevitable; customers, credulous or sceptical, but always avid; the pulse
of the feverish street which the ticker indifferently registered; the atmo-
sphere of tobacco and greed; the trailing announcements; "Steel, three-
fourths; Pennsy, a half," these things were forgotten. The train crashed
on. Of that too he was unconscious.

Before him a panorama had unrolledNthe day he first saw her, the
hour he first loved her, the moment he first thought she might care for
himNthe usual panorama that unfolds before any one fortunate enough
to love and to be loved in return.

"Grand Central!"

The gunman disappeared, the Hun had gone, the car emptied itself on
a platform from which it was at once refilled. Lennox ascendedthe stair,
reached the street, boarded a taxi, drove to his home.

The latter, situated on the ground floor of an apartment house a step
from Park Avenue, was entirely commonplace, fitted with furniture
large and ugly, yet minutely relieved by a photograph which showed the
almost perfect oval of Margaret's almost perfect face.

The photograph stood on atable in the sitting-room beyond which ex-
tended other rooms that, in addition to being ugly, were dark. But Len-
nox had no degrading manias for comfort. Pending the great day he
camped in theserooms, above which, on an upper storey was a duplex
apartment which, if Margaret liked, he proposed to take.

It was for her opinion regarding it that he had asked her to come. In
the forenoon she had telephoned that she and her mother would both be
with him. He had instructed his servant accordingly and now a silver
tea-service that had belonged to his grandmother and which, being
Victorian, was hideous, gleamed at him as he entered the rooms.

27



Something else gleamed also. On a rug, a puddle of sunlight had
spilled.

Above, on the embossed platter, were petits fours, watercress sand-
wiches, a sack of sweetmeats, a bunch of violets, a scatter of cups.
Beneath was the puddle.

Lennox looked. It seemed all right.

Harris, his servant, a little man, thin asan umbrella, sidled silently by.
The vestibule took him. From it came the sound of a voice, limpid, clear,
which Lennox knew and knew too was not Margaret's.

"A lady to see you, sir,” Harris, reappearing and effacing himself,
announced.

The doorway framed her. There, with her shock of auburn hair, her
cameo face, her slim figure and her costume which, though simple, was
not the ruinous simplicity that Fifth Avenue achieves,Cassypresented a
picture very different from that on the table, a picture otherwise differen-
tiated by a bundle that was big as a baby.

Lennox did not know but that it might contain a baby and the possibil-
ity alarmed this man who was afraid of nobody.

"Hello!" he exclaimed.

In exclaiming, he stared. He liked the girl. But at the moment she was
in the way. Moreover, why she had come to these rooms of his, where
she had not beeninvited, and where she had not ventured before, was a
mystery.

"How's your father?" he added.

There are people, as there are animals, that cannot be awkward and
are never ridiculous. Cassywas one of them. None the less she stood on
one foot. The tea-table had become very talkative. It told her that it was
expecting somebody; that watercress sandwiches were not for her; no,
nor Victorian horrors either.

"Be off!" it shouted.

"Sit down," said Lennox.

Cassy, hugging the bundle, remained in the doorway. It was not the
tea-table merely, but something else, the indefinable something which
one may feel and not describe that was telling her to hurry. Afterward,
with that regret which multiplies tears and subtracts nothing, shewished
she had hurried, wished rather that she had not come, wished that she
had defied the wolf, outfaced the butcher, done anything except enter
these rooms.
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She shifted the bundle. "I have been gadding about in Wall Street. |
never was there before, but it is so nice and windy | may go there again.
This is just a good-day and good-bye."

As she spoke she turned, and as she turned Lennox' heart smote him.
He hurried to her.

"See here! You can't go like this. Have a cup of tea."

Cassy gave him the rare seduction of her smile. "Thank you. | am out
on business and | never drink in business hours."

But now Lennox had got himself between her and the vestibule.

"Business!" he repeated. "What is it? Anything in my line? Let's trans-
act it here. Wall Streetis no place"Nfor a pretty girl he was about to say
but, desisting, he substitutedN"for you."

"But you are expecting people.”

"How in the world did you know? Anyway, they are not here yet and
if they were they would be glad to meet you."

"I wonder!" said Cassy, whose wonder concerned not their pleasure
but her own, and concerned it becauseshe hated snobs, among whom
she knew that Lennox moved.

"Now, tell me," he resumed.

Cassy, realising that it must be then or never, looked up at him.

"You remember father's violin?"

"l should say I did."

"Well, my businessin Wall Streetwas to offer it asNwhat do you call
it?Nas collateral."

Lennox indicated the bundle. "Is that it?"

Cassynodded. "l had to hide it and smuggle it out without his know-
ing it. He thinks it stolen. If he knew, he would kill me. As it is, he has
gone crazy. To quiet him, | said | would go to the police."

Lennox laughed. "And | am the police!"

"Yes, you're the police."

"All right then. The police have recovered it. Take it back to him. How
much do you need? Will a hundred do?"

That was not Cassy'sidea. Sheshook her docked head at it. "You're the
police but | am a businessman. If you make the loan, you must keep the
collateral.”

"You are a little Jew, that's what you are,” Lennox, affecting annoy-
ance, replied.

Cassy smiled, "l like your jeu d'esprit. But not well enough to accept
money as a gift."
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"Good Lord!" Lennox protested. "Look here! | am not giving money
away. | don't mean it as a gift. Pay me back whenever you like. Until
then, what do you expect me to do with that thing? Give serenades?No,
take it back to your father. | know just how he feels about it. He told me."

Cassy shifted the bundle. "Good-bye then." But as he still blocked the
way, she added: "Will you let me pass?"”

Moralists maintain that a man should never argue with a woman, par-
ticularly when sheis young and good-looking. He should vyield, they as-
sert. Cassy'syouth and beauty said nothing audible to Lennox. They said
nothing of which he was then aware. In addition he was not a moralist.
But there are influences, asthere are bacilli, which unconsciously we ab-
sorb. For some time he had been absorbing a few. He did not realise it
then. When he did, he was in prison. That though was later. At the mo-
ment he threw up his hands.

"l surrender. Will you mind putting it down somewhere?"

Cassy turned. Beyond was a table and near it a chair to which she
went. There she dumped the violin. In so doing she saw Margaret's
picture.

"What a lovely girl!"

Lennox, who had followed, nodded. "That is Miss Austen to whom |
am engaged."

"Oh!" said Cassy. She did not know that Lennox was engaged. But
suddenly the room had become uncomfortably warm and she blurted it:
"How happy she must be!"

At the slip, for he thought it one, Lennox laughed.

"You mean how happy | must be," exclaimed this rare individual to
whom the verb to be happy had a present tense,yet one which eventhen
it was losing.

He had been fumbling in a pocket. From it he drew a wad of bills,
fives and tens, and made another wad. "Here you are. | will mail you a
receipt for the collateral.”

Cassy, taking the money in one hand, extended the other. "May | say
something?"

"Why, of course."

Cassy could talk and very fluently. But at the moment she choked.
What is worse, she flushed. Conscious of which and annoyed at it, she
withdrew her hand and said: "It's so hot here!"

Lennox looked about, then at her. "Is it? Was that what you wanted to
say?"
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Cassy shook herself. "No, and it was very rude of me. | wanted to
thank you. Good-bye, Mr. Policeman."

"Good-bye," he threw after the girl, who, in leaving the room, must
have taken the sunlight with her. As she passedover the rug, the puddle
passed too. It followed her out like a dog.

That phenomenon, to which Lennox then attached no significance, he
afterward recalled. For the moment he busied himself with pen and ink.
Presently he touched a button.

From regions beyond the little old man appeared.

Lennox motioned at the bundle. "Take that to this address. Ask for Mr.
Cara and say it comes from the police. From the police, don't forget,
Harris."

“I'll not forget, sir."

"And go now. When the ladies come, I'll open the door."

As it happened, only shadows came. The shadows lengthened. They
lapped the floor, devoured the silver, turned the rug into a pit, the room
into darkness. Apart from shadows, no one came, no one rang. But,
though Lennox was unaware of it, two people did come, and of the two
one would have rung, had not the other prevented.

Lennox did not know that. On the inaccessibleplanes where events are
marshalled, it was perhaps prearranged that he should not.
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Chapter 7

Margaret, on her way to Lennox that afternoon, wondered whether it
might not be possible for them to live elsewhere.

Born and bred in the sordid hell with a blue sky that New York was
before the war, latterly the sky itself had darkened. The world in which
she moved, distressed her. Its parure of gaiety shocked. Those who
peopled it were not sordid, they were not even blue. Europe agonised
and they dined and danced, displayed themselves at the opera, summar-
iIsed the war asdreadful, dismissed it, gossiped and laughed. It was that
attitude which distressed this girl who, had she been capable of wishing
ill to any one, might have wished them treated as were the Zlegantesof
Brussels.

Margaret had no such evil wish. But she did hope that when married,
she might reside elsewhere.

"There goesthat Mrs. Tomlinson," said her mother. “Last night at the
BazaarNwhat do you suppose? She asked me to dinner. She actually
did! The woman must be mad."

Margaret made no reply. Park Avenue was very bright. To her also for
the moment the scientific savagery of the Huns was remote. The bright-
ness of the April day was about her.

"I am in rags," continued Mrs. Austen, who was admirably dressed.
"On Monday | must really look in on Marguerite. Sheis an utter liar, but
then you feel so safe with her. Where is it that your young man lives?
Somebody said that lies whiten the teeth. It must be there, isn't it? Or is it
here? Theseplaces all look alike, none of them seemsto have any num-
bers and that makes it so convenient."

They had reached a chalk cliff, on the face of which were windows,
balconies and, at the base,two low steps. On the upper step, in large
black letters, was the cliff's name.

Through glasses,which she did not need, Mrs. Austen surveyed it.
"The Sandringham! Why not The Throne?"

Margaret went on and up. Mrs. Austen followed. At oncethey were in
a large, marble-flagged hall. Beyond, from a lift, a boy in green and qgilt,
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peered greedily. At the left was a door with a brass plate that said: "Dr.
Winship." Opposite was another door with another plate on which was
"Lennox."

That, also, Mrs. Austen surveyed. "l did not know your young man
was an earl, but perhaps he is merely a duke. Shall we send that boy or
do we ring? In bachelor quarters one hardly knows what to doNor what
goes on in them either," she immediately and suggestively added.

The door at the right had opened. Cassy was coming out. The flush
was still on her face and in her hand was the money. Mechanically she
thumbed it. Shehad looked down at the roll of bills and through them at
the butcher, the baker, the candlestickmaker. She looked up and saw
Margaret whose photograph she had seena moment before. Instantly
she recognised her. Instantly she realised that it was for her the violets
and the sack of bonbons were waiting. As quickly she understood why
the teapot had shouted: "Be off!"

From Margaret she glanced at Mrs. Austen, who was well worth it. In
and about her eyes and mouth there was an expression of such lofty
aloofness, an air of such aristocratic disdain, that though she stood
without motion, movement, or gesture; though, too, there was no
draught, the skirt of her admirable frock seemedto lift and avert itself. It
was the triumph of civilised life. Yet that triumph she contrived to
heighten. Raising the glasseswhich she did not need, she levelled them
at Cassy.

Cassy, who had but glanced at her, arrested the glance and, for a
second, held it on her, but with an unconcern so obliterating that it had
the effect of blotting-paper. Mrs. Austen felt herself disappearing. It was
as though Cassy had looked at her and had seen nothing whatever.

And that to Mrs. Austen! The lady squirmed but sherallied, the more
readily perhaps since now Cassy had gone, and she said and pleasantly
enough: "What a charming vestal! Such an engaging manner! Seemed,
too, so at home! Let me see?It was she,was it not, who was singing last
night? Rather a coincidence, don't you think?"

Margaret made no reply. The incident, though long in the telling, had
barely outlasted a moment, and crossing the hall, she was approaching
Lennox' door.

Without haste, Mrs. Austen circumvented her. "Not to-day, my dear.
As it is, it is fortunate we came on foot. Otherwise, it would have been
awkward and that is always so distressing. Another day."

Quietly, easily she had got herself in front of Margaret who, without
shoving, could not reach the bell.

33



With candid eyes she looked at her mother. "You seem to be
suggestingNN"

"Perish the thought!" Mrs. Austen sweetly and quickly cut in. "I would
not even suggest that one and two make three, for perhaps they don't.
No, my dear, | suggest nothing. | merely insist. To-day we must post-
pone our little visit and to-night, when he comes, you can have it out
with him. A lover's quarrel! What more could you wish? But here now is
the lift-boy. We must dissemble. It's quite like a play.

"No," sheinterrupted herself to remark at the approaching, greedy and
enquiring youth, "I want nothing whatever except not to be engaged in
conversation."

"Whachyer mean?" asked the boy, who, however, promptly blighted
by her level stare, omitted to pursue it.

Sheturned again to Margaret. "We will find ataxi at the corner. These
first spring days are so enervating."

Margaret faced her. "I am going in."

The sight of Cassyissuing from Lennox' rooms had surprised her, as
the unexpected will surprise. But in saying that she was going in, it was
not at all for explanations. Explanations are for strangers. Love under-
standsNor should understand, and Margaret divined that Cassy had
come on some errand from her father, of whose waylaying and rescue
Lennox had long since told her.

"Will you please move a little?" she added.

Mrs. Austen, after routing the boy, had lowered her glasses.Sheraised
them again. "Look there!"

At the entrance were two women with a child between them. On the
stair was a man. The door marked "Dr. Winship" had opened. The wide
hall was suddenly full of people.

Mrs. Austen lowered her lorgnette. "Don't make a scene,my dear. At
least, don't make one over my dead body."

Resistancewas easy,but to what end? Margaret felt that she could per-
sist, insist, ring and go in, but now only to be accompanied by her
mother's mocking and stilted sneers.The consciousnessof that subtrac-
ted the brightness from the day, the pleasure from the visit. Then, too,
that evening he would come. Then they would be alone.

Sheturned. A moment more and both were in the street, where Mrs.
Austen forgot about the taxi. Other matters occupied the good woman
and occupied her very agreeably. She had been playing a game, and a
rare game it is, with destiny. The stakeswere extravagant, but her cards
were poor. Then abruptly, in one of the prodigious shuffles that fate
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contrives, a hand, issuing from nowhere, had dealt her a flush. She
purred at it, at the avenue, at the world, at her daughter.

"I am so glad we are not going anywhere to-night." A car flew by, a
gloved hand waved and the purr continued. "Wasn't that Sarah Amster-
dam? By the way, what did the medium tell you? Anything about a dark
man crossing your path? If not, it was very carelessof her. But what was
| talking about? Oh, yes, | am so glad we are to be at home. You can have
a nice, quiet evening with your young man. Only, do you know, |
wouldn't say anything about that little vestal. He might not like it. Men
are so queer. They hate to be misunderstood and to be understood
makes them furious. No, | wouldn't mention it. But now isn't he asfull of
surprises as a grab-bag? | thought him a model of the most perfect pro-
priety, and that only shows how wrong it is to judge by appearances.
Model young men always remind me of floor-walkers. Who was that
that just bowed? Dear me, so it was, and he looked so down in the
mouth he might have been a dentist. On Monday | really must go to my
dentist. He does hurt terribly and that is so reassuring. You feel that you
are getting your money's worth. Don't your teeth need attending to? Ah,
here we are at last! God bless our home!"

Entering the hall, she looked at a little room to the right in which the
manager awed prospecting tenants. Usually it was empty. It was empty
then. Mrs. Austen looked, passedon and, preceding Margaret, entered a
lift that floated them to the home on which she had asked a blessing.
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Chapter 8

The Italians have a proverb about waiting for some one who does not
come. They call it deadly. Among the lapping shadows Lennox felt the
force of it. But concluding that visitors had detained his guests, he
dressed and went around a corner or two to the Athen¥aum Club where
usually he dined.

In the main room which gives on Fifth Avenue, he found Ten Eyck
Jonestalking war. Joneswas a novelist, but he did not look like one.
There was nothing commercial in his appearance, which was that of a
man half-asleep, except when he talked and then he seemedvery much
awake. He was not fat and though an inkbeast, he dressed after the man-
ner of those who put themselves in the best hands and then forget all
about it. But for Lennox he had a superior quality, he was a friend. With
him was Harry Cantillon, who, the night before, had danced away with
Kate Schermerhorn. Straddling an arm of Cantillon's chair was Fred Og-
ston, ayoung man of atype that, even before the war, was vanishing and
which was known as about town. Adjacently sat Peter Verelst. Servants
brought little decanters and removed others. In a corner an old man
glared with envious venom at the liquors of which he had consumed too
many and of which, at the price of his eyesight, he could consume no
more.

Joneswaved at Lennox. "I have been telling these chaps that before
they are much older they will be in khaki."

"Houp!" cried Cantillon. He sprang up, ran to the arched entrance,
where, lightly, without effort, he turned a somersault and was gone.

The old man in the corner raised himself, shuffled to a table, sat down
and wrote to the house committee. Such conduct could not be tolerated!
Having said it, he raised himself again and shuffled over with the letter
to Dunwoodie, a lawyer with the battered face of a bulldog and a
ruffian's rumpled clothes.

Dunwoodie, instead of taking the letter, gave the old man a look, one
look, his famous look, the look with whichNit was saidNhe reversed the
Bench. Angrily the old man turned tail, collided with Paliser, apologised
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furiously, damning him beneath his breath, damning Dunwoodie,
damning the house committee, damning the club.

"Are you to dine here?"Jonesasked Ogston, who swore gently, declar-
ing that, worse luck, he was due at his aunt's.

"But you are," Jonestold Lennox. "Come on and I'll make your hair
stand on end." He turned: "And yours, too."

Peter Verelst smoothed the back of his head. "Thank you, Ten Eyck.
But such hair as | have | prefer should remain as it is."

The two men went on and up into another room, spacious, high-ceiled,
setwith tables, where a captain got them seated,took their orders, care-
fully transmitted them to a careful waiter, an omnibus meanwhile
producing ice-water which Jones had promptly removed.

He smiled at Lennox. "Who was the jeunesseyou and Paliser were
talking to last night? She had been singing."

Lennox unfolded a napkin. "I thought you were to make my hair stand
on end."

"Well," said the novelist, who spoke better than he knew, "she may
make Paliser's. There's a young man with plenty of perspective. | saw
him in London just before the deluge. He was then en route for the Mar-
quesas.| envied him that. | envied him the vanilla-scented nights; the
skies, a solid crust of stars, and also, and particularly, the tattooed
ghosts. But | am forgetting your hair. Were you ever in Berlin?"

Lennox scowled. "Yes. Once."

"And once is too often. The last time | was there, | looked down the
Wilhelmstrasse and it got up and threatened me. Barring the possibilities
of future avatars, | shall not promenade there again. But | would give a
red pippin, | would give two of them, to have beenin Potsdam on that
night, that cloudless night, the night in July, when in a room, gorgeous
as only vulgarity could made it, there was sounded the crack of doom."

Jones gestured and a waiter hurried to him. He motioned him away.

"You can picture it, Lennox, or, if not, who am | to refuse my aid? At
the doors were lackeys; at the gates were guards. Without and beyond,
to the four points of the compass, an unsuspecting world slept, toiled,
feasted, fasted, occupied with its soap-bubble hates and loves. But, in
that room, saurians, with titles as long as your arm, were contriving a
cataclysm that was to exceedthe deluge. Sincethen, and though it be but
through the headlines, you and | stand witness to events that no mortal
ever saw before. That night, in that room they were concocted. By com-
parison, what are the mythical exploits of Homer's warriors, the fabulous
achievements of Charlemagne's paladins, the fading memories of
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Napoleon's campaigns? What are they all by comparison to a world in
flames? Hugo, with his usual sobriety, said that Napoleon inconveni-
enced God. Napoleon wanted Europe. These gunmen want the earth.
They won't getit. Hell is their portion. But, while they were planning the
crib-cracking, | would give ared pippin to have beenin their joint that
night. A little more trout?"

Jones turned to the waiter. "Take it away and fetch the roast."”

He was about to give other orders, yet these Lennox interrupted.

"But look here. You spoke of an unsuspecting world. The Kaiser had
been rattling the sabre for years. Everybody knew that."

"Sohe had," said Jones,who contradicted no one. "But England did not
take him seriously, nor did this country either. Consequently, when the
war began it was regarded as but another robber-raid which shortly
would be over. That was an idea that everybody shared, even to the
Kaiser, who afterward said that he had not wanted this war. Incredible
as it may seem he spoke the truth. He did not want a war in which he
would be tripped on the Marne, blocked on the Yser and foiled at Ver-
dun. He wanted a war in which France would be felled, Russia rolled
back, a war in which, over Serbia's ravaged corpse, his legions could
pour down acrossthe Turkish carpet into the realm where Sardanapalus
throned, beyond to that of Haroun-al-Raschid, on from thenceto Ormus
and the Ind, and, with the resulting thralls and treasure, overwhelm
England, gut the United States,destroy civilisation and, on the ruins, set
Deutschland Yber Alles!"

"Hear! Hear!" said Lennox from between bites.

Jones,after a momentary interlude with a fork, got back at it. "That is
what he wanted! But to get it, he lacked one thing, one thing only. He
had everything else, he had everything that forethought, ingenuity and
science could provide. The arsenals were stocked. The granaries were
packed, the war-chests replete. Grey-green uniforms were piled end-
lessly in heaps. KielNpreviously stolen from Denmark, but then recon-
structed and raised to the war degreeNat last was open. The navy was
ready. The army was ready. Against any possible combination of
European forces, the oiled machine was prepared. In addition, clairvoy-
ance had supplied the pretext and stupidity the chance.Petersburg was
then in the throes of a general strikeNwhich the Wilhelmstrasse had en-
gineered. In Paris, the slipshod condition of the army had been publicly
denounced. England and Ireland were nearly at eachother's throats. Yet,
had they beenin each other's arms, the Kaiser was convinced that Eng-
land would not interfere. Moreover in France, mobilisation required
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weeks; in Russia, months; and even then the Russian army, otherwise
unequipped, the Tsarina had supplied with two hundred Teuton gener-
als. That woman used to exclaim at her resemblanceto Marie Antoinette.
Sheflattered herself. It is Bazaine whom she resembled. But where was
I? Oh, yes. The opportunity was so obvious and everything so neatly
prepared that, for good measure, the pretext was added. An archduke,
sinister when living and still more sinister dead, was, by the Kaiser's or-
ders, bombed to bits and the bombing fastened on Serbia. Allied stupid-
ity provided the opportunity, imperial forethought supplied the rest.
Sincehighwayry began, never was there such a chance.On the last gaiter
was the last button. The Kaiser lacked but one thing."

Lennox shoved at his plate. "So you have said."

Jones,abandoning his fork, repeated it. "One thing! In Potsdam, on
that cloudless July night, when the world, on which he proposed to bat-
ten, slept, toiled, feasted, fasted, occupied with its futile loves and hates,
that thing must have occurred to him."

"Yes, but confound it, what was it?"

Joneslit acigar. "Bernstorff said, or is said to have saidNIl do not count
him among my acquaintancesNthat on that night this supercanaille
showed symptoms of what | think | have seendescribed as vacillation.
That is quite on the cards. It bearsout my theory. In any event the fellow
had his ambitions. He wanted to descendinto the red halls of history dis-
guised. He might have succeeded. History is very carelessand to-day
barely recalls that at five o'clock on the morning succeeding his marriage
to adowdy fat girl, he treated his regiment to a drill. The fact is uninter-
esting and would be equally unimportant were it not for the note that it
struck. Subsequently, when he leaped on the throne, he shouted that
those who opposed him he would smash. "There is no other law than
mine"; he later announcedNa fine phrase and yet but a modern variant
of Domitian's: "Your god and master orders it." Incidentally, in addition
to the Garter, an honorific which the Duke of Cambridge admirably
summarised as"having, sir, none of the damned nonsenseof merit about
it," he had other distinctions. He hadNand hasNuranomania, that is to
say, a flight of fancy in which the patient believes himself associated
with God. He had also defilirium tremens, which manifested itself in
those man[oe]uvres that are war's image and in which the troops defile.
Yet, when it came to the real thing, it may be that this paradomaniac
lacked the stomach. Apart from the Kruger incident, and one or two oth-
er indecencies, his observance of international etiquette was relatively
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correct. The lackeys of history might therefore have deodorised him.
With a sow's ear a lot may be done. Have a cigar?"

Lennox laughed. "I would prefer the point."

"Now, how greedy you are. Well then, here it is. On that fatidic night
in July, this fellow was fifty-five."

"What of it?"

"Everything. At his age Alexander had been dead twenty years."

As Jonesspoke he raised his hands. "Spirit of the Great Sinner, forgive
me! This scrofulous dwarf has no kinship with thee!"

