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Chapter1
IN the surgical ward of the Hope Hospital at Hanaford, a nurse was
bending over a young man whose bandaged right hand and arm lay
stretched along the bed.

His head stirred uneasily, and slipping her arm behind him she ef-
fected a professional readjustment of the pillows. "Is that better?"

As she leaned over, he lifted his anxious bewildered eyes, deep-sunk
under ridges of suffering. "I don't s'pose there's any kind of a show for
me, is there?" he asked, pointing with his free handÑthe stained seamed
hand of the mechanicÑto the inert bundle on the quilt.

Her only immediate answer was to wipe the dampness from his fore-
head; then she said: "We'll talk about that to-morrow."

"Why not now?"

"Because Dr. Disbrow can't tell till the inflammation goes down."

"Will it go down by to-morrow?"

"It will begin to, if you don't excite yourself and keep up the fever."

"Excite myself? IÑthere's four of 'em at homeÑÑ"

"Well, then there are four reasons for keeping quiet," she rejoined.

She did not use, in speaking, the soothing inflection of her trade: she
seemed to disdain to cajole or trick the sufferer. Her full young voice
kept its cool note of authority, her sympathy revealing itself only in the
expert touch of her hands and the constant vigilance of her dark steady
eyes.This vigilance softened to pity as the patient turned his head away
with a groan. His free left hand continued to travel the sheet, clasping
and unclasping itself in contortions of feverish unrest. It was as though
all the anguish of his mutilation found expression in that lonely hand,
left without work in the world now that its mate was useless.

The nurse felt a touch on her shoulder, and rose to face the matron, a
sharp-featured woman with a soft intonation.
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"This is Mr. Amherst, Miss Brent. The assistant manager from the
mills. He wishes to see Dillon."

John Amherst's step was singularly noiseless.The nurse, sensitive by
nature and training to all physical characteristics, was struck at once by
the contrast between his alert faceand figure and the silent way in which
he moved. She noticed, too, that the same contrast was repeated in the
face itself, its spare energetic outline, with the high noseand compressed
lips of the mover of men, being curiously modified by the veiled inward
gaze of the grey eyes he turned on her. It was one of the interests of
JustineBrent's crowded yet lonely life to attempt a rapid mental classific-
ation of the persons she met; but the contradictions in Amherst's face
baffled her, and she murmured inwardly "I don't know" as she drew
aside to let him approach the bed. He stood by her in silence, his hands
clasped behind him, his eyeson the injured man, who lay motionless, as
if sunk in a lethargy. The matron, at the call of another nurse, had
minced away down the ward, committing Amherst with a glance to Miss
Brent; and the two remained alone by the bed.

After a pause, Amherst moved toward the window beyond the empty
cot adjoining Dillon's. One of the white screensused to isolate dying pa-
tients had been placed against this cot, which was the last at that end of
the ward, and the spacebeyond formed a secluded corner, where a few
words could be exchanged out of reach of the eyes in the other beds.

"Is he asleep?" Amherst asked, as Miss Brent joined him.

Miss Brent glanced at him again. His voice betokened not merely edu-
cation, but something different and deeperÑthe familiar habit of gentle
speech;and his shabby clothesÑcarefully brushed, but ill-cut and worn
along the seamsÑsat on him easily, and with the same difference.

"The morphine has made him drowsy," she answered. "The wounds
were dressed about an hour ago, and the doctor gave him a
hypodermic."

"The woundsÑhow many are there?"

"Besides the hand, his arm is badly torn up to the elbow."

Amherst listened with bent head and frowning brow.

"What do you think of the case?"

She hesitated. "Dr. Disbrow hasn't saidÑÑ"

"And it's not your business to?" He smiled slightly. "I know hospital
etiquette. But I have a particular reason for asking." He broke off and
looked at her again, his veiled gaze sharpening to a glance of
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concentrated attention. "You're not one of the regular nurses, are you?
Your dress seems to be of a different colour."

Shesmiled at the "seemsto be," which denoted a tardy and imperfect
apprehension of the difference between dark-blue linen and white.

"No: I happened to be staying at Hanaford, and hearing that they were
in want of a surgical nurse, I offered my help."

Amherst nodded. "So much the better. Is there any place where I can
say two words to you?"

"I could hardly leave the ward now, unless Mrs. Ogan comes back."

"I don't care to have you call Mrs. Ogan," he interposed quickly.
"When do you go off duty?"