“No," Jones,dropping his hands, resumed. "None. His kin are Herod,
Caracalla, Attila, Genghis Khan, and Cloacus, Lord of Sewers.Those are
his kin. To the shade of the Lampsacene,whom the world had forgotten;
to that of Cloacus, whom civilisation had ignored, subsequently he de-
voted the army. For the troops he invoked them. But that night the
ghosts of the others gave him pause. At his age, Caracalla, Attila,
Genghis, were dead. They had died hideous, monstrousNbut young.
Herod alone may have seemeda promising saint to swear by, though, in
the obscurities of Syrian chronology, even of him he could not be sure.
The one kindred hyena who, at fifty-five, had defied the world was Tsi
An, the Chinese Empress, and he had helped to squelch her. Do you see
it now? To burglarise the world, this thug had every advantage. The po-
lice were asleep. The coast was clear. The jimmies and the dynamite
sticks were ready. Even the dark lantern was packed. The kit was com-
plete. He had everything. He lacked nothing, except the one essen-
tialNYouth! The eyesof youth are clear. His were too dimmed to foresee
that the alliesNN"

Lennox was rising.

Amiably Jonesswitched on and off again. "Hold on a minute. You
have not given me the "Who's Who" of that young woman."

In Lennox' brain, instantly cells latent, alert, and of which he was en-
tirely unconscious, functioned actively. Before him Cassy stood. Beside
her was another. This other, very lovely, was a saint. Yet, prompted still
by the cells and equally unaware of it, it occurred to him that a lovely
saint may resemble a vase that is exquisite, but unresilient and perhaps
even empty. Whereas a siren, like CassyNN

Abruptly he caught himself up. The unawaited disloyalty into which
he had floundered, surprised and annoyed him. He could not account
for the delicate infidelity and perplexedly he looked at Joneswho still
was at it.

“The diva | mean. The diva in duodecimo who sang at the Bazaar."
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Lennox shook himself and sat down again. Modestly then the thrice-
told tale was repeatedNAngelo Cara, a violin in one hand, a sword-cane
in the other, trudging home. The attack, the rout, the rescue, the ac-
guaintance with Cassy that ensued.

Jones,absorbing the story, pigeonholed his memory with the details
which, sometime, for copy purposes, might be of use.

"They are Portuguese," Lennox, rising again, concluded.

Jonespeered about. The great room was filled with members, eating,
drinking, laughing, talkingNtalking mainly of nothing whatever. He
motioned.  "Isn't that Cantillon over there  withNof all
people!NDunwoodie?"

Lennox looked and nodded. "Cantillon is in Dunwoodie's office. He
asked me to give him my law business."Indifferently, with the air of one
considering the improbable, Lennox added: "Some day | may. Good-
night."

But in the night into which he then went, already that day was
breaking.
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Chapter 9

That same evening, as Lennox was leaving the club, Mrs. Austen, rising
from the dinner-table, preceded Margaret into the drawing-room and
looked at the clock, a prostrate nymph, balancing a dial on the soles of
her feet. At the figures on the dial, the nymph pointed a finger.

From the clock Mrs. Austen turned and exclaimed at the windows
which she had already examined. "The jardinieres have not yet been at-
tended to! It is inconceivable!"

Margaret, who had seated herself, said: "You might send for the
manager."

"He would only keep me waiting and then expect me to tell him what |
wanted. He ought to know. Besides,| might have forgotten. It is very
tiresome."

Margaret stood up. "I will tell him."

With a click, Mrs. Austen unfurled a fan and, with another click, re-
furled it. "No. | will see him myself. | am quite in the humour."

Margaret looked after her mother, who was leaving the room. The
sudden tempest in a flowerpot surprised her. But the outer door closed.
Margaret reseated herself. Presently he would come and together they
would make those plans that lovers makeNand then unmake, unless,
elsewhere, they have been made for them.

Meanwhile she waited. The incident at the Sandringham, the sight of
Cassy, her mother's facile insinuations, these things had distressed her,
because,and only because,they had prevented her from enjoying the in-
nocent pleasure of the innocent visit to the rooms of her betrothed,
whom she loved with alove that was too pure and too profound, to har-
bour doubt and suspicion and that evil child of theirs which jealousy is.
Her faith was perfect. That faith showed in her face and heightened her
beauty with a candour that should have disarmed her mother, who, in
the hall below, was, at that moment, instructing a man and not about
flower-boxes either.

"Mr. Lennox, you may know him, by sight | mean, will be coming here
shortly. Please have him shown into that room there."
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Mrs. Austen passedon. The little room at which she had glanced that
afternoon received herNa hospitality in which amirror joined. The latter
welcomed her with a glimpse of herself. It was like meeting an old
friend. But no; a friend certainly, yet not an old one. Age had not
touched this lady, not impudently at least, though where it may have
had the impertinence to lay a finger, art had applied another, a moving
finger that had written a parody of youth on her face which was then
turning to some one behind her whom the mirror disclosed.

In turning, she smiled.

"It is so good of you, Mr. Lennox, to look in on me. The door-man told
you about Margaret, did he not? No? How carelessof him. The dear
child has a headache and has gone to bed."

"Has she?"said Lennox. He found but that. But at least he understood
why Margaret had not come to his rooms. The headachehad prevented
her.

"It is nothing." Mrs. Austen was telling him. "To-morrow she will be
herself again. Nice weather we are having."

“Very," Lennox answered.

As he would have said the same thing if Mrs. Austen had declared
that the weather was beastly, the reply did not matter. It did not matter
to her; it did not matter to him. Shewas thinking of something else and
he was also. He was thinking of Margaret, wondering whether he might
not go to her. Were it not for the strait-jacket that conventionality is and
which pinions the sturdiest, he would have gone. He was a little afraid of
Mrs. Austen, asan intelligent man sometimesis afraid of an imbecile wo-
man. But his fear of her fainted beside the idea that if, disregarding the
bagatelles of the door, he made his way to Margaret, she herself might
not like it. That alone restrained him. Afterward he wished he had let
nothing prevent him. Afterward he regretted it. It is the misery of
lifeNand sometimes its rewardNthat regret should be futile.

But, at the moment, grim and virile, a hat in one hand, a stick in the
other, his white tie just showing between the lapels of his overcoat,
already he was consoling himself. He had not seenMargaret in the after-
noon, and he was not to see her this evening. No matter. The morrow
would repayNthat morrow which is falser than the former day.

Pleasantly at him and at his thoughts, Mrs. Austen played the flute.
"Won't you sit down?" In speaking, she sank on a sofa which she occu-
pied amply.
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Lennox, shifting his stick, took a chair. Later, in one of those evil
moods that come to the best, as well asto the worst, he wished he had
brained her with it.

With the magic flute, Mrs. Austen continued: "To-morrow is Sunday,
Is it not? You must be sure to come. Dear me! | can remember when
everybody went to church on Sunday and then walked up and down
Fifth Avenue. Fifth Avenue had trees then instead of shops and on the
trees were such funny little worms. They used to hang down and crawl
on you. The houses, too, were so nice. They all had piazzas and on the
piazzas were honeysuckles. But | fear | am boasting. | don't really re-
member all that. It was my father who told me. Those must have been
the good old days!"

Lennox again shifted his stick. "To-day | had hoped that you would
look in on me."

The flute caressedthe strain. "Yes. It was too bad! We had quite coun-
ted on it. Bachelor quarters must be so exciting."

"Well, not mine at any rate. They are rather dark."

"But that must make them all the more exciting! Blindman's buff! Hide
and go seek! What fun you must have with your friends romping about!"

"My friends are too busy for that. Though to-dayNN"

"Yes?"

Lennox hesitated. He knew that this woman took no interest in him
whatever, but he had intended to tell Margaret about Cassy.

Pleasantly Mrs. Austen prodded him. "Yes?"

"Nothing of any moment. This afternoon, Miss Cara, the girl who sang
last night, came to see me. You may remember | told you | knew her
father."

"It seems to me | do."

“Things have not gone well there and | advanced her a trifle for him."

Mrs. Austen unfurled her fan. It was all Honest Injun. She had not a
doubt of it and never had. But if she had thought it a Sioux and Co-
manche story, it would have been the same to her.

"l am sorry you did not meet her,"” Lennox continued. "You might have
lent her a hand."”

"Professionally, you mean?"

"Yes."

"I might have her sing here," replied Mrs. Austen, who would have
seen Cassy hanged first.
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Lennox considered the picture: Mrs. Austen in the r™leof shepherdess,
herding for Cassy'sbenefit the flock of sheepthat society is. But the pic-
ture did not detain him. He stood up.

“That would be very good of you. Pleasetell Margaret | am sorry she
has a headache and that | will look in on her to-morrow."

No you won't, thought Mrs. Austen, who said: "Yes, do."

In a moment, when he had gone, she looked again in the mirror. It
showed her a woman who would not steal, unless she could do so un-
detectably; a woman who would not forge, becauseshe did not know
how. Crimes ridiculous or merely terrific she was too shrewd to commit.
But there are crimes that the law cannot reach. There are cards, too, that
fate may deal.

After looking at the woman, she looked at the cards. They were
dreamlike. Even so, they needed stacking. Mrs. Austen arranged them
carefully, ran them up her sleeve and floated to the room where Mar-
garet waited.

As she entered, Margaret turned to her. Her face had that disquieting
loveliness which Spanish art gave to the Madonna, the loveliness of flesh
eclipsed certainly by the loveliness of the soul, but still flesh, still lovely.

At sight of it Mrs. Austen experienced the admiration tinctured with
the vitriol of jealousy that some mothers inject. Mrs. Austen had beena
belle in the nights when there were belles but her belledom, this girl,
who was not a belle, outshone. Yet the glow of it while necessarily phys-
ical had in it that which was moral. Unfortunately the radiance of moral
beauty only those who are morally beautiful can perceive. Mrs. Austen
was blind to it. It was her daughter's physical beauty that she always
saw and which, though shewas jealous of it, had, she knew, avalue, pre-
cisely asbeauty had avalue in Circassiawhere, before the war, it fetched
as much as a hundred Turkish pounds. In New York, where amateurs
are keener and beauty is more rare, it may run into millions.

Commercially conscious of that, Mrs. Austen felt for the cards and
carelessly produced one.

"Do you know, | believe we are to have a shower. Your young man got
off just in time."

Margaret, who had glanced at the prostrate nymph, looked at her up-
right mother. "Do you mean that Keith has comeNand gone?"

Mrs. Austen sat down and extracted another card. "My dear, when |
went below he was coming in. WeNN"

Margaret, with her usual directness, interrupted. "But he is coming
back?"
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“That depends on you."

"On me? How? What do you mean?"

“That you must do asyou like, of course. But if you elect to seehim,
for goodness' sake don't refer to it."

"Refer to it!" Margaret exclaimed. "Refer to what?"

"The vestal whom we saw this afternoon."”

"l don't understand."

Indulgently Mrs. Austen motioned. "It is hardly proper that you
should."

Margaret winced and coloured. "Your insinuation is horrible."

Cheerfully Mrs. Austen smiled. Margaret's start, her heightened col-
our, her visible annoyance, these things comforted her. A grandee of
Spain warmed his hands at the auto-da-fZ. There are people just like him.
There are people that take comfort in another's distress. Mrs. Austen did
not know that she resembled them. She had nothing but Margaret's wel-
fare in view. Nothing but that and her own. Her own though came first.

Sheraised the fan. "My dear, you misjudge me. | always said that he is
a good young man and | stick to it. He is good, far too good, too good to
be true." With that, lowering the fan, she produced a trump.
"Downstairs, a moment ago, he told me so."

Margaret gasped. "He told youNhe told youNN"

"Precisely. That is just what he did tell me."

Margaret straightened. "l don't believe it."

Mrs. Austen waved at her. "Oh, | don't mean that he has deceived you.
He has done nothing of the kind. It is you who have deceived yourself.
That was to be expected. At your age | deceived myself quite as thor-
oughly. | thought your father a conquering hero and he was merely a
bore. But he pointed a moral, though he adorned no tale. He married to
settle down. That is this young man's idea and | must give him credit for
the fact that while he has not deceived you, he did deceive me. | thought
him atedious person; whereas, not a bit of it. He is exceedingly lively. If
he keepsit up, his wife will be blessedamong women. But that is just it.
He won't keep it up. He swore he would not and | believe him. He has
turned over a new leaf. | can't cry over it, but it is really too bad."

Margaret, who had straightened, stiffened. "If | believed a word of
what you tell me, | would forgive him entirely."

Mrs. Austen, unprepared for that, leaned forward. "My dear, | had no
idea you were so sensible."

"l would forgive entirely," Margaret continued. "But | would never see
him again."
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How good that tasted! Mrs. Austen swallowed it contentedly. "Of
course you will seehim. You are not going blind, | suppose. But when
you do seehim, it will be only decent of you to ignore the matter which
Is not a fit subject for you to discuss."

Margaret, who had straightened and stiffened, now was rigid. "I cer-
tainly shall ignore it. It is not worth talking about."

Mrs. Austen leaned back. "Ah, my dear, how right you are. He could
not tell you that he had loved wisely, it would not be very flattering. He
could not say he had loved too well, for that would be embarrassing.
What a pretty frock you have on. Did Marguerite make it? Of course he
could not. It would not be nice at all. But to me he made a soiled breast
of it. Don't you think the skirt a bit too long? Stand up a minute."

Margaret coloured again. She coloured with a flush that put two red
spots on her. She did not believe it. She could not and would not. Yet
credence, like the wind, bloweth where it listeth.

Mrs. Austen, noting the spots, knew that the card had been well
played and leisurely selected another.

"Perhapsit is the way you are sitting. Yes, altogether it is quite ducky.
| really must go to Marguerite on Monday. Don't let me forget about it or
the dentist either. | shall have my hands full and my mouth also. The
proper caper, too, apparently. That little dollymop, whom we saw this
afternoon, had her hands full. Did you notice the roll of bills that shewas
counting? Such an enjoyable occupation! But it won't last. You need not
worry on that score.He had been paying her off. He assured me of that
and so unnecessarily. Why, | saw the whole thing at a glance. Anybody
but you would have seen it too. But you are so theosophically
nearsighted. It was for that reason| took you away. Now, though, he s
going to begin on a clean slate. Those were his very words, and you, |
suppose, are the clean slate. He has such original expressions, hasn't he?
But there! | forgot. He did not mean me to tell you. In fact, he begged me
not to."

From Margaret's face the flush retreating left it white with that white-
nesswhich dismay creates. A bucket of mud had drenched her. It did
more, it dazed her. The idea that the bucket was imaginary, the mud
non-existent, that every word she had heard was a lie, did not occur to
this girl who, if a Psyche,was not psychic. In her heart was the mud; in
her mother's hand was the bucket. But the mire itself, he had put there.
The evidence of her own eyesshe might have questioned. But he had ad-
mitted it and the fact that he had induced in her the purely animal feel-
ing to get away, to be alone and to suffer unseen.
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Sheleft the room, went to her own, closed the door and at a prie-Dieu
fell on her knees, not to prayNshe knew that the Lords of Karma are not
to be propitiated or coercedNbut in humiliation.

In humiliation there may be self-pity and that is always degrading.
With uncertain hands shetried to transform that pity into sorrow, not for
herself, but for him. The burnt offering searedher. In the secretchambers
of her being her young soul tripped and fell. For support she clutched at
her creed. Ordinarily it would have sustained her. Ordinarily it would
have told her that her suffering was the penalty for suffering which she
had caused, a penalty that the gods of the doors that close behind our
birth were measuring to her. Ordinarily she would have realised that in
some anterior, enigmatic and forgotten life, she,too, had debasedherself
and that this crosswas the punishment for that debasement. Ordinarily
the creed would have sustained her. But as she clutched at it, it receded.
Only the cross remained and that was too heavy.

In the drawing-room an indifferent nymph pointed a finger at hours,
all of which wound and of which the last one Kkills.

In that room Mrs. Austen was writing a note. Addressed to Montagu
Paliser, jr., esgre., it asked him to dinner.
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Chapter 1 O

In the subway, the following evening, Cassy saw a man eyeing her. She
turned and saw another man who also was eyeing her. On the seat op-
posite two women were discussing her clothes.

The clothes, her own manufacture, were not of the fashion, not behind
it, or ahead of it, but above it. A mode, or a mood of her own, they con-
sisted in a blue silk smock and a yellow cloth skirt. On the sleevesand
about the neck of the smock there was also yellow, touches of it, with
which the skirt married. Therewith she was hatless, rebellious and
handsome.

Accustomed to the inquisitiveness of appraising eyes, she ignored the
women as, already, she had ignored the men. With obliterating uncon-
cern, she reduced them to the fluidity of the inchoate. Other matters oc-
cupied her, and, primarily, atrick, an extremely shabby one, from which
she had not yet recovered.

The day before, after paying the butcher, the baker, and the punctual
and pertinacious agent, she had scaledthe walk-up where she found her
father with the violin, on which, an hour earlier, Lennox had loaned her
the money.

The spectacle flabbergasted her. Then, realising what Lennox had
done, his iniquity struck her as hateful. At once, in an effort to account,
however imaginatively, for the apparent sorcery of it all, she tried to in-
vent a fairy-tale. But the tale would not come. Nor was it needed. Her
father dispensed with any. Impatient of detail, asthe artist usually is, he
required none. The extraordinary perspicacity of the police who had
nailed and returned the violin instanter, this wizardry that would have
thrown any one elseinto stupors of bewilderment, interested him not at
all. He had the violin. That sufficed. The rest did not matter.

It mattered though and monumentally to Cassy. To owe the butcher,
the baker, the candlestickmaker, and to have them look slantingly at you,
that was disgusting. But to be beholden for a gift, which you had refused
to accept, and which then, behind your back, was dumped in on you,
that was degrading. Consequently, while conjecturing new versions of
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Perrault, versions which it relieved her to find were not wanted, she
gnashed her milk-white teeth at Lennox, felt that she hated him, yet felt,
too, and the feeling was maddening, that the hatred was very tender.

All this was irritating enough and the Tamburini had contrived to add
to the irritation. It had been arranged that the fallen star was to come to
the walk-up and accompany Cassyto the Splendor. Instead of which, at
the last moment, the ex-diva had telephoned that she would join her at
the hotel, and Cassyforesaw a tedious sitting about in the lobby, for Ma
Tamby was always late. But when have misfortunes come singly? Cassy
foresaw, too, that the tedium would not be attenuated by Paliser's
conversation.

It was not for that, or for him, that she was then in the subway, but for
dinner. Young, healthy and consequently carnal, though not otherwise
carnal than hunger can make you, she liked food, on condition that she
had not prepared it, andNin particular, and why not?Nshe liked the sa-
vorously truffled menus that walk-ups lack. She had another reason for
being in the subway, one that Ma Tamby had lodged, like a flea, in her
ear.

But now, near the heart of Manhattan, the train had stopped. Cassy
got out, looked at her white gloves, wondered if they smelled of benzine,
decided that they did, took them off and went on to the Splendor where
Paliser was waiting.

Other people appeared to be similarly occupied. In the high, wide hall
were groups of careful men and carelesswomen, the latter very scrump-
tious in their imported frocks. The sight of these Parisianisms abashed
Cassy no more than her appearance abashed Paliser. Etiquette, Formal-
ity, the Proper Thing, the great inane gods of the ante-bellum heavens,
he had never acknowledged and now, though locally their altars re-
mained and their worship persisted, he knew they were forever dead,
blown into the dust-bin of the things that were, tossed there in derision
by that atheist, the War.

The carelesswomen looked at Cassy and carefully looked away. The
careful men looked at her and carelessly looked again. In the severity of
the wide, high hall, the girl with her rebellious beauty and harlequin
gown, struck a note which it lacked, struck two of them, the go-and-be-
hanged-to-you and originality.

In evening clothes that said Savile Row, Paliser approached. "You are
punctual as a comet and equally luminous."

Cassy, ignoring the remark, ignoring, too, the hand that accompanied
it, cut him short. "Haven't seen Madame Tamburini, have you?"
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Paliser's hair had the effect of a mirror. He smoothed the back of it.
The ex-diva he had certainly seenand not later than just before she tele-
phoned to Cassy. But it is injudicious, and also tiresome, to tell
everything. With the wave of a cheque,the complicity of the former first-
lady had been assured, and assured moreover without a qualm on her
part. Ma Tamby did not know what it is to have a qualmNwhich she
could not have spelled if she had known. Shewas differently and superi-
orly educated. In the university that life is, she had acquired encyclope-
dias of recondite learning. She knew that ice is not all that it is cracked
up to be:that afinger in the pie is better than two in the fire, and that an-
gels have been observed elsewhere than at MonsNlearning which, as
you may see, is surprising.

Over the ham and eggs of an earlier evening, the syllables of Paliser's
name had awakened echoes of old Academy nights and Mapleson's
“grand revivals" of the Trovatore, echoesthin and quavering, yet still re-
peating hymns in glory of the man's angelic papa. On the way from ham
and eggsto Harlem, she had, in consequence,conjured, for Cassy'sbene-
fit, with performing fleas. But when, on this afternoon, M. P.jr., had
come and waved chequesat her, she had felt that her worst hopes were
realised, that her finger was really in the pie, and she had agreed to
everything, which, however, for the moment, was nothing at all, merely
to abandon Cassy that evening; merely also to collaborate later in the
evocation of a myth, and meanwhile to keep at it with the fleas.

Now, in the hall of the Splendor, as Paliser patted the back of his head,
he was enjoying Cassy'sopen-air appearancethat needed only a tennis-
racket to be complete.

Cassy glanced about. She had a penny or two more than her carfare
and yet, if she had owned the shop, she could not have appeared more at
easein this smartest of smart inns, a part of which, destiny, in its capri-
ciousness, was to offer her.

“No," he answered. "But | have a private room somewhere. She can
find her way there, unless you prefer palms and an orchestra."

"l do," said Cassy,to whom aroom with this man said only boredom
and who liked to see what was going on.

Then when, presently, they were seated at a table, to which the
chastened captain of the ham-and-egg night had piloted the way, Cassy
beheld what she had never beheld before, and what few mortals ever do
behold, a cradled bottle of Clos de Vougeot. But to her, the royal crz was
very much like the private room. It said nothing. A neighbouring table
was more eloquent.
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Among the people seated there was an imperial woman with an im-
perial manner, whom Cassyinstantly recognised. Shewas prima donna,
prima donna assoluta, and though Cassydid not know itNnor would it
have interested her if she had knownNdissoluta also.

To be in her shoes!

In that seven-leagued dream, she forgot Paliser, the delinquent Tam-
burini, the trick that Lennox had played. In a golden gloom, on a wide
stage, to a house packed to the roof, Cassy was bowing. Her final roul-
ade had just floated on and beyond, lost now in cyclonic bravas.

"It was the Duc d'Aumale,” Paliser was saying.

"Eh?" Abruptly Cassy awoke.

"Or, if not, some other chap who, recognising it, ordered his regiment
to halt and present arms."

“To whom?"

“To the vineyard where the grape in that bottle was grown."

Cassy shook out a napkin. "You talk just like my janitress. | never un-
derstand a word she says."

But now a waiter was bringing delicacies other than those obtainable
in Harlem; in particular, a dish that had the merit of pleasing Cassy.

"What is it?" she asked.

"Muskrat."

"What!"

"Muskrat with terrapin for a pseudonym. The pseudonym shows ima-
gination. Let us be thankful for that. Gastronomy is bankrupt. Formerly
it was worshipped. Formerly gastronomy was a goddess. To-day the sole
tributes consist in bills-of-fare that are just like the Sahara minus the
oases.lt is the oaseswe want and it is muskrat we get. That is all wrong.
The degree of culture that any nation may claim is shown in its cookery
and if there is anything viler than what we get here it must be served in
Berlin. It must have been Solon who said: 'Tell me what you eat and |
will tell you who you are.' He added, or should have, that animals feed,
man dines and, when permitted, dines devoutly. There are dishes, as
there are wines, to which one should rise and bow. But hereabouts it is
only by special dispensation that one gets them. In a hotel such as this
there is an outward show of reverence, but it is sheer hypocrisy; of real
piety there is none, a sham attempt to observe the sacred rites without
knowing how. | admit | don't know either. From me the divine afflatus
has been withheld. But elsewhere | have been conscious of the presence.
Once or twice | was blessed. Here, though, in default of shrines there
should be chairs. Harvard, Yale, Columbia, should establish a few. When
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| was in college | was taught everything that it is easiestto forget. If the
youth of the land were instructed in gastronomy we would all be wiser
and better. Chairs on gastronomy, that is what we need!"

Cassy laughed. "Why not tables?"

Paliser laughed with her. The laughter was a bond. It joined them
however tenuously. It was what he had beendriving at. Accustomed to
easy successes,Cassy's atmosphere, with its flavour of standoffishness
and indifference, appealed to this man, who had supped on the facile
and who wanted the difficult. Cassy, he could have sworn, would sup-
ply it and, if he had, he would have sworn very truly.

Meanwhile the muskrat had gone. Dishes less false but equally fair
had followed. Now, with the air of a conjurer, the waiter just showed
them an entremets which he hastened to serve. It was a soufflZe.

At it, Cassy, just showing the point of her strawberry tongue, ex-
claimed without rancour: "Ma Tamby has thrown us over."

Paliser lit a cigarette. "She may be singing in the private room."

Cassylaughed again. "Yes.'Una voce poco fa!' That would be just the
thingNwouldn't it?Nto sing privately in private."

Paliser answered, though what, she did not hear. The orchestra
drowned it and for a moment she considered him, consciousthat he was
lessobjectionable than he had seemed,yet entirely unconscious that such
objection as she had experienced was due to his extreme good-looks,
which in a man are always objectionable to a woman when she herself is
handsome, for they make him resemble her and, in so doing, constitute
an encroachment on her prerogatives, which, in itself, is an affront.

Cassy,ignorant of the psychology of it, equally unaware that familiar-
ity which may breed contempt can also dissolve dislike, and feeling
merely a lessening of her instinctive hostility, told herself that he was
perhaps not as cocky as he looked and drank of the glass before her.

The Clos de Vougeot which, to the educated palate, is art, literature
and song combined, meant nothing more to her than if it had been MZ-
doc. Shedrank it becauseit was there at her hand, as she would have
drunk water, without savouring it, without any realisation of the enorm-
ity of the crime. Yet though it meant nothing, nothing at least of which
shewas aware, the royal crz was affecting her. It modified and mollified,
admonishing her that this man was an inoffensive insect who, circum-
stancesfavouring, might, as Ma Tamby when inserting the flea had told
her, put her father on his feet.

In just what the favouring circumstances could consist, the fallen star
had not bothered to indicate, and she had not bothered becausethey
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were too obvious and also because she was sure that Cassy was not
insane.

Paliser abandoned his cigarette. "If you like, we might look in at the
Metropolitan. | believe | have a box."

Apart from down-stage and the centre of it, apart, too, from the flys
and the dressing-rooms, Cassy'simagination had not as yet conceived
anything more beckoning than a box at the opera, even though, as on
this occasion, the opera happened to be a concert. "Why, yes. OnlyNN"
Pausing, she looked about. The imperial lady had gone.

"Only what?" Paliser very needlessly asked for he knew.

"| fear | am a bit overdressed."

“Not for Sunday. The house will be full and nobody in it. Besides,
what do you care?"

Cassy shrugged. "Personally, not a rap. It was of you | was thinking."

Paliser, who had beensigning the check and feeing the waiter, looked
at her. "l did not know that you were so considerate."

Cassy, in surprise not at him, but at herself, laughed. "Nor did I."

Paliser stood up and drew back her chair. "Be careful. You might be-
come cynical. It is in thinking of others that cynicism begins."

The platitude slipped from him absently. He had no wish for the con-
cert, no wish to hear Berlinese trulls and bubonic bassibleat. But, for the
tolerably delicate enterprise that he had in hand, there were the prelim-
inary steps which could only be hastened slowly and anything slower
than the Metropolitan on a Sunday night, it was beyond him to
conjecture.

But though on that evening a bassodid bleat, it may be that he was not
bubonic. Moreover he was followed by a soprano who, whether trullish
or not, at any rate was not Berlinese and whose voice had the luscious-
ness of a Hawaiian pineapple. But the selections, which were derived
from old Italian cupboards, displeased Paliser, who called them painted
mush.

But not twice! Cassyturned her back on him. The painted mush shook
stars in her ears, opened vistas on the beyond. Savefor him she would
have been quite happy. But his remark annoyed her. It caused her to re-
vise her opinion. Instead of an inoffensive insect he was an offensive
fool. None the less,asthe concert progressed, sherevised it again. On en-
tering the box she had seenhis name on the door. The memory of that,
filtering through the tinted polenta from the ancient cupboards, softened
her. A man so gifted could express all the imbecilities he liked. Elle
s'enfichait.
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As aresult, before it was over, in lieu of her back, she gave him the se-
duction of her smile, and, later when, in his car, on the way to the walk-
up, he spoke of future dinners, fresher songs, she had so far forgotten the
painted mush insult, that momentarily she foresaw but one objection.
She had nothing to wear and frankly, with entire unconcern, she out
with it.

For that he had a solution which he kept to himself. The promptly ob-
literating stare with which she would have reduced him to non-exist-
ence, he dodged in advance.

Apparently changing the subject, he said: "You knowNor know
ofNMrs. Beamish, don't you?"

"Never heard of her," said Cassy, entirely unaware that no one else
ever had either.

"She was at the Bazaar the other night and admired your singing."

"Very good of her | am sure," replied Cassy,who, a born anarchist and
by the same token a born autocrat, loathed condescension.

Paliser corrected it. "No, not goodNappreciative. She wants you to
sing at her house. If you are willing, could she arrange about it through
Madame Tamburini?"

“If she tried very hard, | suppose she might,” Cassy, with the same
loftiness, answered.

But the loftiness was as unreal as Mrs. Beamish. Inwardly she jubil-
ated, wondering how much shewould get. A hundred? In that caseshe
could repay Lennox at once. At the thought of it, again she revised her
opinion. Paliser was young and in her judgment all young men were in-
sects.On the other hand he was serviceable.Moreover, though he looked
cocky, he did not presume. He talked rot, but he did not argue. Then,
too, his car was a relief.

But now the car, after bolting through the Park and flying along the
Riverside, had swerved. It was mounting the upper reaches of the
longest highway on the planet. There it swerved again. From Broadway
it barked loudly into a side-street where easily, with a soapy slide, it
stopped.

Paliser got out, preceded Cassyto the steps of the walk-up and smiled
in her face. "When?"

Cassy, the revised opinion of him about her, gave him her hand. "Ask
the telephone."

The hall took her. Shewas scaling the stairs. On the way Mrs. Beamish
accompanied her. She wished she could tell her father. Yet, if she told
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him, how could she account for what she did with the money? And
would it be a hundred? Perhaps fifty, perhaps less.

But Paliser saw to it that Mrs. Beamish behaved properly. On the mor-
row Ma Tamby dumped in Cassy's astonished lap two hundred and
fiftyNless ten per cent., business is businessNfor samples of the bel
canto which Mrs. Beamish was not to hear, and for an excellent reason,
there was no such person.
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Chapter 1 1

Mrs. Austen looked at Lennox, who had been looking at her, but who
was then looking at the rug, in the border of which were arabesques.He
did not seethem. The rug was not there. The room itself had disap-
peared. The nymph, the dial, the furniture, the decorations and costly fu-
tilities with which the room was cluttered, all these had gone. Mrs.
Austen had ceasedto be. In that pleasant room, in the presence of this
agreeablewoman, Lennox was absolutely alone, as,in any great crisis of
the emotions, we all are.

Of one thing he was conscious. He was suffering atrociously. Pain
blanketed him. But though the blanket had the poignancy of thin knives,
he kept telling himself that it was all unreal.

He raised his eyes.During the secondin which they had beenlowered,
a secondthat had beenan eternity in hell, his expression had not altered.
He was taking it, apparently at least, unmoved.

Mrs. Austen, who was looking at him, saw it and thought: He is a gen-
tleman. The reflection encouraged her and she sighed and said: "Believe
me, | am sorry."

Lennox did not believe her, but he let it go. What he did believe was
that Margaret could not see him. But whether she would, if she could,
was another matter. On Saturday he had expected her at his rooms. She
had not come. In the evening he had called. Shehad a headache.On the
following day he had returned. She was not feeling well. Now on this
third day, Mrs. Austen, who on the two previous occasionshad received
him, once more so far condescended,yet on this occasionto tell him that
he was free, that it was Margaret's wish, that the engagement was ended.

In so telling him, Mrs. Austen told, for a wonder, the truth, though as
will sometimes happen even to the best of us, not all the truth. It were
extravagant to have expected it of her. But she told all that she thought
good for him; more exactly good for Margaret; more precisely for herself.

It was then that the pleasant room with its clutter of costly futilities
disappeared and this agreeable woman ceasedto be. The avalanche of
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the modulated announcement sent Lennox reeling not merely out of the
room, but out of the world, deeply into hell.

It was then, too, that with a sigh, modulated also, Mrs. Austen had ad-
ded: "Believe me, | am sorry."

Lennox looked at her. "You say that Margaret wants our engagement
broken. Why?"

"She has changed her mind."

"So | infer. But why?"

"Because she is a woman."

"But not the ordinary woman. It is the ordinary woman who changes
her mindNwhen she has one to change. Margaret is not of that kind.
Margaret is not the kind to promise herself to a man and then throw him
over. You will forgive me if | speak heatedly, but | do not believe it."

With frosty indulgence Mrs. Austen reassured him. "You do not be-
lieve that | will forgive you? But, really, there is nothing to forgive.
Though, whether Margaret is ordinary or superior, has nothing to do
with it. Dear me, no. Women are not what they were. One often hears
that and often, too, one hears people wondering why. That always
amuses me. The reason is so simple, isn't it? Women are not what they
were becausethey used to be girls. Before that they were children. At
one time they were babes. Naturally they change. They can't help it. It
must be a general law. Or at least one may suppose so. One may sup-
pose, too, that, in changing, they develop and in developing acquire the
extraordinary ability to think things over. That is just what Margaret had
done. It is no reflection on you, Mr. Lennox, and | should be very sorry if
you thought so. | am sure Margaret has the highest esteem for you. |
know that | have."

Mrs. Austen, smiling frostily asshelied, thought: Now why doesn't he
take it and go? | hope he won't be tedious.

Lennox too had his thoughts. Sheis trying to swamp me in words, he
told himself. That angered him and he showed it.

"What are these things? When | last saw Margaret she said nothing
about any things. There was no changein her then. | would stake my life
that she had no idea of breaking our engagement. There must be a reas-
on for it. What is it?"

Arrogantly Mrs. Austen took it up. "There is no reasonfor your raising
your voice, at any rate. As for the things, they ought to be obvious. In ad-
dition to habits and customs, very suitable in Wall Streetno doubt, but
not otherwise appealing, Margaret has found you a bit rough, high-
tempered, domineering for all | know to the contrary, andNN"

58



That's a damned lie, thought Lennox, who aggressively cut in:
"Margaret never found me anything of the kind. What is more | will
thank you to understand that | will not accept this dismissalNif it be
oneNfrom you."

There is a show of decency that is due to any woman. But the veneer
of civilisation is very thin. From beneathit, the potential troglodyte, that
lurks in us all, is ready enough to erupt. Ready and eager then, he was
visible in Lennox' menacing eyes, manifest in his threatening voice.

Mrs. Austen saw the brute, saw rather that little, if anything, re-
strained Lennox from jumping up, banging about, hunting for
Margaret's room, entering there and catechising her violently. Margaret
was ill but never too ill to tell the truth. Once he learned that, there was
the fat in the fire.

Shehad no time to lose. From the wardrobe of the actressthat shewas,
she snatched at an oleaginous mask and with the mucilage of it smiled at
him.

"Why, of course not. Not for a moment would | have you accept it
from me. | never dreamed of such a thing. It wouldn't be right. Margaret
shall tell you herself. She would be here now, but the poor child had
such a wretched night. You never had neuralgia, have you? At her agell
was a martyr to it. | remember | took something that ended in 'ine.' Yes-
terday | suggestedit but the doctor would not hear of it. Said she needed
building up. Spoke of her just as though she were a town out West; so
unsympathetic | thought him, but of course | did not say so. He might
have charged extra and he is expensive enough as it is, and always so
ready to talk about his own affairs, just like my dentist. | told him
onceNthe dentist | meanNthat | really could not afford to pay him thirty
dollars an hour to hear about his wife and | don't think he liked it. |
know | didn't when | got his bill. But where was 1? Oh, yes. To-morrow
or the next day, as soon as Margaret is the least bit better, you will be
sure to have aline from her and if you do not, and you careto, you must
certainly look in. For you must always regard us as friends. Me at any
rate. Won't you, Mr. Lennox?"

Moistening her lips, mentally she continued: Yes,count on that. But in-
wardly she relaxed. Such danger as there may have been had gone.
Under the dribble of the mucilage the fire in his eyeshad flickered and
sunk. He was too glued now for revolt. Soshe thought, but she did not
know him.

During the sticky flow of her words, he knew she was trying to gam-
mon him. But he knew quite aswell that Margaret would make no such
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attempt, and he knew it for no other reason than becausehe knew she
was incapable of it. Incidentally he determined what he would do. Hav-
ing determined it, he stood up.

"Very good. | shall expectto hear from Margaret to-morrow. If | do not
hear | will come, and when | comeNN"

Lennox paused and compressedhis lips. The compression finished the
sentence.If come he did, no power of hers, or of any one else, would
budge him an inch until he saw Margaret and had it out with her.

"Good-evening," he added and Mrs. Austen found herself looking at
his retreating back which, even in retreat, was a menace.

"Merciful fathers!" she exclaimed, and, with that sense of humour
which is the saving grace,the dear woman put her hand to her stays. She
was feeling for her heart. She had none. Or any appetite, she presently
told a servant who came to say that dinner was served.

Shemisjudged herself. For twenty-five minutes, in an adjoining room,
she ate steadily and uncomplainingly. She had bouillon, skate in black
butter, cutlets in curl-papers, sweetbread and cockscombs, a cold ar-
tichoke, hot almond pudding, an apricot, a bit of roquefort, a pint of
claret, a thimble of bZnZdictine and not a twinge, none of the indigestion
of square-dealing, none of gastritis of good faith. Shewas a well-dressed
ambition, intent on her food. No discomfort therefore. On the contrary.
Margaret was in bedNsafe there. Fate and the cook were kind.

With the taste of the liqueur still in her mouth, she went to her daugh-
ter who was ill with one of those maladies which, being primarily psych-
ical, sciencecannot treat. Scienceis a classification of human ignorance. It
has remedies for the flesh, it has none for the soul. The remedies exist,
but they are dispensed only by the great apothecaries that time and
philosophy are.

At the moment neither was available. Behind Margaret's forehead a
monster crouched and crunched. That was nothing. It was in the tender
places of her heart that the girl agonised and by comparison to the tor-
ture there, the monster was benign.

Margaret was nineteen, which is a very mature age; perhaps the most
mature, since all girlhood lies behind it. Beyond are the pharma-
cop[oelias of time and, fortune favouring, the sofas of philosophy. But
these sofas, even when within reach, are not adapted to everybody. To
the young, they are detestable. Reposefully they admonish that nothing
Is important. They whisper patience to the impatient. To hope, they say,
"Be still"; to desire, "Be quiet"; to wisdom, "Be foolish."
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Conversation of that kind is very irritating, when you have heard it,
which Margaret never had. She was otherwise ignorant. She did not
know that a sagewrote a book in praise of folly. But she acted asthough
she knew it by heart. She believed, as many of us do believe, that love
confers the right to run afence around the happy mortals for whom we
care.lt is avery astounding belief. Margaret, who believed in many won-
derful things, believed in that and, being credulous, believed also that
her betrothed had crawled under the fence and into what mire! It pol-
luted her, soiled her thoughts, followed and smeared her in the secret
chambers of her being. Any cross is heavy. This cross was degrading.

In her darkened room, on her bed of pain, she had shrunk from it. Her
forehead was a coronet of fire. That was nothing. A greater pain sup-
pressesa lesserone. The burn of her soul was a moxa to the burn of the
flesh.

The cross, at first, seemedto her more than she could bear. Shetried to
put it from her. Failing in that, shetried to endure it. But there are times
and occasionswhen resignation in its self-effacement resemblessuicide.
She tried to resign herself, but she could not, her young heart rebelled.

In that rebellion, evil came, peered at her, sat at her side, pulled at her
sleeve, sprang at her. The evil was hatred for this man who had taken
her love and despoiled it. Sheclasped it to her. It bruised but it comfor-
ted. It dulled both the flame in her forehead and the shamein her soul.
Then as suddenly she began to cry.

Philosophy she lacked, but theosophy, which is a pansophy, she pos-
sessedNwhen shedid not needit. Now, when she needed it most, it was
empty as the noise in the street. Even otherwise it could not have
changed the unchangeable course of events.

There are sins that are scarlet. There are others, far worse, that are
drab. Melancholy tops them. It is a mere duty to be serene. That she
could not be. She could not face life, as life perhaps is. She could not
smile at a lover who loved elsewhere. It was not herself, it was he who
prevented her. So she thought and for hours in her darkened room she
washed her hands of him, washed them in tears. It took a wise man to
write the praise of folly.

The door of the room opened. It opened slowly, noiselessly, obviously.
With exasperating precautions Mrs. Austen entered. The taste of bZnZ-
dictine was still in her mouth and, savouring it, she whispered:

"Are you asleep?"

"No."

"Will you eat anything?"

61



"No."

"Are you able to talk?"

Margaret turned. Shecould talk, but to what end and to whom? Cer-
tainly not to her mother, who possessedin its perfection, the household
art of misinterpreting everything. Margaret had tried to love her. But
perhaps any affection is a habit when it does not happen to be an in-
stinct. The habit had never beenformed, the instinct had beenrepressed.
Always her mother had treated her with that indulgence which is as
empty asan unfilled grate. There was no heatthere. You could not warm
your heart at it. But a child must love some one. Margaret had begun by
loving her mother. That is the way with children. They begin by loving
their parents. Later they judge them. Sometimes, though not always,
they forgive. One should not judge anybody. Margaret knew that, but
she was a human being. Shethought her mother a worldly woman. The
fact that she was false as Judas was not apparent to this girl whose
knowledge of Iscariotism was as hearsay as her knowledge of gorillas.

Now, assheturned in her bed, it was in defenceagainst intrusion. De-
ferenceto her mother she had always observed. But she could not admit
her to the privacy of her thoughts and, in turning her faceto the wall, she
told herself that she would not be cross-questioned.

Mrs. Austen had no intention of putting her daughter in the confes-
sional. Anything of the kind would have bored her. Besides,what she
thought was unimportant. It was what she did or might do that
mattered.

Vacating the door she approached the bed. "Are you feeling any
better?"

Margaret was feeling, if possible, worse. But she never complained, or,
if she had to complain, then the complaint was solely by way of explana-
tion. She turned again.

"For if you are," Mrs. Austen continued, "l ought to say something."

Margaret put a hand to her forehead.

But Mrs. Austen persisted. "It is important.”

Margaret's eyes were open. She closed them and said: "Yes, mother,
what is it?"

Through the door camelight from the hall. Mrs. Austen looked about.
Nearby was a chair on which was one of those garments, made of fran-
freluches, which the French call a Jump-from-bed. Removing it, she sat
down.

"It is too bad. | know you don't feel like discussing affairs of State, but
it is Luxemburg all over again. If | were alone concerned, | am sure |
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would capitulate. But where the State is concerned, and by that | mean
you, | am like the little grand-duchessNpretty child, from her pictures,
didn't you think?Nand | must resist the invader. It is true, | don't know
exactly what the grand-duchess did do, though they said she satin a mo-
tor on a bridge and flourished a revolver. But you never can tell. |
daresay she and her maids of honour hid in a cellar. Perhaps we may
have to."

Margaret lowered her hand. "Mother, what are you talking about?"

"Your young man, of course. What else?A half-hour ago, he was roar-
ing and stamping about and calling me a liar. If it had not been for my
dead body, he would have rushed in here and killed you. My dead body,
or what | told him about passing over it, was the revolver that | flour-
ished. He has gone, but he swore he would return. Now, unlessyou rally
to the colours, we will have to hide in the cellar, or rather, aswe haven't
any, in the pantry. Don't you think you could eat a bit of sweetbread, or
perhaps some almond pudding?"

Again Margaret put her hand to her forehead. "Don't say that, mother.
Keith did not call you a liar and it is not like him to roar and stamp
about."

"My dear, | don't wonder you don't believe me. He went on like a
madman. He could not get over the fact that his dollymop was one too
many for you. He seemed to think that it was none of your business."

"Don't."

"My dear Margaret, you must do me the justice to admit that | stood
up for him. | said he was an attractive young man. So he is. But that is
just it. Attractive young men are most unreliable and reliable young men
are most unattractive. At your age,| usedto like them fair and false. That
was your father's fault. He perverted me. He was so domestic!"

It was an old wound that Mrs. Austen touched then and under it Mar-
garet winced. "The poor dear! He was a saint and you know it."

"Know it! | should say | did. | know too that he made me hate saints.
But you love them and thought you had one, instead of which you got a
devil. Your luck is far better than mine. If you take my advice, you will
hang on to him like grim death. It is not too late. To-morrow he will be
here, thundering at the gates."

Dimly atthe moment the girl's creedturned aray on her. Shelifted her
head.

"He will not thunder at the gatesand he is not what you say. But per-
haps | am. | may have done worse than he has and what he has done is
my punishment."
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It was very little but it was too much. Mrs. Austen, in spite of her facile
digestion, gagged at it.

“If that is theosophy, | will believe it when | am old, fat and a Hun."

Margaret sank back. "But | am sorry you have been annoyed. It won't
happen again. | will write to him."

Later, she did write.

Forgive me, dear Keith, if I cause you pain, but | feel that | am not
suited to you. Forgive me therefore for not recognising it sooner. |
have thought it all over and, though it wrings my heart to say it, |
cannot see you again. Forgive me and forget.

Margaret.
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Chapter 1 2

Hell was supposed to be very hot, very red, full of pugnacious demons.
Educated people do not believe in it any more. It is curious how ignorant
educated people have become. Hell is an actual plane, less vivid than
was formerly imagined, not hot but cold, grey rather than red, but amply
provided with demons, with the devils of self-accusation,with the fiends
of insoluble queries. Very real and very actual, it is surprising how many
educated people are there. The oddity of that is increased by the fact that
they regard it as a private establishment. They regard their hell as
unique. Perhaps the idea flatters them. Yet sooner or later everybody
enters it. Hell may seem private. It is universal.

Headlong into it, Margaret's letter precipitated Lennox. Being a man,
he struggled up. But not out. In hell there are no signposts. It takes time
to find one's way. It takes more, it takes resignation. When both have
beenacquired, the walls part of themselves. The aspectof life has altered,
but you are free.

Lennox, in struggling up, encountered the demons of enigmatic
riddles. Eachword of Margaret's letter they converted into a Why? They
thrust it at him, demanding an answer. But the answer her heart alone
possessed.That heart had been his. It was his no longer. The heart that
she had given him, she had taken away. Nothing could be simpler and
nothing more mysterious. The mystification was complete, but not the
suffering. Suffering is never complete. However deep the hell, there is al-
ways a deeper one.

From the letter he looked at the walls. They were dumb. There was no
answer for the demons there, not anywhere, perhaps, except among
werewolves, basilisks and Mrs. Austens. Thesemonsters did not occur to
him. The monstrous letter sufficed. But Margaret was still too near, her
vows were too recent for him to credit it, and the fact that he could not
disclosed itself in those words which all have uttered, all at least before
whom the inexplicable has sprung.

"It is impossible!"
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Yet there it was. Yet there too was something else. But what? At once
he was back again in the issueless circle of infernal questions.

The day before he had known that something was amiss. The attitude
of Mrs. Austen had beentoo assured,too venomous, too smiling, for him
to doubt it. But though he did not doubt that, not for a second did he
doubt Margaret either. Always aware of the woman's hostility, he had
beenequally aware that it could not influence the girl. Not for a moment
therefore had he accepted the statement that the engagement was
broken. At the time he had thought that when next he had a word with
Margaret it would all be explained. But all what? His life was as clean as
his face. It was not that then. On the other hand he was not rich. By the
sametoken, Margaret's only idea of money was to help others with it. It
was not that then either. Nor was it that she had not loved him. Shehad
loved him. He could have sworn it and not out of vanity, for he had
none, but becausenever could she have promised herself to him if she
had not. None the less, she could not seehim again. She had thought it
over. She was not suited to him. He was told to forget her. Why?

That Why, repeating itself, forced him deeper into the circles of which
hell is made.

But even in hell despair is brief. Unless it consume you utterly, and it
would not be hell if it did, it goads. It compels you to seek an issue.
Apart from time, which is very slow, and resignation, which is never
prompt, there is another portal.

A poet, who discovered it, scrawled on it: "Lasciala donna e studia la
matematica"'Na cryptogram which subsequent pilgrims variously de-
ciphered. To some, it spelled Thought; to others, Action. Action is
thought put in motion.

Lennox, to whom time was too dilatory and resignation too remote,
happened on the device which he translated after his manner.

But however you construe the hierograph, the door must be demol-
ished before you get out. Across the door is written: Hope. It is a very
hard door to crack. When you succeedyou are covered with splinters.
They cling to you and pierce you. Joiners,carpenters, pilgrims, poets and
fiends have a name for them. They call the splinters Regrets. Though you
have escaped, they accompany you. Hell encircles you still.

It was on the day following the conversation with Mrs. Austen that
Lennox received Margaret's letter. In his dark rooms it was waiting. A
moment previous he had intended to go to her. He had it all planned.
Mrs. Austen could say what she liked; the physician might interfere; he
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would submit to no one. He proposed to seeher, to adjust it, to swing up
and out from the circles which already were closing about him.