She looked at him in surprise. "If what you want to ask about
isÑanything connected with the management of things hereÑyou know
we're not supposed to talk of our patients outside of the hospital."

"I know. But I am going to ask you to break through the ruleÑin that
poor fellow's behalf."

A protest wavered on her lip, but he held her eyes steadily, with a
glint of good-humour behind his determination. "When do you go off
duty?"

"At six."

"I'll wait at the corner of South Street and walk a little way with you.
Let me put my case, and if you're not convinced you can refuse to
answer."

"Very well," she said, without farther hesitation; and Amherst, with a
slight nod of farewell, passed through the door near which they had
been standing.
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Chapter2
WHEN Justine Brent emerged from the Hope Hospital the October dusk
had fallen and the wide suburban street was almost dark, except when
the illuminated bulk of an electric car flashed by under the maples.

She crossed the tracks and approached the narrower thoroughfare
where Amherst awaited her. He hung back a moment, and she was
amused to seethat he failed to identify the uniformed nurse with the girl
in her trim dark dress, soberly complete in all its accessories,who ad-
vanced to him, smiling under her little veil.

"Thank you," he said as he turned and walked beside her. "Is this your
way?"

"I am staying in Oak Street. But it's just as short to go by Maplewood
Avenue."

"Yes; and quieter."

For a few yards they walked on in silence, their long steps falling nat-
urally into time, though Amherst was somewhat taller than his
companion.

At length he said: "I suppose you know nothing about the relation
between Hope Hospital and the Westmore Mills."

"Only that the hospital was endowed by one of the Westmore family."

"Yes; an old Miss Hope, a great-aunt of Westmore's. But there is more
than that between themÑall kinds of subterranean passages." He
paused, and began again: "For instance, Dr. Disbrow married the sister
of our manager's wife."

"Your chief at the mills?"

"Yes," he said with a slight grimace. "So you see, if TruscombÑthe
managerÑthinks one of the mill-hands is only slightly injured, it's natur-
al that his brother-in-law, Dr. Disbrow, should take an optimistic view of
the case."

"Natural? I don't knowÑÑ"
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"Don't you think it's natural that a man should be influenced by his
wife?"

"Not where his professional honour is concerned."

Amherst smiled. "That sounds very youngÑif you'll excusemy saying
so. Well, I won't go on to insinuate that, Truscomb being high in favour
with the Westmores, and the Westmores having a lien on the hospital,
Disbrow's position there is also bound up with his takingÑmore or
lessÑthe same view as Truscomb's."

Miss Brent had paused abruptly on the deserted pavement.

"No, don't go onÑif you want me to think well of you," she flashed
out.

Amherst met the thrust composedly, perceiving, as she turned to face
him, that what she resented was not so much his insinuation against his
superiors as his allusion to the youthfulness of her sentiments. Shewas,
in fact, ashe now noticed, still young enough to dislike being excusedfor
her youth. In her severeuniform of blue linen, her dusky skin darkened
by the nurse's cap, and by the pale background of the hospital walls, she
had seemed older, more competent and experienced; but he now saw
how fresh was the pale curve of her cheek, and how smooth the brow
clasped in close waves of hair.

"I began at the wrong end," he acknowledged. "But let me put Dillon's
case before you dismiss me."

Shesoftened. "It is only becauseof my interest in that poor fellow that
I am hereÑÑ"

"Because you think he needs helpÑand that you can help him?"

But she held back once more. "Pleasetell me about him first," she said,
walking on.

Amherst met the request with another question. "I wonder how much
you know about factory life?"

"Oh, next to nothing. Just what I've managed to pick up in these two
days at the hospital."

He glanced at her small determined profile under its dark roll of hair,
and said, half to himself: "That might be a good deal."

Shetook no notice of this, and he went on: "Well, I won't try to put the
general situation before you, though Dillon's accident is really the result
of it. He works in the carding room, and on the day of the accident his
'card' stopped suddenly, and he put his hand behind him to get a tool he
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needed out of his trouser-pocket. He reached back a little too far, and the
card behind him caught his hand in its million of diamond-pointed
wires. Truscomb and the overseer of the room maintain that the accident
was due to his own carelessness;but the hands say that it was causedby
the fact of the cards being too near together, and that just such an acci-
dent was bound to happen sooner or later."

Miss Brent drew an eager breath. "And what do you say?"

"That they're right: the carding-room is shamefully overcrowded. Dil-
lon hasn't been in it longÑhe worked his way up at the mills from being
a bobbin-boyÑand he hadn't yet learned how cautious a man must be in
there. The cards are so close to each other that even the old hands run
narrow risks, and it takes the cleverest operative some time to learn that
he must calculate every movement to a fraction of an inch."

"But why do they crowd the rooms in that way?"

"To get the maximum of profit out of the minimum of floor-space. It
costs more to increase the floor-space than to maim an operative now
and then."

"I see. Go on," she murmured.

"That's the first point; here is the second. Dr. Disbrow told Truscomb
this morning that Dillon's hand would certainly be saved, and that he
might get back to work in a couple of months if the company would
present him with an artificial finger or two."

Miss Brent faced him with a flush of indignation. "Mr. AmherstÑwho
gave you this version of Dr. Disbrow's report?"

"The manager himself."

"Verbally?"

"NoÑhe showed me Disbrow's letter."

For a moment or two they walked on silently through the quiet street;
then shesaid, in a voice still stirred with feeling: "As I told you this after-
noon, Dr. Disbrow has said nothing in my hearing."

"And Mrs. Ogan?"

"Oh, Mrs. OganÑ" Her voice broke in a ripple of irony. "Mrs. Ogan
'feels it to be such a beautiful dispensation, my dear, that, owing to a
death that very morning in the surgical ward, we happened to have a
bed ready for the poor man within three hours of the accident.'" Shehad
exchanged her deep throat-tones for a high reedy note which perfectly
simulated the matron's lady-like inflections.
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Amherst, at the change, turned on her with a boyish burst of laughter:
she joined in it, and for a moment they were blent in that closestof uni-
ons, the discovery of a common fund of humour.

She was the first to grow grave. "That three hours' delay didn't help
mattersÑhow is it there is no emergency hospital at the mills?"

Amherst laughed again, but in a different key. "That's part of the lar-
ger question, which we haven't time for now." He waited a moment, and
then added: "You've not yet given me your own impression of Dillon's
case."

"You shall have it, if you saw that letter. Dillon will certainly lose his
handÑand probably the whole arm." She spoke with a thrilling of her
slight frame that transformed the dispassionate professional into a girl
shaken with indignant pity.

Amherst stood still before her. "Good God! Never anything but useless
lumber?"

"NeverÑÑ"

"And he won't die?"

"Alas!"

"He has a consumptive wife and three children. Sheruined her health
swallowing cotton-dust at the factory," Amherst continued.

"So she told me yesterday."

He turned in surprise. "You've had a talk with her?"

"I went out to Westmore last night. I was haunted by her face when
she came to the hospital. She looks forty, but she told me she was only
twenty-six." Miss Brent paused to steady her voice. "It's the curse of my
trade that it's always tempting me to interfere in caseswhere I can do no
possible good. The fact is, I'm not fit to be a nurseÑI shall live and die a
wretched sentimentalist!" she ended, with an angry dash at the tears on
her veil.

Her companion walked on in silence till she had regained her compos-
ure. Then he said: "What did you think of Westmore?"

"I think it's one of the worst placesI ever sawÑand I am not unused to
slums. It looks so dead. The slums of big cities are much more cheerful."

He made no answer, and after a moment she asked: "Does the cotton-
dust always affect the lungs?"
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"It's likely to, where there is the least phthisical tendency. But of course
the harm could be immensely reduced by taking up the old rough floors
which hold the dust, and by thorough cleanliness and ventilation."

"What does the company do in such cases?Where an operative breaks
down at twenty-five?"

"The company says there was a phthisical tendency."

"And will they give nothing in return for the two lives they have
taken?"

"They will probably pay for Dillon's careat the hospital, and they have
taken the wife back as a scrubber."

"To clean those uncleanable floors? She's not fit for it!"

"She must work, fit for it or not; and there is less strain in scrubbing
than in bending over the looms or cards. The pay is lower, of course, but
she'svery grateful for being taken back at all, now that she'sno longer a
first-class worker."

Miss Brent's face glowed with a fine wrath. "She can't possibly stand
more than two or three months of it without breaking down!"

"Well, you seethey've told her that in less than that time her husband
will be at work again."

"And what will the company do for them when the wife is a hopeless
invalid, and the husband a cripple?"