On leaving Mrs. Austen he had gone to dinner. He could not eat. He
had gone to bed. He could not sleep. In the morning his face was
flushed. Always fit, hard as nails, these phenomena perplexed. Yet he
knew it was not illness that produced them. What he did not know was
that poison had. The poison was anger, an unphilosophic emotion which
disturbs the circulation, the stomach and social intercourse. He could
have wrung Mrs. Austen's neck.

In that murderous mood he went to Wall Streetand in that mood re-
turned. Already hell was gaping. Headlong into it the letter threw him.
Being a man he sought and found the door, smashedit and passed out.
Not at once however. It took him many a sleeplesshour before he de-
ciphered the device Lasciala donna. Leave the lady? Certainly. Sinceshe
so wished, what else in decency could he do? Go and badger her with
complaints and questions? Not he. But how do you translate: Studia la
matematica? The dictionary that is in every man, who is a man, told him.
Then he knew. Meanwhile the flush in departing left him grey.

In every affection there is the germ of hate. Margaret, confronted by
the unawaited, hated Lennox. Lennox, confronted by the inexplicable,
hated Margaret. Hatred is love turned inside out. Love is perhaps a fer-
mentation of the molecules of the imagination. In that case so also is
hate. Of all things mystery disturbs the imagination most. Margaret
could not understand how Lennox could have acted as he had. Lennox
could not understand how Margaret could act as she did. Dual misun-
derstanding, in which the imagination fermented. Hence the hate. Yet
each,in hating, loved the other. Eachfelt the splinters which, as Brown-
ing somewhere noted, kept fresh and fine. Only atouch and the splinters
would have joined.

Mrs. Austen, for all her horrible shrewdness, could not have prevented
that. But pride, that gives so many of us afall, was more potent than she.
Margaret, insulted, could but turn away. Lennox, dismissed, could but
let her go.

Any emotion is unbecoming. Pride is merely ridiculous. It resides in
the youthful-minded, however old. In residing in these young people, it
resisted the touch that would have combined them and, through its op-
position, made one of them ill and the other grey. To be proud! How
splendid it seemsand how stupid it is. Hell is paved with just such
imbecilities.
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It is said of Dante that children peered at him and whispered: "That
man has been in hell."

None of the children that clubmen are, pointed at Lennox, though two
of them whispered. The others did not know, not yet at least. But Verelst
knew and Jonesguessed. The guesswas due to the romantic profession
that endows a novelist with the wonderful faculty of putting two and
two together.

Hitherto, that is since the engagement was announced and, for that
matter, long previously, Lennox had passedthe evening in Park Avenue.
Where elsewould he have passedit? After the rupture he sat about and
read all the papers. When a man is down and out that is just what he
does do, though not necessarily in the Athen¥%um Club.

Jones, noticing it, rapidly divined the reason which Verelst confirmed.

"Yes, her mother told me."

It was in a club window, of an afternoon. Before them was Fifth Aven-
ue which, in the Aprils of not solong ago, used to be a horse-show of fair
faces,ravishing hats, discreet liveries, folded arms and yards of yodeling
brass.

Verelst, eyeing the usurping motors, added: "It is becauseof some girl
| believe, or rather | don't believe it."

Jonessat back. Instantly the motors were replaced by the picture of a
girl whose face was noble and reserved. He had seen the face at the
Bazaar. He had seen Lennox talking to it. Afterward Lennox had told
him that the girl was Portuguese. The picture was attractive but uncon-
vincing. In agreement with Verelst he was about to say so. But behind
him he heard a voice that he knew and he switched and said:

"What a remarkable country Portugal is! Born dumb, she spoke twice:
once when she gave Asia to Europe, again when she presented the Lusi-
ades to the world. Her history is resumed in two miracles, a discovery
and a masterpiece. But when the Cape of Good Hope was succeededby
Camoens, once more she relapsed into a silence that was broken only
when she shouted her defiance at the Huns."

Now though that voice was addressing them. Both turned and Lennox
asked: "What are you talking aboutNwar?"

"Sit down," said Verelst, who gave him a hand.

Jonesgave him another. "What else is there to talk about? It will be
talked of forever. Sowill that scrofulous Kaiser. Unfortunately he knows
it and that pleases him. Last year or the year before he called for the
death and destruction of all who opposed him. With singular modesty
he added: 'God who speaksthrough my mouth so orders!" Loti claims
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that what spoke through him was a hyena. Loti is lacking in literary
sobriety. When a hyena has eaten he is at peace with the world. But
when was bestiality ever filled? It is insatiable and so is this thug whom
God, at most, may have permitted to look in the mirror without vomit-
ing. Meanwhile we stand by. A generation ago we fought for Cuba.
What is Hecuba to us in comparison to the Anima Mundi?"

Verelst turned on the novelist. "And what is literary sobriety? You are
hurling words in massed formation."

Jones smiled at him. "Where is my harp?"

"You mean your megaphone,” Lennox put in. "You are always rehears-
ing copy. One of these days | may give you some."

"From the front?" Jones asked.

"Yes, though | don't seehow you knew. The President has asked for
war. Why aren't we up and at 'em? If Congress hems and haws over it
much longer, I'll get my gun and join the Foreign Legion."

Jonesnodded. He had guessedthat also and he said: "Wait and join
the legions here. At present, the country is alarmingly apathetic. The
man in the subway is muddled. The call to arms does not stir him. The
Issues, clear enough to us, seemto him mixed as macaroni. He does not
understand a war that is three thousand miles away. But in a year, every
man in the countryNa country that has never been beaten!Nwill bein it
body and soul. Undividedly, shoulder to shoulder, we will bein it aswe
have never been in anything before."

The novelist touched a bell. "Lennox, have a Bronx. Verelst, what will
you take? I'll wager a pippin that war is declared to-morrow."

"Done," said VerelstNwho lost it.
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Chapter 1 3

The two hundred and fiftyNless ten per centNwhich an imaginary Mrs.
Beamish had paid for the pleasure of not hearing Cassysing, transported
the girl who was not given to transports. These subsiding, she viewed
the matter from its business aspect. She needed a frock, a wrap, a hat,
gloves, shoes and certain things that are nowhere visible except in
advertisements, shop-windows and extreme privacy. Also, her hair re-
quired tralalaing. Meanwhile, first and foremost, Lennox must be paid.
The subsidy was not too much by a penny. These considerations occu-
pied but an instant.

"When is it?" she asked the Tamburini, who, a moment before, had
dumbfounded her with the money.

"When is what?" inquired the ex-star who already had forgotten Mrs.
Beamish.

"Why, the concert!"

Carlotta Tamburini was dressed like a fat idol, in silk and false pearls.
There the idolatry ceased.In her hand was an umbrella and on her head
a hat of rose-leaves which a black topknot surmounted. About her
shoulders was a feather boa. It seemed a bit mangy. Seatedon Cassy's
bed shelooked at awindow that gave on awall. Cassywas standing. Be-
hind Cassywas a door which the extinguished light had closed. Beyond,
in the living-room, was the marquis. Anything that he did not hear
would not hurt him.

"Oh, she'll let us know."

"What sort of a catamount is she?"

At that the former prima donna's imagination balked. But she got
something out. "Nice enough. What do you care?"

"l hate all those snobs."

"Sodo I," said the Tamburini, who worshipped the breed even when
non-existent. "But don't go and include him. If it hadn't been for
himNN"

"Was he with her?"
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"You ought to have heard the way he went on about you. She said:
‘Why, Monty, | do believe you'd like to marry her.™

Cassy'smouth twitched asshe munched it. "She presumed to say that!
She's an insolent beast."

"He shut her up, | can tell you. He said if he got on his knees, you
wouldn't dust your feet on him."

“That jackanapes! | should say not!"

"You might say worse. Take the Metro. You're spat on if you're down
and spat at if you're up. A dog's own life." Lifting her voice, the fat wo-
man sang: "Croyez-moi car j'ai passZ par la."

"What has that to do with it?"

Nothing whatever, the Tamburini truthfully reflected but omitted to
say so. Paliser, in producing Mrs. Beamish, had also produced the pro-
gramme. With both was a cheque. With the cheque was the assuranceof
another and a bigger one. Shehad only to earnit. To earn it she had only
to follow the programme. The poor soul was trying to. The job was not
easy. Cassy was skittish. A pull on the rein and she would kick the
apple-cart over.

Femininely she discounted it all. Cassy was not worth the time, the
trouble, particularly the careful handling. There were girls in plenty,
guite as good-looking, who, without stopping to count two, or even one,
would jump at it. But there you were! Paliser did not want partridges
that flew broiled into his mouth. A true sportsman, he liked to snare the
bird. The feminine in her understood that also. Besidesit was all grist for
her mill. But the grist was uphill, and if the noble marquis got so much
as an inkling of it, he was just the sort of damn fool to whip out his
sword-cane and run her through. The honour of the Casa-Evora,what?
Yet, being on the job, she buckled to it.

"What will you get, dearie?"

Cassy sat down. Her previous ruminations returned. Escorting them
was a vision of a baronial castle. In the hall, a guest-book in which you
wrote your name. A squad of lackeys that showed you into a suite of
salons. Rugs on which there was peace;sofas on which there was ease;
Ztageres on which there were reveries. Nothing else.No cupboards hung
with confections. No models sailing in and out. Nothing so commercial
as anything for sale.Nothing but patrician repose and the ch%otelaineNa
duchess disguised as a dressmakerNwho might, or might not, ask you
upstairs.

In war time at that! Though, it is true, Congresshad only just declared
it.
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But, Cassy reflected, two hundred and fifty, with Lennox deducted
and less ten per cent, would not take her as far as the drawbridge. The
fleeting vision of the castle passed,replaced by the bargain seductions of
department-stores.

Fingering the money, she said: "Where does this person live? She
ought to send a taxi."

"Certamente," replied the fat woman, lapsing, as she occasionally did
lapse, into the easy lItalian of the lyric stage. "She certainly will."

Cassy jumped up. "Well, then, you come along while | take a look
about. Afterward we will have lunch. I'll eat, you can watch me and ['ll
tell you how it tastes. There's the telephone!"

Cassy opened the door, went out into the narrow and shadowy hall
and took the receiver.

"Yes? Oh! None the better for the asking. To-night? Impossible. To-
morrow? Perhaps. Good-bye."

"Who was that?" the noble marquis called from the room beyond.

"An imbecile who wants me to dine and go to the opera.”

"Not that Paliser?"

Cassy,poking her head in at him, threw him akiss and returned to the
Tamburini with whom, a little later, she was praying among the wor-
shippers that thread the sacred and silent way where Broadway and
Sixth Avenue meet.

In an adjacent basilica, the atmosphere charged with pious emana-
tions, with envy, malice, greed and all other charitableness, choked the
girl. But at last the holy rites were ended. To the voluntary of $109.99,
she passedinto the peace of Herald Square where the ex-diva swayed,
stopped and holding her umbrella as one holds a guitar, looked hope-
lessly and helplessly about.

"You're not preparing to serenadethe Elevated?" Cassybawled in her
ear.

In the slam-bang of trains and the metallic howls of surface cars that
herded and volplaned about them, the fat lady, now apparently gone
mad, was gesticulating insanely. Yet she was but indicating, or trying to
indicate, the relative refuge of a side street in which there was a cook-
shop.

Then, presently, after all the dangers that may be avoided in remain-
ing at home, and supplied with such delights as clam fritters offer, she
savorously remarked: "I hope | am not going to be sick."
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The charm of scented streets, the sedatives of shopping, the joy of
lightsome fritters, these things, combined with the job, the unearned
cheque and the fear of losing both, made her ghastly.

Cassy, devoid of pity, said: "Have some beer."

The Tamburini gulped. "I couldn't talk to you this morning and I've
got to. It's for your own good, dearie; it is, so help me! Supposing he is a
jackanapes.What do you want? A prize-fighter? Take it from me, wheth-
er he is one or the other, in no time it will be quite the same."

Cassy'slips curled. "Croyez-moi car j'ai passZpar la." But, in mocking
the woman, she frowned. "What business is it of yours?"

The fallen star gulped again. Conscious that she had struck the wrong
note, she struck another. "Your papa is no better, is he? Between you and
me and the bedpost, | doubt if he ever will be.| doubt if he plays again.
You'll have to look after him. How're you going to? You can't expect to
sing every night to the tune of two hundred and fifty. Not with war
marching in on us. Not with everybody hard up."

Cassyhad beenabout to order a chocolate Zclair. The new note stayed
her. But though new, it was not novel. She had heard it before. It rang
true. Absently she shoved at her plate.

In theory she knew her way about. The migratory systemsof domestic
experience said nothing to her, nor, thus far, had the charts of matrimony
either. In the sphere of life to which awalk-up leads, the charts were dot-
ted with but the postman and the corner druggist. Men and plenty of
them she had met, but they too said nothing and not at all becausethey
were dumb, but because,asthe phraseis, they did not talk her language.
But for every exception there is perhaps a rule. The one man who did
speak her language, had held his tongue.

Now, asshe shoved at her plate, she saw him, saw the tea-caddy, saw
his rooms and saw too, as she left them, the girl to whom he was en-
gaged. In the memory of that she lingered and looked down.

"Why, he could lead an orchestra of his own, your papa could."

Cassy looked up. She had been far away, too far, in a land where
dreams do not come true. Impatiently she twisted. "What?"

"Didn't you hear me, dearie? | was talking about moneyNbushels of
it."

About the bushels the woman rolled her tongue. They tasted better
than the fritters.

A waiter approached. The room was long, dark, narrow, slovenly,
spacedwith tables on which were maculate cloths and lamps with faded
shades. Greasily the waiter produced the bill.
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"Bushels!" she appetisingly repeated.

Cassy paid. The waiter slouched away.

"You will drive through life in a hundred horsepower car and be fined
for speeding. The papers will say: 'Mrs. PalNN™

"What did he pay you to tell me that?" Cassy exploded at her.

Unruffled by the shot, which was part and parcel of the job, and real-
ising that any denial would only confirm what at most could be but a
suspicion, the former diva fingered her pearls and assumed an air of
innocence.

But already Cassyhad covered her with her blotting-paper look. "As if
| cared!"

"Dearie, he did pay me. He paid me the compliment of supposing that
| take an interest in you. But he said nothing exceptwhat | said he said.
He said if he got down on his knees you would turn your back on him."

“Then he is cleverer than he looks."

"Well, anyway, he is clever enough to have bushels of money and that
Is the greatest cleverness there is."

“In New York," retorted Cassy, who had never been anywhere else,
physically at least, though mentally her little feet had trod the streets of
Milan, the boards of the Scala.

"It can't be much different in Patagonia,"” replied this lady, who, to save
her life, could not have told whether the land was Asiatic or African, nor
who, to save her soulNif the latter were still salvableNcould not have
told that it was neither. "Besides," she added, "I was only thinking of
your poor, dear papa.”

Cassy said nothing. She stood up. She was making for the door and
the charm of the scented streets.

Ma Tamby sighed, rose and followed. It was the devil's own job.
Housebreaking must be easier!
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Chapter 1 4

Cassy's department-store investments reached her the next day. Her
father, who opened the door to them, fell back before the sum total of the
C. O. D. With an arm in a sling, he could not hold the packages, much
less pay for them, and he gasped as he called for aid.

The money that Cassythen produced seemedto him darkly mysteri-
ous and although he believed asfirmly in her virtue, as,before the break,
he had believed in the maestria of his own right hand, none the less,in
addition to aid, he exacted light.

Cassy,dumping the packageson her bed, occupied herself in verifying
the change which amounted to one cent. Then she sketched it.

His surprise fell away. The mythical catamount, the imaginary concert,
the ponderable subsidyNtwo hundred and fifty, less ten per
cent.Nseemed to him natural and an unnatural world.

"And there's about ten dollars remaining,"” Cassy resumed. "Ten dol-
lars and a penny. You can have the penny and | will keep the ten, or I'll
keep the ten and you can have the penny."

That also seemed natural. But the addition or subtraction disclosed a
deficit and he exclaimed at it. "You said two hundred and fifty!"

Cassytoo saw the hole, but she could not lie out of it. "Well, | owed
the difference.”

In speaking she turned. Before her was a mirror in which she glanced
at her hair that had beensuperiorly tralala'd. Sheturned again, reflecting
that Lennox must have already received the postal-order, which she had
mailed the night before, and wondering whether he had liked her little
scrawl of indignant thanks.

“I'l tell you about it later,” she added. "Now | must get your dinner.
How would you like a tenderloin, a salad, and a box of Camembert?"

He shuffled. "There is no Camembert any more." The tragedy of that
seemed to overwhelm him. "l wish | were dead."

Cassy laughed. "Now it's the cheese.On Saturday it was the violin.
Well, you got it back. What will you say if | find some Camembert? Do
stop meowing. Any one might think you didn't have me."
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At her young laughter, he groaned. "Formerly if | let a day go without
practising, | noticed it. If | let two days go, Toscanini noticed it. Now it's
weeks and weeks. It's killing me."

To cheer him, Cassy said gaily: "The artist never dies."

But it did not cheer him. Besides,though Cassy had laughed, there
had been a tugging at her heartstrings. Shabby, unkempt, in a frayed
dressing-gown, his arm in a dismal sling, he looked so out of it, so for-
lorn, so old.

He had shuffled away. Shebit her lip. Later, when he had had his ten-
derloin and she had department-stored herself, a pint of grocer's bur-
gundy had reduced him to tears.

The day before it had seemedto her that the frock would do. But her
judgment had been hurried. Shops, crowds, the vibrations of both, devi-
talised and confused her. In choosing the frock she had not therefore giv-
en it the consideration which it perhaps did not merit, and now her mir-
ror shrieked it. The frock was not suited to her. Nothing was suited to
her, except the produce of baronial halls, where the simplest thing ex-
ceededthe dreams of avarice, or elsethe harlequinades which she herself
devised. None the less she would have liked to have had her father ex-
claim and tell her how smart she looked. He omitted it.

"Where are you going?"

"l told you. Dinner and the opera."”

"Opera! There is no opera to-night. What do you mean?What did you
tell me?"

On the table were dishes and the lamentable bottle. Cassy, in doubt
whether to clear them then or later, hesitated. The hesitation he
misconstrued.

"You told me nothing. You tell me nothing. | am kept in the dark."

Cassy, adjusting the wrap which she had left open that he might ad-
mire the unadmirable, moved to where he sat and touched him. "You're
the silliest kind of a silly. | told you yesterday. Perhaps the opera was
last night. But how could | go? Exceptthat old black rag | had nothing to
wear. If there is no opera to-night, there will be a concert or something.
Don't you remember now? | was at the telephone."

He did remember, but apparently the recollection displeased. He
growled. "Yes. It was that Paliser."

"Well, why not? If it had not been for him, | would not have got the
catamount's money and you would not have had the burgundy.”

But he was not to be mollified. The growl sharpened into a snarl.
"Paliser! | don't like the breed. By God, ifNN"
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The peradventure of that Cassygot before he could utter it. Paliser! Of
all men! The absurdity convulsed her. Her laughter ran up and down the
scale.

"You're the dearest old duck of a goosel ever heard of." Sheturned.
Her wrap swished. "l only wish you were going too."

Below, in the street, a man, precipitatingly vacating the box of a ma-
chine, touched his cap at her. "Beg pardon, mem. Miss Cara? Mr.
Paliser's compliments and he's sent a car."

Cassy glanced at the man, who looked like a Roman emperor. From
the man she turned to the car. Superiorly and soberly finished, it
beckoned. Now, though, the C3%sar was holding open the door. Cassy
got in. The emperor hopped up. The car leaped.

On the front seatwas a box with her name on it. In it was a handful of
orchids. The luxury of the car, the beauty of the demon-flowers, the
flight from the walk-up, yet more, perhaps, the caressesand surrenders
of spring, affected her. If, she thought, if only the things that might be
could be the things that are! If onlyNKN

On the pale cushions she leaned back. Before her a curtain parted. In a
wide, marble-flagged hall she was looking at a girl who was looking at
her. A moment before he had said: "That is Miss Austen to whom | am
engaged.” A moment before she had seenher picture. The girl was good
to look at, so good that, without further acquaintance,you knew shewas
good through and through. There was no mistaking that. But was she
good enough? Was any girl good enough for him? And who was that
with her? Probably her mother who probably too was the catamount's
sister. They had a family likeness. Then at once the sceneshifted. Cassy
was in a room floored with thick rugs, hung with heavy draperies, and
in that room the catamount had hired her to sing! But the disgust of it
passed. The curtain fell. Cassyturned to the window, through which a
breath of lilac blew.

She sniffed and stared. Where was she? Where was the Riverside?
Where, for that matter, was the roar of the glittering precinct in which
the Splendor tossed its turrets to the sky? Here were dirty and reeling
goblins; budding trees that bowed and fainted; a stretch of empty road
that the scudding car devoured. Afar was a house that instantly ap-
proached and as suddenly vanished. Dimly beyond was another.

Cassy, leaning forward, poked at the emperor. "l will thank you to tell
me where you are going. Don't you know where the Splendor is?"

Back at her he mumbled, but what she could not hear.

"Stop at once," she called.
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Easily, without a quiver, almost within its own length, the car drew in
and the C%asar,touching his cap, was looking at her. "Beg pardon, mem.
There was a note for you in the box. Mr. Paliser saidNN"

But now Cassy had it.

Chere demoiselleNthough | do not know why | call you that, ex-

cept that it sounds less perfunctory than dear Miss Cara, who, |

hope will do me the honour of dining in the country, if for no bet-
ter reason than because there is no opera to-night and | am her
obedient servant.

M. P.,jr.

Cassy looked up from it. "Country! He says country. What country?
What does this mean?"

"The Place, mem. Paliser Place. It's not far now."

Cassy had not bargained for that. Stories of girls decoyed, drugged,
spirited away, never heard of again, sprang at her. Quite as quickly she
dismissed them. But, being human, she had to find fault.

"You should have told me before. That will do. Drive on."

She sank back. The car leaped and she smiled. Paliser in the r™|eof
white-slaver! Her momentary alarm was now a mile behind her. But
would they be alone? Though, after all, what did it matter? Yet in Har-
lem there was a broken old man who would not like it. And the basilica
investments! If she had known she would have worn the black rag. But
they would do for that tiresome Mrs. Beamish. As yet she had not de-
cided what she would sing. The Caro nomeoccurred to her. Under her
breath she began it and abruptly desisted. The Dear Namesuggested
another.

For it she substituted the Ombra leggiera In its scatter of trills that
mount, as birds mount, there were no evocations, though she did begin
wondering again about Mrs. Beamish's music-room. If it were not too
Impossible she might give the Ernani involame But at that and very unin-
tentionally she thought of Lennox again.

She made a face and looked through the window. As usual she was
hungry. The car now was bellowing through opening gateswhich, asshe
looked back, a man in brown was closing. On either side was a high
stone wall, but beyond, as she looked again, was an avenue bordered
with trees and farther on a white house with projecting wings in which
was a court, an entrance and, above and about the latter, a pillared
perron.
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From the entrance she could seea man in livery hastening. Behind
him, aman in black appeared. The car stopped. The first man opened the
door. Cassy got out. The other man additionally assisted by looking on
and moving aside. Cassywent into a hall where a young person who did
not resemble the Belle Chocolatiere but whose costume suggested her,
diligently approached.

"Would madame care to go upstairs?"

No, madame would not. But Cassy, instinctively insolent to preten-
tiousness, was very simple with the simple. "Thank you. Will you mind
taking my wrap? Thank you again."

Shelooked about the hall. Before she could inventory it, here was an-
other man. "A nice trick you played on me," Cassythrew at him. "l was
half-way before | discovered it. The orchids reconciled me. Thank you
for them. Who is here?"

Smiling, deferential, apparently modest, perfectly sentout in perfectly
cut evening clothes, Paliser took her hand. "You are and, incidentally, |
am."

Cassy withdrew her hand. "l suppose you think you are a host in
yourself."

"Merely the most fortunate of mortals," replied Paliser, who could be
eighteenth-century when he liked, but who seldom bothered to keep it
up.

Already he had been doing a little inventorying on his own account.
The basilica frock did not say much and what it did say was not to his
taste. The Sunday night fantasy he much preferred. It was rowdy, but it
was artistic. But beauty may be dishonoured, it cannot be vulgarised.
Even in pseudo-Parisianisms Cassywas a gem. A doubt though, one that
had already visited him, returned. Was the game worth the possible
scandal?

But now Cassywas getting back at him. "To stand about with the most
fortunate of mortals ought to be a shape of bliss. As it happens, | would
rather sit."

"Naturally. Only, worse luck, there is no throne."

Cassy gave it to him again: "There is a court fool, though. Where are
your cap and bells?"

"Not on you at any rate."