Amherst again uttered the dry laugh with which he had met her sug-
gestion of an emergency hospital. "I know what I should do if I could get
anywhere near DillonÑgive him an overdose of morphine, and let the
widow collect his life-insurance, and make a fresh start."

She looked at him curiously. "Should you, I wonder?"

"If I saw the suffering as you see it, and knew the circumstances as I
know them, I believe I should feel justifiedÑ" He broke off. "In your
work, don't you ever feel tempted to set a poor devil free?"

Shemused. "One mightÉ but perhaps the professional instinct to save
would always come first."

"To saveÑwhat? When all the good of life is gone?"

"I daresay," she sighed, "poor Dillon would do it himself if he
couldÑwhen he realizes that all the good is gone."
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"Yes,but he can't do it himself; and it's the irony of such casesthat his
employers, after ruining his life, will do all they can to patch up the
ruins."

"But that at least ought to count in their favour."

"Perhaps; ifÑ" He paused, as though reluctant to lay himself open
once more to the charge of uncharitableness; and suddenly she ex-
claimed, looking about her: "I didn't notice we had walked so far down
Maplewood Avenue!"

They had turned a few minutes previously into the wide thoroughfare
crowning the high ground which is covered by the residential quarter of
Hanaford. Here the spacious houses,withdrawn behind shrubberies and
lawns, revealed in their silhouettes every form of architectural experi-
ment, from the symmetrical pre-Revolutionary structure, with its classic
portico and clipped box-borders, to the latest outbreak in boulders and
Moorish tiles.

Amherst followed his companion's glance with surprise. "We have
gone a block or two out of our way. I always forget where I am when I'm
talking about anything that interests me."

Miss Brent looked at her watch. "My friends don't dine till seven,and I
can get home in time by taking a Grove Street car," she said.

"If you don't mind walking a little farther you can take a Liberty Street
car instead. They run oftener, and you will get home just as soon."

Shemade a gesture of assent,and as they walked on he continued: "I
haven't yet explained why I am so anxious to get an unbiassed opinion
of Dillon's case."

She looked at him in surprise. "What you've told me about Dr. Dis-
brow and your manager is surely enough."

"Well, hardly, considering that I am Truscomb's subordinate. I
shouldn't have committed a breach of professional etiquette, or asked
you to do so, if I hadn't a hope of bettering things; but I have, and that is
why I've held on at Westmore for the last few months, instead of getting
out of it altogether."

"I'm glad of that," she said quickly.

"The owner of the millsÑyoung Richard WestmoreÑdied last winter,"
he went on, "and my hopeÑit's no moreÑis that the new broom may
sweep a little cleaner."

"Who is the new broom?"
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"Westmore left everything to his widow, and she is coming here to-
morrow to look into the management of the mills."

"Coming? She doesn't live here, then?"

"At Hanaford? Heaven forbid! It's an anomaly nowadays for the em-
ployer to live near the employed. The Westmores have always lived in
New YorkÑand I believe they have a big place on Long Island."

"Well, at any rate she is coming, and that ought to be a good sign. Did
she never show any interest in the mills during her husband's life?"

"Not as far as I know. I've been at Westmore three years, and she'snot
been seen there in my time. She is very young, and Westmore himself
didn't care.It was a caseof inherited money. He drew the dividends, and
Truscomb did the rest."

Miss Brent reflected. "I don't know much about the constitution of
companiesÑbut I suppose Mrs. Westmore doesn't unite all the offices in
her own person. Is there no one to stand between Truscomb and the
operatives?"

"Oh, the company, on paper, shows the usual official hierarchy.
Richard Westmore, of course, was president, and since his death the
former treasurerÑHalford GainesÑhas replaced him, and his son, West-
more Gaines, has been appointed treasurer. You can see by the names
that it's all in the family. Halford Gaines married a Miss Westmore, and
represents the clan at HanafordÑleads society, and keeps up the social
credit of the name. As treasurer, Mr. Halford Gaines kept strictly to his
special business,and always refused to interfere between Truscomb and
the operatives. As president he will probably follow the samepolicy, the
more so as it fits in with his inherited respect for the status quo, and his
blissful ignorance of economics."

"And the new treasurerÑyoung Gaines?Is there no hope of his break-
ing away from the family tradition?"