He motioned and Cassy passed on into a room beyond which other
rooms extended, each different, but all in the same key, a monotone at-
tenuated by lustres and the atmosphere, infinitely relaxing, which wealth
exhales.
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Cassy'sthin nostrils quivered. Since childhood, it was her first breath
of anything similar. It appeased and disarmed this anarchist who was
also an autocrat.

"Will you sit here?"

Paliser was drawing a chair. The table before it lacked the adjacent
severity. On it were dishes of Sevres and of gold. Adjacently were three
men. Their faceswere white and sensual. They moved asforms move in
a dream.

The stories of girls decoyed, spirited away, never heard of again, re-
turned to Cassy.Shehad put the orchids beside her. Her flexible mouth
framed a smile.

"You know, for a moment, | had the rare emotion of feeling and fear-
ing that | was being eloped with."

A pop interrupted. She turned to a man at her elbow. "Only half a
glass, please,and fill it with water." Shereturned to Paliser, who was op-
posite. "I had been thinking of something. | had not noticed where the
car was going; and all of asudden, | found myself | did not know where.
Then, houp! It got me."

Paliser helped himself to a clam. "The charm of elopements passed
with the post-chaise. Then they had the dignity of danger and pistol
shots through the windows. Nowadays you go off in a Pullman and re-
turn as prosaic as you started."

"Sometimes even more so," Cassy put in.

Paliser helped himself to another clam. "You speak feelingly and that
is only right. This is a very important matter. It is a shame that romance
should have passedwith the post-chaise.Why should it not revisit us in
the motor?"

Cassy sipped and considered it. "There ought to be a law on the
subject.”

“There is one. You may be summoned for speeding and get your name
in the papers.”

"Then the dignity of danger remains."

"But not in clams. Aren't you going to eat any?"

Cassy laughed. "I had some yesterday with Ma Tamby. They did not
seemto agree with her. She became very noisy about a Mrs. Beamish.
Who is she?"

"Mrs. Beamish?" Paliser repeated. He also had forgotten. But, with a
click, memory raised a latch. From behind it the lady emerged. "Oh, she's
a cousin of mine."
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"Rather distant, | should fancy," said Cassy,who was conscious of the
delay, though not of the click. The delay she had noticed without,
however, divining the cause.But how could she possibly imagine that
Mrs. Beamish had been evolved for the sole purpose of providing her
with basilica opportunities? Yet the fault, if fault there were, resided in
her education. She had never read Eliphas Levi. Shedid not know that
genii can be evoked.

"Well, sheis more my sister's cousin than mine," Paliser anxious to get
out of it, threw in. "I mean my sister has a more cousinly nature."”

"I did not know you had a sister," said Cassy, who not only did not
know but did not care. "Though, come to think of it, a sister with a
cousinly nature must be so gratifying. Another distant relative, isn't
she?"

"Very. She is in Petrograd."

That too was evocative. Cassybegantalking about the biggest cropper
that history has beheldNa tsar tossed from the saddle to Siberia!

Paliser, glad to be rid of Mrs. Beamish, took it up. The sordid story of
the Russian chief of staff, bought by Hindenburg and shot by the Grand-
Duke Nicholas, whom the tsar then exiled, was told once more.

"What else could you expect of that Hun?" Paliser concluded.

"A Hun!" Cassy exclaimed. "Why he is a Romanov."

"No more than you are," Paliser replied. "The last of the Romanovs
married Catherine the Greater. There the breed ended. Paul, who fol-
lowed and who married a German drab, was Catherine's son but not her
husband's. The rest of the litter, down to the father of the recent incum-
bent, all married German drabs. The father of the ex-tsar married a Dane.
The fellow is therefore one-eighth Dane and seven-eighths Hun. Totally
apart from which, a grocer who knew his businesswould not have had
him for clerk. His family knew that and, before he had time to be tsar,
tried to poison him. To the misfortune, not of Russia merely, but of
Christendom, they failed. If they had succeededthe easternfront would
be secure. As for his wife, | saw her once. It was in the Winter Palace
which, before it was sacked,was a palace. Sincethe palace of the Caliphs
of Cordova crumbled, there has never been a palace like it. It outshone
them all. Well, that woman tarnished it."

Meanwhile dishes were brought and removed by servants, wooden-
faced, yet with ears alert. The subject of elopements had seemed prom-
Ising, but it led to nothing. At their own table, talk was gayer.
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Cassyenjoyed the food, the diluted wine, Paliser'sfacile touch. He ap-
peared to know alot and shesurprised herself by sotelling him. "I wish |
did," she added. "l am ignorant as a carp."

"You know how to charm," he replied. But, seeing her stiffen, he re-
sumed, "With your voice. That is enough. It would be a mistake for you
to be versatile. Versatility is for the amateur. The artist is a flower, never
a bouquet.”

It was decently said. In the decency of it, the agreeableinsult which a
compliment usually is was so chastenedthat Cassyflushed and felt that
she had. It annoyed her, and she attributed it to the wine.

It was not the wine. Other influences were at work on this girl, born to
a forsaken purple and whose soul was homesick for it. But purple is per-
haps picturesque. It was not that for which her soul sighed, but the
dream that hides behind it, the dream of going about and giving money
away. To her the dream had beenthe dream of a dream, realisable only
on the top rungs of the operatic ladder, which, later, she felt she was not
destined to scale. None the less there are dreams that do come true,
though usually, beforehand, there is a desert to cross.

"I wonder if | might have a cavatina?" Paliser asked, rising and moving
to her.

Cassyshrugged. | have to pay for my dinner, shethought, but shetoo
got up.

Preceding her, he led the way to a room of which the floor, inlaid and
waxed, was rugless. The windows were not curtained, they were
shuttered. In the centre was a grand and a bench. Afar, at the other end,
masking a door, was a portiere, the colour of hyacinth. Near it, were two
unupholstered chairs; one, white; the other, black. Save for these, save
too for a successionof mirrors and of lights, the room was bare. In addi-
tion, it was spacious, a long oblong, ceiled high with light frescoes,the
proper aviary for a song-bird.

Cassy curtsied to it. At table she had not wanted to sing. The mere
sight of this room inspired.

Paliser opened the piano and, seating himself, ran his long thin fingers
over the keys. He was heating them, preluding a score,passing from it to
another. Presently he looked up; she nodded and the Ah, non gi-
ungefloated from her.

"Brava!" Paliser muttered as the final trill drifted away. Again he
looked up. "You will be a very great artist."

He did not mean it. He judged her voice colourful but lacking in
carriage.
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Cassy, leaning forward, struck the keys, giving him the note and again
she sang, this time the Libiamq which, old as the hills, claptrap, utterly
detestable, none the less served to display the bravura quality of her
voice.

When it passed, Paliser sprang up, faced her. "Open your mouth!
There! Wide!"

Cassy, familiar with the ritual, obeyed. Paliser peered into the straw-
berry of her throat. It was deep as a well and he moved back.

"You have the organ but you do not know how to useit. You don't
know how to breathe."

Cassyforgot that he was young, that shewas, that in the great room in
the great house they were alone. Through the shutters came the smell of
lilacs, the sorceries of spring. In the sexlessnessof art these things were
unnoticed. For the first time sheliked him. It was his frankness that drew
her, though if he had beena frank old woman shewould have liked him
as well.

"My father says that. He says it is Ma Tamby's fault. He can't bear her."

For a while they discussed it. Paliser maintaining that were it not for
the war she ought to go to Paris and Cassy asserting, though without
conviction, that the specialty of the Conservatoire consisted in dried
fruit.

Finally shesaid: "It must be late. | have a wrap somewhere and oh! my
orchids."

The young person was summoned. The wrap was recovered, the orch-
ids reappeared.

Paliser, helping Cassy with the wrap, said: "Shall | seeit here again?"
He knew he would but he thought it civil to ask.

Cassytoo had her thoughts. The freedom with which, during the ham-
and-eggs episode, his eyes had investigated her, where was it? On
Sunday he had bored her to tears. That also had gone. During the past
hour or two he had shown himself reasonably intelligent, unpresuming,
without offensivenessof any kind. With a movement of the hand she lif-
ted the wrap at her neck. "Here?"

It occurred to her that shedid not know where the polished and inlaid
floor on which she stood was located. Nor did she particularly care.
Besidesif her geography were vague, the floor was pleasant, a bit slip-
pery perhaps, though just how slippery she was yet to learn.

"Yes. The day after to-morrow. Why not? | would like to run over a
score or two with you."

"Good heavens! You are not composing an opera, are you?"
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Paliser laughed. "I want to lead you away from painted mush into the
arms of NN"

"Not Strauss?"Cassyinterrupted. "Art does not recognise frontiers but
the Huns do not either and | will not recognise a Hun. Is the car at the
door?"

He saw her out and away, and reentering the house went to a room in
the wing. It was lined with bookcasesthat you did not have to break
your back to examine. They began four feet from the floor and ended
two feet higher. The room contained other objects of interest.

From among the latter, Paliser helped himself to a brandy and soda. It
had been dry work. The drink refreshed him. It stimulated too. Also it
suggested. He put the glass down and lightly swore at it.

"Damn Benny! He has only one thumb."

For a moment he eyed the glass. Then taking from a shelf Gautier's
very spiritual account of the de Maupin, he eyed that. Not for long
though. He put it back. He did not want to read. He did not want to
drink. There were several things that he did not want. In particular he
did not want to be alone.

He rang, ordered out a car and went sailing in town, to a brown-stone
front where you could lose as much money as you liked and not in
solitude either. On the way, the thought of the damned and thumbless
Benny accompanied him.
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Chapter 1 5

Through the inflated proprieties of social New York, Paliser's father had
driven four-in-hand, and at a pace so klinking that social New York cut
him dead. A lot he cared! The high-steppers in their showy harnessflung
along as brazenly as before. He did not care. He had learned to since.
Age is instructive. It teachesthat though a man defy the world, he cannot
ignore it. But tastesare inheritable. Monty Paliser camein for a few, but
not for the four-in-hand. Lessvigorous than his father, though perhaps
more subtle, he preferred the tandem.

In preparation for one that he had in view, he looked in, not at a mart,
but at a shrine.

It was on the afternoon succeeding Cassy'svisit to his slippery floor.
The day was radiant, a day not of spring, or of summer, but of both.
Above was a sky of silk wadded with films of white cotton. From below
there ascendeda metallic roar, an odour of gasolineNthe litanies and in-
censeof the temple, Semitic and Lampsacene,that New York long since
became.

Lampsacus worshipped a very great god and worshipped him
uniquely. New York, more devout and lessnarrow, hasworshipped him
also and has knelt too to a god almost as great. Their combined rituals
have exalted the temple into a department-store where the pilgrim ob-
tains anything he can pay for, which is certainly a privilege. Youth,
beauty, virtue, even smiles, even graciousness, Priapus and Mammon
bestow on the faithful that garland the altars with cash.

In Park Avenue, on this radiant afternoon, Mrs. Austen and Paliser
were occupied with their devotions. Mrs. Austen was priestess and Pal-
iIser was saying his prayers; that is, he was jingling his money, not aud-
ibly, but none the less potently in the lady's uplifted eyes.

"Yes,"said the lady, who asusual did not mean it. "It is too bad. Mar-
garet, the dear child, is soinexperienced that | feel that | must blame my-
self. | have kept from herNhow shall | put it? Well, everything, and
when shelearned about this, | could not tell her that it was all very usu-
al. It would have offended her modesty too much."
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Pausing, Mrs. Austen smiled her temple smile. "I could not tell her, as
somebody expressedit, that actresseshappen in the best of families, but |
left her to decide whether she cared to have them happen in her
mZnage."

The priestess, looking to the north and south, resumed: "It might have
been different if she had been older, more experienced and had really
cared for him. But how could she care? The child's nature is dormant.
Shedoes not know what love is. He is very nice, | have not aword to say
against him, not one, but a lamp-post would be quite ascapable of arous-
ing her affection. She accepted him, | grant you that and you may well
ask why. | know | asked myself the samething, until | remembered that
Mr. Austen offered to take me to Niagara Falls and | married him just to
go there. At the time | was a mere chit and Margaret is little more. Now,
| am not, | hope, censorious and | do not say that she had a lucky escape,
but | can say shethinks so. It was such a relief that it gave her neuralgia.
But the child will be up and about in no time and then you must come
and dine. You got my note?"

Paliser stifled a yawn. The priestess was, he knew, entirely willing to
deliver whatever he wanted at temple rates. But he knew, too, there were
forms and ceremonies to be observed. Being bored was one of them.

At another portal he has been obliged to go through the forms with
Carlotta Tamburini. She also had wearied him, though less infernally
than Mrs. Austen, and of the two he preferred her. The ex-diva was cer-
tainly canaille, but her paw was open and ready, whereas this woman's
palm, while quite as itching, was delicately withheld. Their gods were
identical. It was the shrines that differed. The one at which the Tam-
burini presided was plain as a pikestaff. The Austen's was bedecked like
a girl on her wedding-day. Behind each Priapus leered. Above both was
the shining face of Mammon.

In the present rites, that which wearied Paliser was the recital of the
reason of the broken engagement. It was broken, that was the end of it,
an end which, in ordinary circumstances, he would have regretted.
Ordinarily it would have made the running too easy. The hurdles were
gone. There were no sticks, no fences. It would not even have been a
race, just a canter. The goal remained but the sporting chance of beating
Lennox to it would have departed. That is the manner in which ordinar-
ily he would have regarded it. But the war, that was to change us all,
already had changed his views. The draft act had not then been passed,
yet it was realised that some such act would be passed,and generally it
was assumed that among the exempt would be men with wives
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dependent on them and cogently he had reflected that if he married that
would be his caseprecisely. At the same time he could not take a pos-
sible bride by the scruff of the neck and drag her off to a clergyman.
Though it be to save your hide, such things are not done. Even in war-
time there are wearisome preliminaries and these preliminaries, which a
broken engagement abridged, the neuralgia of a possible bride pro-
longed. That was distinctly annoying and a moment later, when he had
the chance, he vented the annoyance on Lennox.

"You got my note?" Mrs. Austen was asking.

"Yes," he replied, "and | will come with pleasure. Meanwhile, if my
sympathy is not indiscreet, please convey it to your daughter." The kick
followed. "Though, to be sure, Lennox is a loose fish."

"He is?" Mrs. Austen unguardedly exclaimed. Not for a moment had
she suspectedit and, in her surprise, her esteemfor him jumped. Good
heavens! she thought. How | have maligned him!

In the exclamation and the expression which her eyestook on, Paliser
divined some mental somersault, divined too that behind it was
something obscure, something that she was keeping back. Warily he
backed.

"Oh, as for that, loose fish may mean anything. It is a term that has
been applied to me and | dare say very correctly. If | did not live like a
monk, | should be jailed for my sins."

He is his father all over again, Mrs. Austen cheerfully reflected and ab-
sently asked: "How is he?"

"Lennox? | haven't an idea."

"I mean your father."

“In a great hurry, thank you. The war has gone to his head."

"At his age? SurelyNN"

"He wants me to go," said Paliser, who had no intention of it whatever
and whom subsequentevents completely exempted. "He is in a hurry for
me to enlist and in a greater hurry to have me marry."

Austerely, this pleasant woman grabbed it. "It is your duty!"

That was too much for Paliser, who, knowing aswell asshe did what
she was driving at, wanted to laugh. Like the yawn, he suppressed it.

The priestess's austerity faded. A very fair mimic of exaltation re-
placed it. "Whoever she is, how proud she will be! A war-bride!"

But Paliser, who had his fill, was rising and, abandoning histrionics,
she resumed: "The 24th at eight; don't forget!" Then as he passed from
the portal, the priestesslifted her hands. "What a fish! Fastor loose, what
a fish!"
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Above her Mammon glowed, behind her leered Priapus.

Through the sunny streets, Paliser drove to the Athen%wum, where
everybody was talking war. The general consensus of ignorance was
guite normal.

Lennox, seated with Jonesat a window, was summarising his own
point of view. "In aday or two | shall run down to Mineola, Perhapsthey
will take me on at the aviation field. Anyway | can try."

Jonescrossedhimself. He is signing his death-warrant, he thought. But
he said: "Take you, Icarus. They will fly away with you. You will become
a cavalier of the clouds, a toreador of the aerial arena, an archangel soar-
ing among the Eolian melodies of shrapnel. | envy, | applaud, but | can-
not emulate. The upper circles are reserved for youth and over musty
tomes | have squandered mine. | am thirty-two by the clock and | should
hie me to the grave-digger that he may take my measure. And yet if |
couldNif | could!NI would like to be one of the liaison chapsand fall if |
must in a shroud of white swords."

Sombrely Lennox considered his friend. "Your shroud of white swords
Is ridiculous."

Jones agreed with him. To change the subject, he rattled a paper.
"Have you seenthis? There is an account here of a man who shot his girl.
He thought her untrue. Probably she was."

"Reason enough then," said Lennox, who latterly had become very
murderous.

"I wonder! Anyway, though the paper doesnot say so, that was not his
reason. The poor devil killed her not becauseshe had been untrue, but
becausehe loved her. He killed the thing he loved the best out of sheer
affection. Unfortunately, for his virtues, he loved her innocently, ignor-
antly, asmost men do love, without any idea that the one affection worth
giving is alove that nothing can alter, alove that can not only forgive but
console."

"Is that what you call originality?" Lennox severely enquired. "If so, |
have never run across any of it in your books."

"Heaven forbid that you should, dear boy. I live by the sweat of my
pen. Originality never has, and never will make a best-seller."

It was while Joneswas airing these platitudes that Paliser entered the
room. He approached the two men. Lennox at once got up, turned his
back, marched away.

A few days later, Jones,in reviewing the incident, wondered whether
Lennox could, even then, have suspected.But, at the moment, in apology
for him, he merely lied.
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"l frightened him off with shop-talk."

Paliser took the vacant seat "What are you writing?"

"Cheques. There is nothing simpler and, except cash,nothing so easily
understood. To keep my hand in | will write one now."

Then Jonestoo got up. Paliser, to whom solitude was always irksome,
found himself alone. But his solitude was not prolonged. A man joined
him. Another followed. Presently there was a group.

From the table where Joneshad gone, the inkbeast saw and seeing
thought: Empires may totter, nations fall. The face of the earth will be
changed. But the toady endureth forever.
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Chapter 1 6

It was another perfect day, a forenoon after Veronese,a day of which the
charm was heightened by the witcheries that Harlem knowsNthe
shouted temptations of push-carts; the pastimes of children, so noisy, so
dirty, so dear! the engaging conversation of German ladies; the ambient
odour of cabbageand the household linen fluttering gaily on the roofs. It
was rapturous. Just beyond was a sewerNthe Hudson. But above was
the turquoise of the mid-April day.

Cassywent by and on, turned a corner, crossedthe street, descended
into a cave, smiled sweetly at a man who was closing a door and who,
seeing that smile, smiled at it, smiled wantonly, held the door open, yet,
noting then but an arid blankness where her smile had been, banged the
door and shouted fiercely: "Hundred-thirty-seven-street-next."

The train crashed on. Cassy, her nose in the air, assumed a barbed-
wire attitude, her usual defensive against the conjecturing eyes of old
men and the Hello, Kid! glances of New York's subtle youth. This atti-
tude, which enabled her to ignore everything and everybody, enabled
her also to think of what sheliked, or of what shedid not like, a circum-
stance that happened to her then and which was induced by her father.

That day he had beenterrible. The tragedies of the fated Atrides, what
were they to his? A lamentation longer than Jeremiah's followed. His
arm, his skill, his art, his strength, his money, everything, for all he knew
even his daughter, was taken from him. How long, O Lord, how long!
And presto! da capo, all over and afresh she had it.

Then, shaking a finger, he cried: "Where were you last night?"

Cassy, reduced to tears, exclaimed at him. "Why here. Where else?"

Darkly he eyed her. "Yes, but earlier, before you came in, where were
you?"

Cassy could not help it, she shook. A moment before she had been
crying whole-heartedly, associating herself, as a daughter may, in her
father's woe. But that was too much. With the tears still in her eyes, she
laughed. "Gracious goodness! You don't take me for a fly-by-night?"
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The noble marquis, who had been standing, sat down. Before him, on
the ginger of the wall, hung the portrait of the gorgeous swashbuckler.
Behind the latter were portraits, dim, remote, visionary, of other progen-
itors who probably never existed. But he was convinced that they had,
convinced that always, sword in hand, they had upheld the honour of
the Casa-Evora.No, surely, his daughter had not forfeited that. No, cer-
tainly, he did not suspecther. But there was much that he did not under-
stand. The misery of the mystery of things overcame him. He wept
noisily.

Cassy,who had been seated, stood up. She had on her rowdy frock.
Shealso had on a hatNif you can call a tam-o'-shanter a hat. Therewith
were white gloves which she had got at the basilica and which as yet
were free from benzine. Her father had distressed her inhumanly, but
she had survived it, asyouth survives anything, and shelooked then, not
tear-stained in the least, but, as usual, very handsome.

Bending forward, she touched him. "There, you dear old thing, don't
take on so. | have been planning something fat for you. Everything will
come out right Justwait and seeNand when you're hungry, there's some
nice cold veal in the kitchy."

But though in the kitchen there was cold veal, which it were perhaps
poetic to describe as nice, yet even the poetry of that was exceeded by
the poetry of the plan. Cassy had planned nothing lean or fat, nothing
whatever. Shehad spoken as a little mother may, in an effort to console,
though perhaps prompted subconsciously by the inscrutable possibilities
of life. Anything may happen. Already on the stage of which destiny is
the scene-shifter, the fates, in their eternal r'™leof call-boy, were sum-
moning the actors to the drama in which the leading r™lewas hers and
on which the curtain was about to rise.

Her father, comforted by the imaginary, looked up. She had gone.
From the sling he took his arm. The elbow was stiff, though lessstiff than
it had been. Moreover the wrist moved readily and the fingers were as
flexible as before. Consoled by that, comforted already, he shuffled into
the kitchen and consumed the cold veal.

Now, in the crashing car, Cassy's thoughts went forward and back.
Her father's question, that had succeededin being both pointed and
pointless, returned. Shesmiled at it. It would take another Don Juanthan
Mozart's to entice me, she serenelyreflected. Yet, after all, would he have
to be so remarkable? At any rate he would have to be fancy free and not
engaged as was a certain person who had not so much as said Boo!
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Cassy coloured. Always corsetless,she was not straight-laced. Given
the attraction and with it the incentive, and that tam-o'-shanter might
have gone flying over the windmill. The tam was very safe. There was
no incentive and, though there was no moral corset either, she was tem-
peramentally unable to go poaching on another's preserves. Barring the
chimerical, that any girl may consider and most girls do, she was straight
as a string. A shabby old man had no need to ask.

"Seventy-second!" The trainman bawled unmollifiably at her.

Cassy left a certain person there. Into her thoughts another man had
hopped. Shesurveyed him. He was good-looking. He was rich. Theseat-
tributes said nothing. A beautiful maleNalways an anomalyNnever at-
tracts a beautiful woman. That other anomaly, a man of inherited wealth,
Is disgusting to the anarchist. Cassywas a beauty and an anarchist. She
was also an aristocrat. The tattered portieres of the House of Casa-Evora,
the bedrabbled robes of the marquisate, all that was ridiculous to her.
She was an aristocrat none the less. She had a high disdain for low
things. In the kitchen, which she called the kitchy, she bent her back but
not her head. Her head was unbowed. Shesullied her hands but not her
conscience.A dirty act she could not perform. Aristocrat and anarchist,
she was also an artist. With simple things and simple people, she was
simple as you please. Stupidity and pretentiousness enraged her. The
philistine and the ignoble she loathed.

Now, through the windows of her soul, she surveyed him. His looks,
his money, said nothing. On the other hand there was about him an
aroma that appealed. The aroma was not the odour that local society ex-
hales. At that Cassy's nose was in the air. A lot of nobodies occupied
with nothingNand talking about it! Such was her opinion of the gilded
gang, an opinion which PaliserNto do him the justice that the historian
shouldNwould have had put to music and arranged for trumpets. It was
not that, therefore. The aroma was more fetching. The man talked her
language, liked what she liked, never presumed. In considering these
factors, she considered her gloves. Thank God, they did not smell of
benzine!

"Grand Central!"

Cassy,abandoning Paliser there, went on to Fifth Avenue, where, with
the protection of cross-town traffic, she attempted to get to the other
side. But half-way, she saw, or thought she saw, the young woman to
whom a certain person was engaged. Sheturned to look, backed into the
traffic-sign and put it in motion. Instantly motors were careering at each
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other. Instantly a purple policeman grown suddenly black, was smitten
with St. Vitus.

Dancing and bellowing as he danced, he righted the sign and swore at
Cassy,who, for added outrage, had flung herself at him and was smiling
sweetly in his swollen face. About them the torrent poured. Then all at
once, in ariot that afterwards seemedto her phantasmagoric, the police-
man raised a forefinger in salute. From the maelstrom she was hoisted
bodily into a car. Somebody, the policeman probably, was boosting her
from behind. Never had she suffered such indignities! To accentuate
them, somebody else was shouting in her face.

"I've saved your life, you'll have to marry me."

"Well, | declare!" Cassy,horribly ruffled, exclaimed at Paliser, who had
the impudence to laugh. Shesmoothed the smock, patted the hat, passed
a gloved hand over her nose.

"You're all there," Paliser,amused by the mimic, was telling her. "What
IS more, one pick-me-up deserves another."

With his stick, he poked at the mechanician, gestured with it, indicat-
ing a harbour.

The car veered and stopped at a restaurant that had formerly resided
in Fourteenth Street, but which had moved, as the heart of Manhattan
moved, and was then thinking of moving again.

In the entrance were Cantillon and Ogston, agreeableyoung men, who
stood aside for Cassy, raised their hats at Paliser, nudging each other
with unfathomable good-fellowship.

"A peach!"

“No, a pair!"

Their pleasantries were lost. Cassyand Paliser moved on and in to the
Fifth Avenue room, crowded as usual on this high noon. But what are
head-waiters for? Promptly there was a table, one not too near the or-
chestra and yet which gave on the street.

"What would you dislike the least?"Paliser from over a bill-of-fare in-
quired. He had brought his hat and stick with him and, in spite of a
waiter's best efforts, had put both on the floor.

| am not fit to be seen,thought Cassy,looking about at two and three
hundred dollar frocks and at blouses that were almost as cheap.

Paliser, turning to the waiter, translated passagesfrom the menu.
"Surprised tomatoes, cocottish eggs, supreme on a sofa, ice Aurora
Borealis. And a baked potato.” He turned to Cassy. "Barring the ice, a
baked potato is the only thing in which they can't stick grease."
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"Et comme vin, monsieur?" enquired the waiter who ought to have
been at the front.

"Aqua pura. But probably you have not got it. Celestial Vichy, then."
He looked again at Cassy. "What else might displease your ladyship?"

"Do stop talking like a low comedian,” Cassy vexatiously retorted. "If
you had not used force | would not be here. | could not make a row at
the door."

"No, one scene on Fifth Avenue is enough for one day."

"l should say so and it was you who made it. | was going quietly about
my business when | was derricked into your car."

“Not at all. You threw yourself at my head. If it had not been for me,
the policeman would have marched you off to prison."

Cassy laughed. "The dear man! He knew | would be worse off with
you."

"Yes. He was certainly perspicacious. Where did you say you were
going?"

Cassy removed her gloves. "Before | was attacked? To a music-shop.
There is a song | want to get for Mrs. Thingumagig's, Mrs. BeamishNN"

"Mrs. Who?" Paliser asked. Again he had forgotten the lady. But from
one of memory's pantries her wraith peered out. "Ah, yes, of course!
Well, we can stop by for it and you can run it over in the country to-
night. You remember that you are to dine with me, don't you?"

Cassy lifted a lip as a dog does when about to bite. "Remember it, |
have thought of nothing else."”

But now the waiter put a dish between them and Paliser said: "You
make me feel like this surprised tomato."

Then came the bite. "While you are about it, you can feel like both of
them. | am not going."

Argument weakens everything and wearies everybodyNexcept the
young. The mouths of youth are naturally full of objections and insults.
Were it otherwise, young people would be too servile to the past, too re-
spectful to the present and the future would not know them as guides.

Paliser, young in years, but old at heart, omitted to argue. He did what
Is perhaps superior, he changed the subject. "What is this song you were
speaking of? Why not try that thing of Rimsky-Korsakov, the 'Chanson
Hindoue'?"

Then, throughout that course and the coursesthat followed, peacedes-
cended upon them. Even to talk music soothes the savage breast. It
soothed Cassyand to such an extent that, finally, when the ice came she
made no bones about admitting it was her favourite dish.
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"Du cafZ, monsieur? Des liqueurs?" the slacker asked.

But no, Paliser did not wish anything else,nor did Cassy. The ice suf-
ficed. Sheate it slowly, alittle forkful at a time, wishing that her father
could share it, wishing that he, too, could have sofa'd supremes and
some one to pay for them. She raised her napkin.

Paliser lit a cigarette and said: "You made no reply to that statement of
mine."

She stared. "What statement?"

"About saving your life."

"And ruining my reputation?"

"Well, life comesfirst. | said you would have to marry me to pay for it.
Will you?"

Cassylowered the napkin. He was talking in jest she knew, or thought
she knew, but the subjectwas not to her taste,though if he had beenseri-
ous she would have disliked it still more. She wanted to give it to him,
but no fitting insolence occurred to her and she turned to the window
before which two Japanesewere passing, with the air, certainly feigned,
which these Asiatics display, of being hilarious and nas-f.

"Will you?" he repeated.

"Will | what?"

"Marry me?"

Perhaps he did mean it, she thought. He was cheeky enough for any-
thing. But now he was prodding her. "Say yes. Say to-morrow; say to-
day."

Sheturned on him. "Why not yesterday? Or is it just another of your
pearls of thought? You are simply ridiculous."”

Paliser put down his cigarette. "That is the proper note. Marriage is ri-
diculous. But it is the most ancient of human institutions. Divorce must
have been invented at least three weeks later."

Cassy did not mean to laugh and did not want to, but she could not
help herself and she exploded it. "You are so ardent!"

Innocently Paliser caressedhis chin. He had made her laugh and that
was a point gained. But such pleasure as he may have experienced he
succeeded in concealing.

"Again the proper note! | am ardent. YetNshall | admit it?Nformerly |
walked in darkness. It is all due to my father. | have forgotten the proph-
et preaching on the hillside who denounced respectability asa low pas-
sion. But my father, while deeply religious, has views more advanced.
He dotes on respectability. He tried to instil it into me and, alas! how
vainly! | was as the blind, the light was withheld and continued to be
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until, well, until a miracle occurred. You appeared, | was healed, | saw
and | saw but you. What do you say?"

“That your conversation is singularly edifying." In speaking, Cassy
gathered her gloves with an air slightly hilarious but not in the least naf.
Before Paliser could cut in, she added: "If | don't hurry, Ma Tamby will
be out and | shall lose my lesson."

Paliser shifted. Sheis devilish pretty, he thought. But is she worth it?
For a second he considered the possible scandal which he had con-
sidered before.

He stood up. "Let me take you. We can stop for the song on the way."
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Chapter 1 7

"My Carlottatralala! Dear Carlottatralala!"

Lightly at the door, Cassy strung the words to a mazourka. Her voice
twisted, swung, danced into atrill that was captured by echoesthat car-
ried it diminishingly down the stairway of the mansion where Carlotta
Tamburini lived.

"Eh?"

Partially the door opened. A fat slovenly woman showed an un-
powdered nose, a loose unpainted mouth, and, at sight of Paliser,
backed. "For God's sake! One moment, dearie. Straight ahead. With you
in two shakes."

Cassy, her yellow frock swishing, led the way to a room furnished
with heaped scores,with a piano, a bench, chairs and a portrait, on foot,
of a star before the fall. Adjacently were framed programmes, the faded
tokens of forgetless and forgotten nights, and, with them, the usual por-
traits of the usual royalties, but perhaps unusually signed. The ex-diva
had attended to that herself.

Paliser, straddling the bench, put his hat on the piano and looked at
Cassy,who had gone to the window. It was not the palacesopposite that
she saw. Before her was a broken old man revamped. In his hand was a
baton which he brandished demoniacally at an orchestra of his own. The
house foamed with faces,shook with applause, and without, at the glow-
ing gates, a chariot carried him instantly to the serenities of elaborate
peace.

"It won't take over an hour."

The vision vanished. Across the way, in a window opposite, a young
man was dandling, twirling one side of a moustache, cocking a conquer-
ing eye. Cassydid not seehim. Directly behind her another young man
was talking. She did not hear.

On leaving the restaurant and, after it, the music-shop, the car had
taken them into the Park where Paliser, alleging that he was out of
matches, had handed her into another restaurant where more Vichy was
put before her and, with it, that question.
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The air was sweet with lilacs. On the green beyond Cassy could see
them, could see,too, a squirrel there that had gone quite mad. It flew
around and around, stopped suddenly short, chattered furiously and
with a flaunt of the tail, disappeared up a tree.

"What a dear!" was Cassy's reply to that question.

But Paliser gave her all the rope that she wanted. He had no attraction
for her, he knew it, and in view of other experiences,the fact interested
him. It had the charm of novelty to this man who, though young, was
old; who, perhaps, was born old; born, as some are, too old in a world
too young.

He struck a match and watched the little blue-gold flame flare and
subside. It may have seemed to him typical. Then he looked up.

"Frankly, | have no inducements to offer, and, by the same token, no
lies. It would be untrue if | said | loved you. Love is not an emotion, it is
a habit, one which it takestime to form. | have had no opportunity to ac-
quire it, but | have acquired another. | have formed the habit of admiring
you. The task was not difficult. Is there anything in your glass?"

"A bit of cork, I think," said Cassy,who was holding the glassto the
light and who was holding it moreover asthough she had thoughts for
nothing else.

But her thoughts were agile as that squirrel. A why not? Why not?
Why not? was spinning in them, spinning around and around so quickly
that it dizzied her. Then, like the squirrel, up atree sheflew. For herself,
no. She did not want him, never had wanted him, never could.

"May | have it?" Paliser took the glass. Savefor subsiding bubbles, and
the bogus water, there was nothing there. "Will you take mine? | have
not touched it."

Cassytook it from him, drank it, drank it all. Her thoughts raced on.
Shewas aware of that, though with what they were racing she could not
tell.

"l don't know why | am so thirsty."

Paliser knew. He knew that the taste of perplexity is very salt. Shewas
considering it, he saw, and he payed out the rope.

"People who claim to be wise are imbeciles. But people who claim to
be happy are in luck. | have no pretensions to wisdom but | can claim to
be lucky ifNN"

Cassy, her steeple-chasing thoughts now out of hand, was saying
something and he stopped.
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"It is very despicable of me even to listen to you. | don't think | would
have listened, if you had not been frank. But you have had the honesty
not to pretend. | must be equally sincere. INN"

It was Paliser'sturn. With a laugh he interrupted. "Don't. A little sin-
cerity is a dangerous thing and a great deal of it must be fatal. Besides|
know it all by heart. | am the son of rich and disreputable people. That is
not my fault, and, anyway, it is all one to you. But what you meanis that,
should you consent, the consideration will not beNerNpersonal with me
orNerNspiritual with you, butNerNjust plain and simple materialism."

Cassy looked wonderingly at him. It was surprising how quickly and
how completely he had nailed it. But into the bewilderment there crept
something else. "Yes, and | am ashamed to look myself in the face."

Paliser gave a tug at the rope. "Then don't do that either. Look at me.
Matrimony is no child's play. It is like a trip to EnglandNclose confine-
ment with the chance of being torpedoed. Interference is the submarine
that sinks good ships. If you consent, there is only one thing on which |
shall insist, but | shall insist on it absolutely."

Visibly the autocrat stiffened. "Shall you, indeed!"

Paliser pounded, or affected to pound, on the table. "Yes, absolutely."

You may go to Flanders then, thought Cassy,but, with that look which
she could summon and which was tolerably blighting, shesaid, "Ah! The
drill sergeant!"

"Yes, and here is the goose-step. The drill sergeant orders that you
must always have your own way in everything."

Considerably relaxed by that, Cassy laughed. "You are very rigorous.
But don't you think it is rather beside the mark?"

"Besideit!" Paliser exclaimed. "It tops it, goesall over it, coversit, cov-
ers the grass, covers everythingNexcept a fair field, afree rein and every
favour."

Cassy was gazing beyond where the squirrel had been. A limousine
passed. A surviving victoria followed. Both were superior. So also were
the occupants. They were very smart people. You could tell it from the
way they looked. They had an air contemptuous and sullen. The world is
not good enough for them, Cassy thought. In an hour, car and carriage
would stop. The agreeable occupants would alight. They would enter
fastidious homes. Costly costumes they would exchange for costumes
that were costlier. They would sit at luxurious boards, lead the luxurious
life and continue to, until they died of obesity of the mind.
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None of that! Cassy decided. But already the picture was fading, re-
placed by another that showed a broken old man, without a penny to his
name, or a hope save in her.

From the screen,sheturned to Paliser, who, aware of her absence,had
omitted to recall her. Now, though, that she again condescendedto be
present, he addressed her in his Oxford voice.

"But what was | saying? Yes, | remember, something that somebody
said before me. Nowadays every one marries exceptafew stupid women
and a few very wise men. Yet, then, as| told you, | have no pretensions
to wisdom."

"Nor | to stupidity,” Cassythoughtlessly retorted. Yet at once, realising
not merely the vanity of the boast but what was far worse, the construc-
tion that it invited, shetried to recall it, tangled her tongue, got suddenly
red and turned away.

"You do me infinite honour then," said Paliser, who spoke better than
he knew. But her visible discomfort delighted him. He saw that she
wanted to wriggle out of it and, like a true sportsman, he gave her an
opening in which she would trip.

"Matrimony is temporary insanity with permanent results. You must
not incur them blindfolded. Do me the favour to look this way. Before
you sits a pauper.”

In the surprise of that, Cassy did look and walked straight into it.
"What?"

"Precisely."” In sheer enjoyment he began lying frankly and freely. He
lied becauselying is a part of the game, becauseit is an agreeable pas-
time and because,too, if she swallowed itNand why shouldn't she?Nit
might put a spoke in such wheels as she might otherwise and sub-
sequently set going.

"Precisely," he repeated. "It is different with my father. My father has
what is called a regular income. One of thesedays | shall inherit it. It will
keep us out of the poorhouse. But meanwhile | have only the pittance
that he allows me."

Yes, Cassy sagaciously reflected. What with Paliser Place, its upkeep
and the rest of it, it must be a pittance. But the lie behind it, which she
mistook for honesty, tripped her asit was intended to do. A moment be-
fore she might have backed out. Now, in view of the lie that she thought
was truth, how could she?It would be tantamount to acknowledging she
was for sale but that he hadn't the price. Red already, at the potential
shame of that she got redder.
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Paliser, who saw everything, saw the heightening flush, knew what it
meant, knew that he was landing her, but knew, too, that he must bear
the honours modestly.

"Bread and cheesein a cottage and with you!" he exclaimed. "But, for-
give me, | am becoming lyrical." He turned, summoned the waiter, paid
for the water, paid for the service and took from the man his stick.

Cassywent with him to the car. Shehad made no reply. If shewere to
take the plunge, there was no use shivering on the brink. But what
would her father say? He would be furious of course, though how his
fury would changeinto benedictions when he found himself transported
from the walk-up, lifted from Harlem and cold veal! Presently there
would be a flower in his button-hole and everything that went with the
flower. Moreover, if the poor dear wanted to be absurd, she would let
him parade his marquisate; while, as for herself, she would have to say
good-bye to so much that had been so little. Good-bye! Addio per
sempre! The phrase from La Tosca came to her. It told of kisses and
caresseghat she had never had. Yet, beneath her breath, she repeated it.
Addio per sempre!

Then suddenly, without transition, she felt extraordinarily at peace
with herself, with everybody, with everything. After all, she did not
know, stranger things had happened, she might even learn to care for
him and to care greatly. But whether she did or she did not, she would
be true assteelNtruer! He had beenso nice about it! Yes, she might, par-
ticularly since she had made a clean breast of it and he knew she was
marrying him for what it pleased him to describe as his pittance.

The car now was flying up the Riverside. An omnibus passed. From
the roof, a country couple spotted the handsome girl and the handsome
young man who were lolling back so sumptuously, and the lady
stranger, pointing, said to her gentleman: "Vanderbilt folk, | guess,ain't
they dandy!" Behind the lady sat a novelist who was less enthusiastic.
Another girl gone gay, was his mental comment. Well, why not? he re-
flected, for Jones'prejudices were few and far between. Besides, he ad-
ded: Les Portugais sont toujours gais. But he had other things to think
about and he dismissed the incident, which, in lessthan a week, he had
occasion to recall.

Cassy, meanwhile, after serenading a fat woman's door and looking
from a palatial window at the moving-pictures of her thoughts, at last
heard Paliser, who, already, had twice addressed her.

"It won't take over an hour or so."
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But now the Tamburini, ceremoniously attired in a wrapper, strode in
and Paliser, who had been straddling the music-bench, stood up.

The fact that they had come together and were together, had already
darkly enlightened the fallen star and as she strode in she exclaimed
with poetry and fervour: "Two souls with but a single thought!"

Paliser took his hat. "We are a trifle better provided. | have asmany as
three or four thoughts and one of them concernsa license.| am going to
get it."

His face was turned from Cassyand his eyes, which he had fastened
on his hostess, held caveats, commands, rewards.

Massively she flung herself on Cassy. "Dearie, | weep for joy!"

Cassy shoved her away. "Not on me, Tamby."

But the dear lady, in attacking her, shot a glance at Paliser. It was very
voluble.

Cassy,too, was looking at him. Her education had beenthorough. She
knew any number of useless things. In geography, history, and the
multiplication-table she was versed. But Kent's Commentaries, passion-
ate asthey are, were beyond her ken. The laws to which they relate were
also. None the less, on the subject of one law she had an inkling, vague,
unprecised, and, for all she knew to the contrary, incorrect. She blurted
it. "Don't | have to go, too?"

Ma Tamby grabbed it. "Go where, dearie?"

"For the license?"

Ma Tamby tittered. "Not unless you love the song of the subway. The
license is a man's job." Twisting, she giggled at Paliser. "But not hard la-
bour, he, he!"

"A life-term, though," he answered and added: "I'll go at once."

That settled it for Cassy. A chair stretched its arms to her. She sat
down.

Wildly the fat woman gesticulated. "Dearie, no! But how it gets me! As
true asgospel | dreamed so much about it that it kept me awake. | do be-
lieve | have a pint of champy. Shall | fetch it? | must."

Coldly Cassy considered her. "Don't. You'll only get tight."

Paliser, making for the door, called back: "Save a drop for me."

"May the Lord forgive me," sighed the fat woman. "I was that flustered
| forgot to congratulate him. But how it takes me back! Dearie, | too was
young! | too have loved! Ah, gioventu primavera della vita! Ah, I'amore!
Ah! Ah!"

"You make me sick," said Cassy.

"DearieNN"
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"Be quiet. My father won't like it and | can't lie to him about it. But |
shall need some things and you will have to go for them. What will you
tell him?"

With one hand, the fat woman could have flattened Cassy'sfather out.
But not his tongue. The nest of vipers there, even then hissed at her.

"Why, dearie, to-morrow you'll have your pick of Fifth Avenue and
until then, if you need a tooth-brush, I'll get one for you around the
corner."

"But my father will have to be told something. He'll worry to death. |
might write though, and put on a special delivery. Look here. Have you
any note paper that isn't rotten with scent?If not, | do believe I'll chuck
it."

"For God's sake, dearie!"

Hastily, in search of scentless paper, the fat woman made off.
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Chapter 1 8

Over the way, on the jimcrack of the stately mansion opposite, the
westering sun had put an aigrette of gold. The young man with the con-
quering eye had gone. A lovely Jewess/eaning like a gargoyle, violently
threatened some lkey in the unlovely street below. Above was a pallid
green. Beyond, acrossthe river, the sun, poised on a hill-top, threw from
its eternal palette shadesof salmon and ochre that tinted an archipelago
of slender clouds. But in the street was the music of carefree lads, play-
ing baseball,exchanging chasteendearments. There too was the gaiety of
little trulls, hasty and happy on their roller-skates. While perhaps to gen-
eralise these delights, a trundled organ tossed a ragtime. The charm was
certainly affecting and that charm the horn of Paliser's approaching car
merely increased.

Long since the letter had gone and, with it, another to Mrs. Yallum. In
the former, Cassyhad tried to gild the pill, yet without succeedingin dis-
guising it.

Dear Daddy:

You are the best man in the world and the next best your little girl
is to marry now, right away, and become Mrs. Monty Paliser. But
my heart will be with you and so will Mrs. Yallum. Don't fuss

with her, there's a dear, and take your medicine regularly and be
ready to give me your blessing as soon as | can run in, which will
be at the first possible moment, when | shall have more news,
good news, better news, best of daddies, for thee.

A whirlwind of kisses,

Cassy.

Adjacently, on the upper reachesof Broadway, Ma Tamby was shop-
ping. The sun now, gone from the river, was painting other spheres.
From a corner, shadows crept. They devoured the floor, absorbed the pi-
ano, assimilated the room. They left pits where they passed.They envel-
oped Cassy.
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Suddenly, she shivered.

Shehad been far away, outside of the world, in a region to which the
clamouring street could not mount. Her thoughts had lifted her to aland
that had the colours, clear and yet capricious, of which dreams are made.
There beauty stood, and truth with beauty, and so indistinguishably that
the two were one. But truth, detaching herself, showed her candid face.
The shadows elongating, reached up and darkened it. The candour re-
mained, but the candour had becometerrible. Cassysaw it. Shesaw that
the land to which she had beenlifted was the land of beauty and horror.
It was then she shivered.

Instantly something touched her. There was no one. The land, the
beauty, the horror had faded. No longer on the heights, she was in a
trivial room in Harlem. Shewas awake. Shewas absolutely alone. None
the less something that was nothing, something invisible, inaudible, in-
tangible, imperceptible, something emanating from the depths where
events crouch, prepared to pounce, had touched her. Sheknew it, shefelt
it. Her impulse was to scream,to rush away. But from what? It was all
imaginary. Common-sense,that can be so traitorous, told her that. Then,
immediately, before the wireless from the unknown, which modern oc-
cultism calls the impact, could impel her, the room was invaded.

Ma Tamby, tramping in, switching on the lights, was exclaiming and
gesticulating at her and at Paliser, who had followed and who was
standing in the doorway.

"Dearie! For God's sake! The child's asleep!In all my born days | never
knew the likes of that!"

Icily Cassy eyed her. "What have you there?"

"Where? What? This?" Feelingly the woman exhibited a nice, big pack-
age. "Why, the things | bought for you!"

"And do you for a moment suppose that | am going to carry a
bundle?"

"Saints alive, child! Didn't you tell meNN"

But now Paliser, in his cultured voice, intervened. "If | may have it?"
He took it, moved to the window, leaned from it, called: "Mike! You see
this? Then see too that you don't muff it."

The bundle vanished.

He turned to Cassy."l telephoned to Dr. Grantly. He is a clergyman. It
might seem uncivil to keep him waiting."

Cassy saw him at onceNa starchy old man, with a white tie and little
side whiskers, who livedNand would dieNin a closed circle of thought.
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Then again that nothing touched her, though, becauseof the others,
more lightly, lesssurely. But it touched her. Shewas quite conscious of
it, equally conscious that there was still time, that she could still desist,
that she had only to say that she would not, that she had changed her
mind and tell them no, right out and be hanged to them. On the straw-
berry of her tongue it trembled. At once before her there floated another
picture, the picture of a shabby old man, without a penny in the world,
or a hope save in her.

She stood up.

"Dearie, dearie, | wish you joy, | do!" the fat woman sobbed, or ap-
peared to sob, and everything being possible, it may be that she did not
sob. La joie fait peur. She had done her part. On the morrow a cheque
would reach her. "Dearie, dearie!"

"Don't be a fool," Cassy frigidly threw at her.

"Will you take my arm?" Paliser asked.

"Don't be a fool either," she threw at him and bravely, head up, went
on to the events that waited.

In the street below a strain overtook her. Ma Tamby was amusing her-
self with "Lohengrin."
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Chapter 1 9

Paliser, alighting, turned to help Cassy. But Cassy could get out
unassisted.

The gravel crunched beneath the wheels of the retreating car. From
afar came the bark of a dog, caught up and repeated. Otherwise the air
was still, very sweet. The house too was silent. In the hall and in the win-
dows there were lights, but there seemedto be nobody about and that
and the quiet gave her the delicious impression that the house was en-
chanted. It was a very nonsensical impression, but it was the nonsense
that made it delicious.

Paliser was saying something, though what she did not hear. The sky
now was indigo and in it hung a yellow feather. On the Hudson it had
beenvery pale, the ghost of a feather. But, as Harlem receded, it had rid-
den higher and brightened in the ride. Cassy had watched it, wishing
that Paliser would not talk. He had sat next to her, on the same seat, yet
if the portion of it which he occupied had beenin a Queensland back-
block, he could not have been farther from her heart. He took her hand
and she let him. He kissed her and she submitted to that. But she
wondered whether courtesansdo not hate the men who pay them, more
than they hate themselves. Was she any better? However a priest
mumbled at her, she was selling herself. Love alone is marriage. Shehad
none, nor had he. The whole thing was abominable, and, as he held her
hand and pressed her lips, her young soul rebelled. Even for her father's
sake, this cup was too much.

Now though, the empty hall and the great silent house took on the at-
mosphere of the Palaceof the White Cat. The cup becamea philtre. The
abomination changed into deliciousness. There are fairy-tales that are
real. For all she knew, Paliser might change into Prince Charming and
certainly he looked it.

He had beensaying something, what shedid not hear. But on the steps
beneath the perron, she turned and saw that which previously she had
not realised, he was extraordinarily good-looking, and about her closed a
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consciousnessthat her rowdy frock was atissue of diamonds and that he
was in doublet and hose.

A moment only. But during it something melted about her. Immedi-
ately aware of the phenomenon, she felt that she ought to freeze. She
tried to and failed. The atmosphere of deliciousness prevented and,
though she did not know the reason, she did know that she had failed
and the fact instead of annoying, amused. Then, as she followed Paliser
into the house, shetold herself that she was an imbecile, that she did not
know her own mind and, without transition, wondered how her father
was taking it.

From the hall, they passedthrough a successionof rooms vacant, sub-
dued, rich, and on into that other room where she had sung. At the
farther end was a hyacinth curtain that masked a door. But near the en-
trance through which she had come was an ivory chair. Cassy, seating
herself on it, wondered what had become of the bundle. She was sure
that it held everything except what she wanted. Then suddenly behind
her blue smock came a gnawing. Shethought she would ask Paliser to
have somebody fetch her a sandwich, two sandwiches, or else some
bread and butter, but, now that she looked for him, he had gone.

She got up, crossed the room and sat down on another chair which
was black, probably ebony. It had a curial appearancethat suggestedthe
senate, not the senate at Washington, but the S. P. Q. of Rome. It was
guite near the hyacinth curtain and behind the latter she heard voices.
Like the rooms they were subdued. She could distinguish nothing. Yet
there must be a bell somewhere and she decided that if Paliser did not
shortly return, she would ring. The gnawing was sharper. Shewas very
hungry.

Again she got up and looked from a window. It gave on a garden in
which there was underbush that the moon was chequering with amber
spots. After all, it was a queer sort of a wedding. But what had she ex-
pected? Grace Church? St. Thomas'? Invitations a fortnight in advance,
aisles banked with flowers, filled with snobs and the garbage of the
Wagner score that Ma Tamby had tossed after her? Not by a long shot!

Sheturned. Paliser was entering. But the gnawing had nibbled away
the enchantment and, as she turned, she looked rather cross.

Paliser, noticing that but mistaking the cause,said very sympathetic-
ally: "During the Terror, a princess jogged along, smelling a rose. Mar-
riage is no worse than the guillotine, besidesbeing much less summary.
Will you come?"
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"Less summary? | should say so!" Cassy retorted. "It is far too
lingering."

But she followed him out into another hall, one that was hung with
tapestries. They were dim and embroidered with what seemed to be
pearls. On the floor was a rug, dim also, narrow, very long, that exten-
ded to aroom, lined with high-placed bookcasesand setwith low-placed
lights. In the room stood a man. He wore a long black coat and a waist-
coat that reached to his collar. In his hand was a book.

"Dr. Grantly," said Paliser, who added, "Miss Cara."

Dr. Grantly bowed but without distinction. Becauseof the position of
the lights, his face was obscured and what Cassy could discern of it she
judged young and uninteresting. When Paliser had first mentioned
himNand how long ago it seemed!Nshe had fancied him old. She had
fancied too that he would have little side whiskers. The fact that he was
young was not a disappointment. Clergymen, whether old or young, did
not interest her. Shedid not carefor them, or for churches, or the services
in them. The ceremonial of worship seemedto her empty. Creeds pro-
fessed but not practised seemedto her vain. But she would carry an in-
jured cat for miles. A lost dog was found the moment she spotted it. She
did what good she could, not becauseit is a duty, but for a superior reas-
on. She liked to do it. One may be a Christian without caring for
churches.

"Dearly belovedNN"

In the depths over which she had passed, excitement and the novelty
of it had, until then, supported her. But at that exordium, instantly, they
fell away; instantly fear, like a wave, swept over her. Instantly she felt,
and the feeling is by no means agreeable,that she was struggling with
the intangible in a void. But she had not intended to drown, or no, that
was not it, she had not wanted to marry. Aware of the depths, not until
then had she known their peril. Until that moment she had not realised
their menace. Then abruptly it caught and submerged her.

"l require and charge you both asye will answer at the dreadful day of
judgmentNN"

The solemnity of the sonorous exhortation was water in her ears. The
sound of it reached her confusedly, in ajumble. Shewas drowning and it
was unconsciously, in this condition, that poked by Paliser, she heard
herself uttering the consenting words that are so irrevocable and so fluid.

It was over thenNor nearly! The thought of it shook her from the men-
tal swoon. Behind her some one spoke and she wondered who it could
be. But a movement distracted her. Dr. Grantly had shifted the book
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from one hand to the other and as absently she followed the movement,
she saw that the hand that now held the book was maimed or else
malformed.

But what immediately occupied her were other words which, promp-
ted by him, shewas automatically repeating. The words are very beauti-
ful, really exalting, they are words that spread peace as dawn spreads
upon the sea. Yet, in their delivery, twice Dr. Grantly tripped and,
though on each occasion he pulled himself up and went on again
without embarrassment, it seemed to Cassy that he did so without
dignity.

The impression, which was but momentary, drifted; another distrac-
tion intervened, her finger was being ringed. I'm done for! she despair-
ingly thought.

"Amen!"

"Ouf!" Cassygasped.It was really over, over at last, and still alittle be-
wildered, she turned. The butler and the maid were leaving the room,
which they must have entered when the ceremony first over-whelmed
her. From the hall a slight cackle floated back.

It amused them, she generously reflected.

Paliser did not notice. He was addressing the clergyman. "Thank you
very much, doctor." He turned to his bride. "Cutting your head off may
have been worse, don't you think?"

If I can't be gay at least| should appear so, shetold herself and desper-
ately she laughed.

Meanwhile the man of God, relapsing into the man of the world, or of
its neighbourhood, did not seemto know what to do with himself. He
dropped the book, picked it up, put it on the table. Considerately, in his
Oxford voice, Paliser instructed him.

"You must be going? Ah, well, | appreciate. Let me thank you again."

Dr. Grantly mumbled something, smiled at the bride, smiled at the
happy man or, more exactly, he smiled at an envelope which the happy
man was giving him and which, Cassydivined, contained his fee. How
much? she wondered. However much or little, it was excessive.

The hall took him and the groom grappled with the bride, embracing
her with that rudimentary paranoia which lawful passion comports.

She struggled free and, a bit breathless, but with the same desperate
gaiety, exclaimed: "If this is matrimony, give me war!"

"Perhaps you would prefer dinner first," Paliser, with recovered calm,
replied.

110



Wouldn't she, though! Now that she was definitely dished, hunger
again bit at her and she accompanied Paliser through the dim hall,
through the music-room, through the long suite, into the dining-room
where, as before, three men, with white sensual faces, stood waiting.

Paliser motioned. "Mrs. Paliser will sit there. Move the other chair
here." He drew a seat for her and gave additional instructions. "There
will be people here to-morrow. If we are motoring, have them wait."

"What people?" asked Cassy, before whom an uncomfortable vision of
her father and Ma Tamby jumped.

Paliser replied in French. "A man and a woman or two from Fifth
Avenue."

| wonder where that bundle is, thought Cassy who said: "A man?
What man?"

"Oh, just a clerk. That is almond soup. Do you care for it?" He looked
down at his plate which appeared to engross him.

Cassy raised her spoon. "A penny for your thoughts."

He looked up. "They are worth far more. | was thinking of the night |
first met you."

Cassy laughed. "And Ma Tamby's ham and eggs?"

Paliser, raising his own spoon, added: "It was Lennox who introduced
us. You knew he was engaged to Miss Austen? Well, she has broken it."

Cassy must have swallowed the soup the wrong way. She coughed,
lifted her napkin and saw a road, long, dark, infinitely fatiguing on
which she was lost. But the soup adjusted itself, the road turned to the
right. Lennox had never so much as said boo! In anger at herself she
rubbed her mouth hard and put the napkin down.

Paliser, who had beentasting and sniffing at a glass, looked at the but-
ler. "What is this? Take it away. It is not fit for a convict." He looked over
at Cassy. "l am sorry."

"One gets so bored with good wine," said Cassy, who recently had
been reading Disraeli. Yet she said it absently, the unscrambled eggs
about her.

But the saying was new to Paliser, to whom few things were. He rel-
ished it accordingly and the more particularly becauseof its fine flavour
of high-bred insolence.

From where he sat, he eyed her. Although she was eating, which is
never avery engaging occupation, her face had an air that was noble and
reserved. At the moment, a scruple in which there was a doubt, presen-
ted itself. In view of the coming draft act, it occurred to him that he
might have gone the wrong way about it. But the scruple concerned
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merely the expediency of the adventure. It was not related to his con-
science. He had none.

Now, though, a new decanter was before him; he tried it, drank of it,
judged it decent and drank again. Being decent, it was not heady. It did
not affect him. Cassy had done that. In her was a bouquet which the
vineyard of youth and beauty alone produces. He had hankered for it.
Now, like the decanter, it was before him. He could drink his fill. Then
like the other wine, he could send it away.
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Chapter 2 O

The elder Paliser, seatedin the hall of his town house, held a cup. In the
chair, a doge had throned. On the bottom of the cup was an N topped by
a crown. The cup contained hot milk.

Returning, a little before, from a drive, he had been helped up the
steps, into the hall, into the chair. He had not wished to be helped
farther. In the hall, the milk had beenbrought. As he sipped it, he looked
placid, dignified, evil. He looked very much like a wicked old doge.

"When | don't move, it is remarkable how well | feel."

His son, to whom he spoke, sat in a sedan-chair which, delicately
enamelled without, was as delicately upholstered within. Through the
window of the chair, only the young man's face showed. If you had not
known better you might have mistaken it for the face of a lady of an
earlier, a politer, though not of a bloodier age. But you would have
known better. The hair, powdered white, was absent; so too were the
patches; so also was the rouge.

Behind the doge's chair a servant stood. Adjacently was a malachite
bench. Beyond was a malachite stairway. The elder Paliser, finishing
with the milk, extended the cup. The servant took it and turned. Re-
cesses, back of the stairway, engulfed him.

Monty Paliser straightened. The movement disclosed his collar, the
white of his tie.

It was the evening of the fourth day since the wedding. He had
motored in to dine at the Austens'. Cassyhad seenhim go and had seen
too uninterrupted hours in the music-room. The prospect was consoling.

But, pending the dinner and with an ample quarter of an hour to the
good, he had looked in on his father whom he had found in the hall.
Nothing filial had motived this looking-in. On the surface, it was a visit
of circumstance such as one gentleman may pay to another. But, beneath
the surface, was an object which, when the servant and the cup had
gone, he approached.

"l hope Benny has not been in your way."

“Not in the least. | told him to go back to you."
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"Is he still here?"

"l haven't an idea."

"You might send him to Newport."

"You want to be rid of him, eh?"

“The Place does not need three gardeners."

The old man, who seemedto be feeling about for something, scowled.
"What it does not need is the atmosphere that you are giving it. You may
go to the devil your own way. | sha'n't stop you. But it puts a bad tastein
my mouth to have you turn it into a road-house. Damn it, sir, you were
born there."

Through the window of the sedan-chair, the young man was watch-
ing. He saw it coming and masked himself.

"How funny of Benny to give you such an idea."

Then, straight at him, went the bomb.

"It was not a gift. What | got, | extracted. Why don't you marry? Eh?
Why don't you? In order that you might, | made over to you a thing or
two. | wish to God, | hadn't. But perhaps you are satisfied. If you are,
well and good. As it is, unless you marry, I'll leave the property to Sally's
brat and have him change his name. By Gad, sir, if | don't have some as-
surance from you and have it now, I'll send for Jeroloman.| will make a
new will and I'll make it to-night. If you came here to dine, you can stop
on and listen to it."

The bomb was full of fumes. In the still air they floated. But in throw-
ing it, the old man's scowl had deepened. It had become a grimace that
creasedevery wrinkle into prominence. His hand had gone to his chest.
Gasping, he held it there. Then presently it fell. His features relaxed and
dryly, in an even tone, he resumed: "It is remarkable how well | feel, if |
don't talk. Any excitement suffocates me."

In the trench, that the sedan-chair had become, Monty Paliser
tightened the mask. "There is no need for any excitement. | will marry.
You have my word."

On the great blasoned throne, the old man shifted. The easy victory
mollified him. "Ah! You dine here?"

“Thank you, no. | am dining at the Austens'."

"Where?" the elder Paliser asked. He had heard but he wanted it re-
peated. It seemed vaguely promising.

"At the Austens'. You may remember that the pearl of the household
was engaged. It's off."

Slowly the old man twisted. "What is? The engagement?"

"So her mother told me."
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"And you are dining there."

“In a few minutes."

The old man took it in, turned it over. It seemednot only victory but
peace, and peace with annexation.

“Very good then. | draw the veil over your road-house. Put the young
woman in aflat. Put her in two flats. Nobody who is anybody ever sees
anything that was not intended for them. Don't beatthe drum. That is all
that the right people ask and all | require, exceptNN"

He paused, considered the annexation and added: "I wish you an ex-
cellent appetite. Austen himself was a drivelling idiot and his wife used
to be arare old girlNis still, | daresayNbut they came of good stock, and
the daughter has looks and no brains. You couldn't do better."

He paused again, appeared to lose himself in the past, looked up and
suddenly exclaimed: "You are ridiculous in that damned thing! Oblige
me by getting out."”

The young man extracted himself and sat down on the malachite
bench. It was more exposed than the trench and the fumes of the gas
bomb that his father had hurled were hazardous still. Additional protec-
tion from them was needed and he said: "What will you do about
Benny?"

The old man disliked to be questioned. On the arm of his chair he beat
with his fingers a quick, brief tattoo.

"Benny belongs to the Place. His father served me there. His grand-
father served yours. You don't get such people nowadays."

Negligently the young man smoothed his tie. "Very picturesque and
feudal. But | don't want him."

His father did not seemto hear, or to care. He was afar, wandering
from it. "Ever notice that he has only one thumb? Same way with his
father. Probably a family trait. | wish there were more families like '‘em.
This house is full of trollops and rascals. So is Newport. The house at
Newport is full of rapscallions. Believe I'll offer it to the Government for
a hospital. | wish to God Sally would come over and run it. Do you ever
hear from her?"

The young man stood up. "Never."

"I don't doubt sheis well rid of Balaguine. I've run into a baker's dozen
of Russian princes. All canaille. What she wanted to marry him for, God
only knows, and in saying that | exaggerate.Nice messthey have made
of things there. Are you going? Oblige me by touching the bell."

The young man touched it and, while he was at it, something else.
"Couldn't you oblige me by shipping Benny to Newport?"
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The old man motioned. It was asthough he dismissed it. "My compli-
ments to her mother and remember that | have your word. Don't dilly-
dally. Good God, sir, can't you realise that any day now you may be
drafted? You've no time to lose. If | were your age, I'd enlist to-morrow.
Don't stand on one foot, you make me nervous."

The son, putting on a white glove, got back at it. "I was asking you
about Benny."

Again the old man shifted. "Hum! Well! Sinceyou make a point of it.
Yes. I'll send him to Newport."

"You won't forget?"

"l never forget," replied the old man, who, from that moment, forgot it
utterlyNuntil the following night when throttlingly it leaped at him.

Even if he had remembered, it could only have delayed the course of
events. Benny went the next day and, in going, merely accelerated a
drama which perhaps was preordered.

But now, from behind the recessesof the malachite stairway, a rascal
appeared and approached and opened a bronze door, from which a
young gentleman passed out and entered his car.

It was dark then, darker than convenient. There are ways that are ob-
scure. The martyr who discovered that virtue is its own reward, died un-
wept, unhonoured, unsung. History doesnot know him. Perhapshe was
an editor. But he bequeathed a valid idea.

As the car swam on, Monty Paliser was consciousof it. It would, he re-
flected, simplify matters very much if his father died immediately. He
had no ill-feeling toward him, no good-feeling, no feeling whatever. For
the property conveyed to him and otherwise bestowed, he had no gratit-
ude. Thesegifts were in the nature of things. Gifts similar or cognate his
father had received, as also had his grandfather, his great-grandfather
and so on ab initio. They were possessionshanded down and handed
over for the greater glory of the House. He had therefore no gratitude for
them. When the time came he would repeat the process and expect no
gratitude either. Meanwhile though the gifts were adequate, there were
more en route, so many that they would lift him within hailing distance
of the richest men in the world. Though whether that were worth five
minutes of perplexity, ten minutes of tears, a row and, possibly, your
name in the papers, depended on the point of view.

In considering it, he found himselfNand very much to his dis-
gustNrememorating a moral axiom: Great wealth is a great burden. The
axiom was a favourite with his father, who had sickened him with it. But
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on its heels always there had trod a variant. "By Gad, sir, you can say
what you like, it puts you in a position to tell anybody to go to hell.”

The variant had a lilt, a go, a flourish. To employ a vulgarism of the
hour, it had the punch. It landed you and between the eyes. It required
neither commentaries nor explanation. It was all there. It was tangible as
a brickbat, self-evident as the sun.

In admiring it, the young man philosophised stoically. Did he not have
enough for that already?

Yes, but later? Later might he not want to philosophise less stoically
and more luxuriously? It was a problem. Meanwhile there was Cassy.
He had no wish to lose her. Yet about him already was the shadow of the
inevitable draft act. That was not a problem merely, it was a pit.

Meanwhile there was Cassy whom he did not wish to lose. She was
delightful, delectable, delicious. Not divine though, thank heaven! The
gleam in her eyescould be quite infernal. The gleam heightened a charm
which in itself was fugitive. He recognised that. However delicious a
dish may be, no man can feed on it always. Not he at any rate. But, for
the time being, it was very appetising. For the present, it did very well.
On the other hand, Margaret Austen represented a successionof courses
which, in addition to being appetising, would lift him to a parity with
the super-rich.

It was certainly perplexing. But it is along turning that hasno lane. He
was a decentwhip and a string made up of Margaret and Cassywas one
that, let him alone for it, he could handle.

But now the car had stopped. Abandoning perplexity, he went on and

up.
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Chapter 2 1

"Here you are! Bright and late as usual!"

In her fluted voice, with her agreeablesmile, Mrs. Austen greeted him.
The lady was attired in a manner that left her glitteringly and splendidly
bare. With her, in the cluttered drawing-room, were Margaret, Kate Sch-
ermerhorn, Poppet Bleecker, Verelst, Cantillon and Ogston.

"Will you take my daughter out?" Mrs. Austen, with that smile, contin-
ued. "Oh!" she interrupted herself to remark. "You have not congratu-
lated Mr. Cantillon. Has no little bird told you? It's this dear child Kate.
JustnowNdon't you think?Nengagements, like lilacs, are in the air." She
turned to Verelst. "Grey deceiver!"

Verelst crooked his arm. "However much | tried to deceive, | got grey
before | could."

"What are you laughing at?" Mrs. Austen with her tireless smile en-
quired of Paliser, who, after speaking to the girls, had said something to
Cantillon.

"Somersaults being a specialty of his, | was telling him that now is the
time for a triple one."

Paliser turned to Margaret. She had said nothing. Shewas very pale.
Mute, white, blonde, she was a vision.

At table, Verelst, addressing him, asked: "How is your father?"

“Thank you. Enjoying his usual poor health." He turned again to Mar-
garet. "No one could mistake my father for an auctioneer. He has so few
admirations. But he knew your father and admired him greatly."”

Margaret made no reply. Shewas thinking of the land of Splendours
and Terrors, where the princess sat in chains. Margaret envied her. Over
the hill the true knight was hastening and Margaret knew, as we all
know, what happened then. It is a very pretty story, but it can be equally
sad to a sorrowing girl who has no true knight, or who had one, and
who found that he was neither knightly nor true.

Paliser misconstrued her silence. About her eyes and mouth was an
expression that is displayed by those who have suffered from some long
malady or from some perilous constraint. That also he misconstrued. He
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had been told she had washed her hands of Lennox and had washed
them with the soap of indifference, which is the most effective of all. He
was not credulous but he had believed it. The idea that her throat was
choked and her heart a haunt of regret, did not occur to this subtle
young man. He attributed both her silence and her expressionto neural-
gia. The latter did not disturb him. But her loveliness did. It inundated
him. The gallery of his memory was hung with fair faces.Her face ex-
ceeded them all.

The dinner proceeded. Presently, Kate Schermerhorn called over at
him. "Who was the damsel | saw you making up to in the Park the other
day?"

Paliser turned to her. "I have forgotten."

"l don't wonder. You seemed to have lost your head."

"Probably then because it wasn't you."

"Fiddlesticks! You looked asthough you could cut your throat for her.
Didn't you feel that way? | am sure you did."

"You must be thinking of Cantillon. That's the way he looks at you. If
he didn't, he wouldn't have any feeling at all. One might even say he was
quite heartless."

Kate was laughing. In laughing she showed her red mouth and her
teeth, small, white, a trifle uneven, and, though she continued to show
them, her laughter ceased.With her red mouth open, she stared. That
mouth closed, opened again. She was saying something.

Everybody was exclaiming. All were hurriedly getting up.

Paliser turned to Margaret. She had gone.

Verelst now was between him and her chair. He was bending over.
Bending also was Mrs. Austen. On the other side were Cantillon, Ogston
and Miss Bleecker.

Then, as the surprise of it lifted Paliser, he saw that they were lifting
her.

"Brandy!" said Verelst. "Tell the man."

"Permit me!" Without officiousness, without noticeable shoves, Paliser
got among them and got on his knees beside the girl whom Verelst and
Mrs. Austen were supporting.

Mrs. Austen wanted to wink at him. Instead, she made way. He took
her place, took the girl in his arms and thought he would like to keep her
thereNthough not, of course, forever. But he said: "The other room,
perhaps."

Margaret's head was on his shoulder. She raised it. Her eyes had
opened. Shelooked at him, at the arms that were about her. A shudder
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shook her. Verelst stretched a hand, Ogston another. With them, but oth-
erwise without effort, she stood up.

Cantillon exclaimed at her. "Right as rain again! | say, Miss Austen,
you did give us a start!"

Yet at once, and so endearingly, with the air of an elder sister, Mrs.
Austen resumed the maternal functions. "Dearest child, you have been
overdoing it!"

Kate patted the girl. "Margaret! | nearly fainted too. | was looking at
you. You went over like that!"

"Sorry," said Margaret evenly. Her hands had gone to the back of her
head. She dropped them and added: "If you will excuse me."

Lovingly her mother dismissed her. "The smelling-salts! You will find
them somewhere." The lady looked about. "Shall we have coffee in the
other room? You men can smoke there if you like, or here if you prefer."

It was quite modern. But Verelst was old, therefore old-fashioned. He
preferred the dining-room. Already the girls had followed Margaret.
Mrs. Austen passedout. Verelst satdown. Soalso did Cantillon and Og-
ston. But Paliser, who had nothing to say to them, accompanied Mrs.
Austen.

"It never happened to her before," shetold him. "Where shall you sit?
Here, by me?"In speaking she made room on the sofa and with amiable
suspicion eyed him. "You hadn't said anything to her, had you?"

Paliser shook his handsome head. "l wanted to."

Pleasantly she invited it. "Yes?"

"l wanted to ask her to marry me."

There he was dangling, and what a fish! The dear woman licked her
chops, not vulgarly, of course, but mentally.

Paliser,who knew perfectly well what shewas at, smiled tantalisingly.
"It is beastly to boast, but | am an epicure.”

What in the world does he mean?the dear woman wondered. But she
said: "Of course you are."

Paliser, who was enjoying himself hugely, resumed: "An epicure, you
know, postpones the finest pleasures. He does so sometimes becauseof
the enchantment of distance and again because he can't help himself.
That has been my case."

It was fully a moment before Mrs. Austen got it. Then she said: "But |
told you, didn't I? Mr. Lennox is dead and buried."

It was quick work. Paliser, admiring her agility, laughed. "Sorecently
though! The immortelles have not had time to fade."
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That would have made a saint swear! Not being a saint, Mrs. Austen
contented herself with virtuous surprise. "But there were none! | told
you that. | told you that any attraction he may have had for my child, he
shocked straight out of her. Not deliberately. Dear me, | would not have
you fancy such a thing for a moment. Nor would | misjudge him. | hope
| am too conscientious. But such interest as the child had in himNan in-
terest | need hardly say that was girlish and immatureNhe destroyed."

The picture, bold but crude, had its defects. To remedy them, Mrs.
Austen applied the brush. "That singing-girl! You know whom | mean. |
saw you with her the night we went to the Bazaar."

Paliser nodded. He knew indeed! He knew too that, for a moment, he
had fancied that Cassy was in love with Lennox. But that idea he had
long since abandoned and what she could now be doing in this galley in-
trigued him.

With a free hand Mrs. Austen laid on the colours. "You will hardly
credit it, but we asgood as caught him with her. As good or asbad. It is
a matter of taste. For me it was very painful. A woman should be spared
such an experience.As for Margaret, while the child certainly did not un-
derstandNhow could she?Nyet, even in her innocence, she real-
isedNwellNthat he is just what you said."

It was a bit thick and Paliser began to laugh.

Mrs. Austen saw that he did not believe her. The fact annoyed and in
vexation she piled it on. "Afterward, in this very room, | taxed him with
it and he admitted it."

What a lie! thought Paliser, who specialised in that article. But, a
second thought prompting, he wondered whether it were a lie. His
knowledge of Cassyrefuted it. At the sametime, where women are con-
cerned, you never know. One thing, however, he did know. In his qual-
ity of expert he knew that there are statements which, whether true or
false, may come in handy and, comfortably, he smiled.

"So that was the reason why the engagement was broken."

"What more would you have?"replied the candid creature, who now
felt that he had swallowed it.

Quite as comfortably, Paliser returned to his muttons. "I may cease
then to be an epicure?"

There was the fish again, but how to land him? The glittering fisher-
lady could not bind and gag the bait and drop her into his mouth. At any
such attempt, the bait would pack and go, might even go without pack-
ing. Yet there was the fish, eager,willing, the gills awiggle. Barring a few
gold-fish in Bradstreet, in Burke and in Lempriere, this fish was the pick
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of the basket. To see him glide away, and for no other earthly reason
than becausethe bait refused to be hooked, was simply inhuman. Flesh
and blood could not stand it. No, nor ingenuity either. Instantly the
angler saw that in default of bait, a net may do the trick and, with the
ease of a prestidigitateur, she produced one.

"You have my blessing!"

Paliser laughed and bowed. He was in it, it was where he wanted to be
and he liked it. But in view of existing domestic arrangements, he was in
it a bit too soon and, wriggling through a mesh, he stopped laughing and
looked solemn.

"You are very good. But beforehand my father will expectto be con-
sulted and, just at present, that is impossible. The physicians would for-
bid it."

"The poor dear old man! You don't meanNN"

Paliser half raised a hand. The gesture was slight but expressive. One
never knew!

But so much the better, thought Mrs. Austen. Pending the delay she
could so bombard the bait, bombard her day in, day out, and the whole
night through, that, like Liege and Namur, her resistance would
crumble, and meanwhile he would come in for everything, or nearly
everything, she reflected, and the reflection prompting, she affected
concern.

"Has your sister been informed?"

"l cabled her to-day," said Paliser, who had done nothing of the kind.

With the same concern, Mrs. Austen lied as freely. "It is too sad for
words." But at once the air of the sympathiser departed, replaced by that
of the hostess.Through one door the men were entering. Through anoth-
er came the girls.

Kate Schermerhorn approached. "Dear Mrs. Austen, Margaret's all
right, but she has a headache." As she spoke, she threw a glance at
Cantillon.

Poppet Bleecker also approached. "It is too bad, Margaret is such a
dear! | would like to stop on but they tell me my maid is here. Thank you
so much, dear Mrs. Austen."

The lady stood up. "But you are not all going!" They all were though.
Sheknew it and was glad of it. The object of the dinner was achieved
and achievement, however satisfactory, is fatiguing. "You too!" she suc-
cessively exclaimed at Ogston and Cantillon. "And you also!" she ex-
claimed at Paliser, to whom, dropping her voice, she added: "If possible,
remember me to him."
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As they went, Verelst surveyed her. He stood against the mantel, his
back to the empty grate.

Turning she saw him. "Well, what now?"

Verelst, adjusting his glasses,said, and distantly enough: "What now?
No, what next?"

Mrs. Austen sat down. "Peter, if you ever loved me, don't adopt that
tone."

"It is not the tone, it is the tune and the tune is yours."

“Tune? What tune? What on earth are you talking about?"

"The tune to which the dinner was set.| heard it. Margaret heard it. It
knocked her out."

She raised her eyes to him, made them pathetic. "Peter, | haven't a
penny."

"You have twenty thousand a year."

“Nineteen, not a dollar more, and that is genteel poverty and there's
nothing genteel in poverty now."

Verelst tugged at his moustache. "Tell me this. Is she to marry him?"

In affected surprise, she started. "How you do jump at conclusions."

Angrily he nodded. "I appear to have jumped at the correct one."

But his anger had gained her. She faced him. "Heavens and earth!
What have you against him? What have you all against him? My eyesare
as good as any one's. | can't see it."

"You might feel it then."

"Feel what?"

Verelst tugged again at his moustache. He had never heard of element-
als and, if he had heard, he would not have believed in them. He knew
nothing of aur¥Nwhich photography has captured. He was very old
fogy. But he knew an honest man when he saw one and a gentleman be-
fore he opened his mouth.

"Feel what?" Mrs. Austen repeated.

Verelst, thrashing about, could not get it, but he said: "I can't describe
it, but it's something. His father had it. HeNN"

"His father is at death's door."

"Ah! Is he?Well, I'm sorry for that. M. P. used to be no better than the
law allowsNand the law is very lenient."

"You were too."

"l daresay. But M. P. has got over it. Without boasting, | think | have
also. But that is neither here nor there. In the old days, | have seenpeople
shrink from him."

"Nonsense! Precious little shrinking | ever did."
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“Timidity was never one of your many virtues."

"Don't be coarse, Peter, and if possible don't be stupid. If you know
anything against Monty, say it | may find it in his favour."

Impatiently Verelst motioned. "Decent men avoid him."

"And you!" Mrs. Austen retorted. "What do you call yourself? You are
always civil to him."

Verelst showed his teeth. "One of the few things life has taught me is
to be civil to everybody."

"Except to me. Now do sit down and make yourself uncomfortable.
You have made me uncomfortable enough. Any one might think you a
country parson."

But Verelst, scowling at the dial which the legs of the nymph upheld,
removed his glasses.”"l am going." He moved to the door, stopped, half
turned, motioned again. "Tell Margaret | would rather see her in her
coffin."

Angrily she started. "I'll tell her nothing of the kind."

It was his back that she addressed. Shesaw him go, saw too her anger
go with him. The outer door had not closed before the tune of which he
had spoken was dispersing it.

But was it atune? It seemedsomething far rarer. In it was a whisper of
waters, the lap of waves, the muffled voice of a river, which, winding
from hill to sea,was pierced by a note very high, very clear, entirely
limpid, anote that had in it the gaiety of a sunbeam, a note that mounted
in loops of light, expanding asit mounted, until, bursting into jets of fire,
it drew from the stream's deepest depths the sonority and glare of its
riches.

The ripple of it ran down the spine of this woman, who at heart was a
Hun and to whom the harmonies disclosed, not the mythical gleam of
the Rheingold, but the real radiance of the Paliser wealth.

At the glow of it she rubbed her hands.
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Chapter 2 2

In the club window, on the following afternoon, Jones was airing copy.

"Capua must have been packed with yawns. It is the malediction of
mortals to want what they lack until they get it, when they want it no
more. Epicurus said that or, if he did not, Lucretius said it for him.
'Surgit amari aliquid." But here | am running into quotations when the
only ones that interest anybody are those in the Street. Conditions here
are revolting. Nowhere at any time has there been a metropolis that so
stank to heaven. The papers drip with stocks and scandals and over
there, before the massed artillery, the troops are wheeling down to
death. But wheeling is perhaps poetic. The Marne was the last battle in
the grand style."

"l don't see what that has to do with Capua,” said Verelst.

“Nor I," Jonesreplied. "But, cometo think of it, there is a connection. In
Capua everybody yawned their heads off. In Flanders and Champagne
they are shot off. Life swings like a pendulum between boredom and
pain. When the world is not an%mic, it is delirious. If ever again its pulse
registers normal, sensible people will go back to Epicurus, whose exist-
ence was one long lessonin mental tranquillity. By the Lord Harry, the
more | consider it, the more convinced | becomethat there is nothing else
worth having. Niente, nada, rien. Nothing whatever."

Verelst smiled. "In that caseit is hardly worth while getting excited
over it." He raised the lapel of his coat. There were violets in it. He took a
whiff and added: "Has Lennox been here to-day?"

But Jones did not know.

Regretfully, Verelst continued: "He goes to Mineola to-morrow and
soon he will be over the top."

Joneslit a cigarette. "Assuming that he gets back, the women will be
mad about him. Some of them at any rate."

Verelst rolled an enquiring eye.

"Of course they will," Jonesresumed. "Times have changed precious
little since Victor Hugo.
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'Les belles out le goZt des hZros. Le sabreur
Effroyable, trainant apres lui tant d'horreur

Qu'il ferait reculer jusqu"” la sombre HZcate,

Charme la plus timide et la plus delicate.

Sur ce, battez tambours! Ce qui plait " la bouche

De la blonde aux yeux doux, c'est le baiser farouche.
La femme se fait faire avec joie un enfant,

Par 'hnomme qui tua, sinistre et triomphant.

Et c'est la voluptZ de toutes ces colombes

D'ouvrir leur lit ~ ceux qui font ouvrir les tombes.'

"What rhythm! What music! The score is Napoleonic butNN"

"Hello!" Verelst interrupted. Before the window a car had passed.He
was looking at it. On the back seatwas a man in a high hat and an over-
coat. "M. P.!" he exclaimed.

"What of it?" Jones asked.

Verelst removed his glassesand looked distrustfully at them. It was as
though he doubted their vision. Then, after a moment he said: "Last
night | heard he was dying."

"Which," Jonesremarked, "is the aim, the object and the purpose of
life. But apparently he hasnot achieved it yet. Apparently alsoyou are a
futurist. The Napoleonic score did not interest you."

Verelst, resuming his glasses,replied: "It would not interest Lennox, if
that is what you mean. He has been hit too hard."

Jonesnodded. He knew all about it. It had even suggested a story, a
famous story; one that was told in Babylon and has been retold ever
since; the story of lovers vilely parted in the beginning and virtuously
united at the end. It is a highly original story, to which anybody can give
a fresh twist and Joneshad planned to have the hero killed at the front
and the heroine marry the villain, but only to divorce the latter before
the heroNwhose death had been falsely gazettedNlimps in.

But Jonesknew his trade. He knew that the reader always balks unless
the hero getsthe heroine firsthand and he had thought of making the vil-
lain an invalid. Yet at that too he knew the reader would balk. The read-
er is so nice-minded!

Now, the plot recurring, he said to Verelst: "Your knowledge of wo-
men has, | am sure, made you indulgent.”

“Not in the least."

"ButNN"
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"Look here," Verelst interrupted. "When | was young and con-
sequently very experienced, | was indulgent. But monsters change you.
Last night I dined with one."

"Enviable mortal!"

"You remember Abraham?" Verelst continued. "His name was Abra-
hamNwasn't it?Nthat benevolent old man in the Bible who made the
sacrifice of sacrificing an animal instead of his son? Well, last night it
seemedto me that there are women Abrahams, only lessbenevolent. The
altar was veiled, the knife was concealed, but the victim was thereNa
girl for whom, at your age, | would have died, or offered to die, which
amounts to the samething. What is more to the point, at your age,or no,
for you are much older than your conversation would lead one to be-
lieve, but in my carelessdays | offered to die for her mother. | swore |
could not live without her. That is always a mistake. It is too flattering,
besides being untrue. Perhaps she so regarded it. In any event another
man fared better or worse. Afterward, time and again, he said to me:
'‘Peter, for God's sake, run away with her." Am | boring you?"

"Enormously."

"Well, he was very gentlemanly about it. Without making a fuss at
home, he went away and died in a hospital. Shewas very grateful to him
for that. But her gratitude waned when she camein for his money. It was
adequate but not opulent, the result being that she tried to train her
daughter for the great matrimonial steeplechase.Justhere the plot thick-
ens. Recently the filly shied, took the bit in her teeth andNhurrah,
boys!Nshe was off on her own, until her mother jockied her up to a
hurdle that she could not take and the filly came a cropper. But her
mother was still one too many for her. Shehad her up in ajiffy and now
she is heading her straight for the sweepstakes."

"Excuse me," Joneswith affected meeknessput in. "I assume that the
sacrificial victim and the filly are one and the same."

"Your perspicacity does you much credit.”

Joneslaughed. "I have my little talents. But you! The wizardry with
which you mix metaphors is beautiful. You produce a dinner-table and
transform it into an altar which instantly becomesa racecourse.That is
what | call genius. But to an every-day sort of chap like me, would you
mind being less cryptic?"

"Can you keep a secret?"

"Yes."

"So can L."
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Again Joneslaughed. "Not in my neighbourhood. You were talking of
Lennox and drifted from him into the Bible. Your thoughts of the one re-
called studies of the other and at once you had Abraham's daughter
downed on the racecourse. Well, she won't be."

"Why do you say that?"

"Because it is my business to see things before they occur. Miss
AustenNN"

"I never mentioned her," Verelst heatedly exclaimed. "You have no
right toNIN"

"I admit it. But becauseof Lennox the whole matter has preoccupied
me and quite as much, | daresay, as it has distressed you."

"l don't see at all what you have to do with it."

"Perhaps not. But preoccupation may lead to crystal-gazing. Now |
will wager a red pippin that | can tell what you said at the steeplechase
to the steeplestakes. You asked after his father."

Verelst stared. A man of the world and, as such, at his easein any cir-
cumstances,none the less he was startled. "How in God's hame did you
get that?"

"It is very simple. Five minutes ago his father sailed by. You made a
remark about him. The remark suggested a train of thought which
landed you at the racecoursewhere you saw, or intimated that you saw,
the steeplestakes.But what visible sweepstakesare there except M. P.'s
son? You and M. P. are friends. It is only natural that you should ask
about him."

Verelst turned uneasily. "I don't yet seehow you got it. The only thing
| said is that | heard he was dying."

"And five minutes ago you exclaimed at his resurrection. There is a
discrepancy there that is very suggestive."

"It is none of my making then."

"It is none the less suggestive. The death-bed was invented."

"M. P. may have recovered."

"Yes, men of his age make a practice of jumping into their death-bed
and then jumping out. It is good for them. It keeps them in training."

"Oh, rubbish!" Verelst resentfully exclaimed.

“No," Jonespursued. "The story was invented and the invention had a
reason. If you like, you may ask what it is."

"You seemto be very good at invention yourself. | shall ask nothing of
the kind."

"But you would like to know and | will tell you. It was invented to
delay a possible announcement. It could have had no other object.”
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"I said nothing of any announcement,"” Verelst angrily protested.
"What announcement are you talking about?"

"The heading of the filly for the sweepstakes. The expressionNvery
graphic by the wayNis your own."

"Graphic or not | wish you would drop it. BesidesNN"

"Besides what?"

"Why, confound it, admitting the engagement, which | ought not to
admit for it is not out yet, why should he play for delay?"

"Ha!" exclaimed Jones,whom the spectacleof Paliser and Cassysailing
up the Riverside had supplied with an impression or two. "I thought |
would interest you. He played for delay becausehe feared that if it were
known, a pitcher of ice-water might come dashing over it."

"Why do you say that?" asked Verelst, eagerand anxious enough for a
spokeNif spoke there could beNto shove in a certain lady's wheels.

"Given the man and the deduction is easy."

The spoke was receding. Verelst, swallowing his disappointment, re-
torted: "Incoherence is easy too."

"Well, you are right there,"” Jones,lighting another cigarette, replied.
"But there is nothing incoherent in the fact that fear is magnetic. What we
dread, we attract. If our winning young friend fears the pitcher, the
pitcher will probably land on him. That is the reason why, to vary your
various metaphors, | declared that there would be no downing on the
racecourse.On the contrary and look here. | will wager you not one pip-
pin or two pippins, | will go so far asto lay a whole basket that Miss
Austen becomes Mrs. Lennox."

Verelst sniffed. "You don't know her mother."

“No. | have not that honour. But | enjoy a bowing acquaintance with
logic."

"Do you, now? | wonder if it bows back. I'll book your bet."

"Very good. Make it fancy pippins."

Verelst stood up. "Fancy is the only term that could be applied them."

"And of suchis the Kingdom of Heaven," Jonestold himself asthe old
man moved away.

He looked about. The great room had filled. Stocks, money, war, the
odour of alcohol, the smell of cigars, the rustling of evening papers, the
sound of animated talk about nothing whatever, the usual atmosphere
had reassembled itself.

From it he turned to the window, to the westering sun, to the motors,
the smart gowns and the women who looked so delightful and of whom
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all had their secretsNsecrets trivial, momentous, perverse or merely
horrible.
Again he turned. Lennox, who had approached, was addressing him.
"You were at the law school. | have to make a will. Will you help me?"
Serviceably Jonessprang up. "Come to my shop. It is just around the
corner."
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Chapter 2 3

Among the old brocadeswith which the room was fitted and which, to-
gether with the silver bed and the enamelled fasence,gave it an earlier
century air, Cassy stood before a cheval-glass.

Shewas properly dressed. Her costume, light cloth, faintly blue, was
exquisitely embroidered. Beneathit was lingerie of the kind which, it is
said, may be drawn through aring. Behind and between was Cassy, on
whose docked hair sat a hat that was very unbecoming and therefore
equally smatrt.

A moment before she had thanked and dismissed Emma. Emma was
the maid. With a slant of the eye, that said and suppressed many things,
Emma had gone.

Through the open windows came the call of birds, the smell of fresh
turf. A patch of sky was visible. It was tenderly blue. There was a patch
too of grass that showed an asparagus green.

From the mirror Cassywent to a table and, from a jade platter, took a
ring. It was made of six little hoops eachsetwith small stones.Sheput it
on. The platter held other rings. There was a sapphire, inch-long, deep
and dark. Sheput that on. There was also an Australian opal and an Asi-
an emerald, the latter greener than the grass. She put these on. Together
with the wedding-ring they made quite a show. Too much of a show, she
thought.

Like the costume, the hat, like other costumes, more hats and box after
box of lingerie, they had all surprisingly dumped themselves, there, at
her feet, the day after the wedding. The bundle, which she had brought
with her, she had found very uselessand so awkward that she would
have given it to Emma, had it not seemed unsuited to a young person
manifestly so fine. Since then it had been tucked away in a cupboard,
safely out of sight.

That was just five days ago, a brief eternity, during which life seemed
to be driving her headlong to some unimagined goal. Until the evening
previous she had had barely a moment. But on that evening, Paliser, who
was dining at the Austens', had given her a few hours to herself.
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Now, on this afternoon, he was again in town.

The air was very still. Afar, a train bellowed, rumbled, died away.
From the garage came the bark of a dog, caught up and repeated on the
hillside beyond. On the lawn, a man in an apron was at work. Otherwise
the air was still, fragrant, freighted with spring.

Cassy, turning from the table, went to the mirror again and tilted the
hat. However unbecoming, it was certainly smart, and Cassy wondered
what her father would think of Mrs. Monty Paliser.

In the spaciousnessof the name, momentarily shelost herself. It is ap-
palling to be a snob. But there are attributes that pour balm all over you.
In the deferenceof the bored yet gracious young women who, with robes
et manteaux, had come all the way from Fifth Avenue, there had beena
flagon or two of that balm. In the invariable "Thank you, mem's" of the
Paliser personnel there had beenmore. It is appalling to be a snob. There
are perfumes that appeal.

Then also, particularly after Harlem, the great, grave, silent house had
a charm that was enveloping, almost enchanted. Apparently uncom-
manded, it ran itself, noiselessly, in ordered grooves. Cassy fancied that
somewhere about there must be a majordomo who competently saw to
everything and kept out of the way. But she did not know. In her own
rooms she was now at home, as she was also at home in the state cham-
bers on the floor below. In regard to the latter, she had an ideaNentirely
correct, by the wayNthat at Lisbon, the royal palaceNwhen there was
oneNcould not have been more suave. But the rest of the house was as
yet unexplored, though in regard to the upper storey she had another
idea, that there was a room there close-barred, packed with coffins.

The idea delighted her. In this Palaceof the White Cat it was the note
macabre, the proper note, the note that synchronised the circumambient
enchantments. In the historical nights of which Perrault told, the princess
had but a gesture to make, the offender sank dead. At once a bier was
produced, the corpse was hurried away, and the veils of charm restored
fell languorously.

Yet, in that historical epoch, there subsistedNperhaps asareminder of
the vanities even of fairylandNthe rose-leaf suggestively crumpled. The
crumple affected Cassy but far less than she had expected. Paliser had
beenvery gentlemanly. He had deferred to her in all things, agreed with
her about everything, and though none the less he always had his own
way, yet the pedestal was so obvious that if she had not known other-
wise she might have thought herself continuously upon it.
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The crumple was not there, or at least only such crumple as she had
naturally awaited. The discomfort of the leaf consisted in the fact that
married shewas not mated, that shedid not love him, and probably nev-
er could.

Now, as she tilted her hat, the spaciousnessof the name recurred to
her. Its potentialities she had considered before she acceptedit, but only
becauseof her father. The idea that it would lift him out of the walk-up,
out of Harlem and cold veal, was the one excuse for her voyage to
Cytherea. The voyage had been eminently respectable.Undertaken with
full ecclesiasticalsanction, Aphrodite and her free airs had had nothing
to do with it. None the lessit was to Cytherea that she had goneNand to
Lampsacus also, for all she and her geography knew to the contrary.

Now, though, in tilting her hat, the disreputable beauty of the land
was forgotten. Shewas in another and a fairer realm. A modern garden
of the Hesperides lay about her. She saw herself distributing the golden
fruit. The mirror showed her a red-crossed Lady Bountiful in an ambu-
lance, in two ambulances, in a herd of ambulances, at the front. There
was no end to the golden fruit, no end to his father's money, no end to
the good he might allow her to do.

The picture so delighted her that she flushed and in the emotion of it
two tears sprang to her eyes that were not of the crying kind.

Shedried them, telling herself that if he framed the picture, she could
love him, and she would.

It would be all so perfect, not the loving, but the giving, the joy of giv-
ing, the joy of always giving, of giving with both hands, of just shovel-
ling it out and keeping at it, of never saying "No," of saying, "Yes, and
here is more and here is more," of saying, too, "Don't thank me, it is for
me to thank you." What joy ever was there, or ever will be, that can com-
pare to that!

Why, I'm crazy, she thought, and thought also, he never will but he
might, he could and if he shouldNN

Then at once the Paliser of the Savile Row clothes and the St. James's
Street boots, the Paliser of the looking-glass hair and the Oxford voice,
assumedthe hue and stature of a deva. Love him! It would be something
higher. It would be worship!

She made a face. It was sheer nonsense.He had an allowance which,
obviously, was very liberal and with which he was liberal enough. Un-
like many rich men he was not close. But to fancy him beneficent was
laughable. Cassy could not imagine him in the r™leof Lord Bountiful.
Then too there was something queer about him. He hated to be alone.
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There are people who kill silence and he was one of them. He was al-
ways talking. Cassy could not understand it. To be silent with any one
procures an intimacy which talk cannot supply. Moreover solitude was
as necessaryto her and asrefreshing as her bath. Silenceand solitude he
could not endure. She tilted her nose and went to the window.

That night they were to go to the opera. But in a moment she was to
motor in and see her father. Since she put Harlem behind her, she had
wondered and worried about him. The condition of his heart was haz-
ardous and she had beentold that any excitement might be fatal. Shehad
worried over that, over his sudden rages at tradespeople, and she had
beenfearful lest Mrs. Yallum, the janitress, who spoke no known tongue,
had, instead of being of use, only enraged him further.

Shewould seeto it, though. It was for that she was going in. As yet
she had no money. But there were the rings and one more or one less,
what did it matter? Of the lot she preferred the string of hoops. It was
guaint, there was nothing philistine about it and probably it had not cost
so very much. The emerald was different. It was a stone that would
please any woman with plenty of money and a modicum of taste. Prob-
ably it had costathousand on Fifth Avenue, in which caseit would fetch
a hundred on Broadway. Or if not, then the sapphire would. Either or
both she would hock very willingly. But not the hoop-ring and not the
opal, unless she had to, and if Paliser, who apparently noticed nothing
and saw everything, asked concerning them, why then she would out
with it. Her father was a beggar! Did he expecther to let him starve? But
what on earth do you suppose | married you for? For yourself? Take a
walk. | sold myself for breadNand butter, and you can fork them over.

At the possibility of any such conversationNand of such lan-
guage!Nshe flushed afresh and again called herself a fool. There could
be no such conversation. Paliser would never question. He was too indif-
ferent The consciousnesscomforted, precisely as, a moment before, the
picture of herself shovelling gold had moved her to tears.

Then absently she found herself looking in the garden where the ap-
roned man was at work. But it was Lennox that she saw. Again and
again since the wedding-evening, when Paliser had told her of the un-
scrambled eggs, she had wondered about the broken engagement. On
that evening she had felt that she had taken the wrong road and had lost
her way. The feeling was momentary. If Lennox had never been en-
gaged, the result would have beenthe same.Not once had he so much as
said boo! He had not even looked it. At table, on the wedding-evening,
the unscrambled eggshad not tasted very good, but reflection had salted
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