"Westy Gaineshas a better head than his father; but he hatesHanaford
and the mills, and his chief object in life is to be taken for a New Yorker.
So far he hasn't been here much, except for the quarterly meetings, and
his routine work is done by another cousinÑyou perceive that Westmore
is a nest of nepotism."

Miss Brent's work among the poor had developed her interest in social
problems, and she followed these details attentively.

13



"Well, the outlook is not encouraging, but perhaps Mrs. Westmore's
coming will make a change. I suppose she has more power than any
one."

"Shemight have, if shechoseto exert it, for her husband was really the
whole company. The official cousins hold only a few shares apiece."

"Perhaps, then, her visit will open her eyes. Who knows but poor
Dillon's casemay help othersÑprove a beautiful dispensation, as Mrs.
Ogan would say?"

"It does come terribly pat as an illustration of some of the abuses I
want to have remedied. The difficulty will be to get the lady's ear. That's
her house we're coming to, by the way."

An electric street-lamp irradiated the leafless trees and stone gate-
posts of the building before them. Though gardens extended behind it,
the house stood so near the pavement that only two short flights of steps
intervened between the gate-posts and the portico. Light shone from
every window of the pompous rusticated fa•adeÑin the turreted
"Tuscan villa" style of the 'fiftiesÑand as Miss Brent and Amherst ap-
proached, their advance was checked by a group of persons who were
just descending from two carriages at the door.

The lamp-light showed every detail of dress and countenance in the
party, which consisted of two men, one slightly lame, with a long white
moustache and a distinguished nose, the other short, lean and profes-
sional, and of two ladies and their laden attendants.

"Why, that must be her party arriving!" Miss Brent exclaimed; and as
she spoke the younger of the two ladies, turning back to her maid, ex-
posed to the glare of the electric light a fair pale face shadowed by the
projection of her widow's veil.

"Is that Mrs. Westmore?" Miss Brent whispered; and as Amherst
muttered: "I suppose so; I've never seen herÑÑ" she continued ex-
citedly: "She looks so likeÑdo you know what her name was before she
married?"

He drew his brows together in a hopeless effort of remembrance. "I
don't knowÑI must have heardÑbut I never can recall people's names."

"That's bad, for a leader of men!" she said mockingly, and he
answered, as though touched on a sore point: "I mean people who don't
count. I never forget an operative's name or face."

"One can never tell who may be going to count," she rejoined
sententiously.
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He dwelt on this in silence while they walked on catching as they
passed a glimpse of the red-carpeted Westmore hall on which the glass
doors were just being closed. At length he roused himself to ask: "Does
Mrs. Westmore look like some one you know?"

"I fancied soÑa girl who was at the SacredHeart in Paris with me. But
isn't this my corner?" she exclaimed, as they turned into another street,
down which a laden car was descending.

Its approach left them time for no more than a hurried hand-clasp, and
when Miss Brent had been absorbed into the packed interior her com-
panion, as his habit was, stood for a while where she had left him, gaz-
ing at some indefinite point in space; then, waking to a sudden con-
sciousnessof his surroundings, he walked off toward the centre of the
town.

At the junction of two business streets he met an empty car marked
"Westmore," and springing into it, seated himself in a corner and drew
out a pocket Shakespeare.He read on, indifferent to his surroundings,
till the car left the asphalt streets and illuminated shop-fronts for a grey
intermediate region of mud and macadam. Then he pocketed his volume
and sat looking out into the gloom.

The housesgrew lessfrequent, with darker gaps of night between; and
the rare street-lamps shone on cracked pavements, crooked telegraph-
poles, hoardings tapestried with patent-medicine posters, and all the
mean desolation of an American industrial suburb. Farther on there
came a weed-grown field or two, then a row of operatives' houses, the
showy gables of the "Eldorado" road-houseÑthe only building in West-
more on which fresh paint was freely lavishedÑthen the company
"store," the machine shops and other out-buildings, the vast forbidding
bulk of the factories looming above the river-bend, and the sudden neat-
nessof the manager's turf and privet hedges. The scenewas so familiar
to Amherst that he had lost the habit of comparison, and his absorption
in the moral and material needsof the workers sometimes made him for-
get the outward setting of their lives. But to-night he recalled the nurse's
commentÑ"it looks so dead"Ñand the phrase roused him to a fresh per-
ception of the scene.With sudden disgust he saw the sordidness of it
allÑthe poor monotonous houses, the trampled grass-banks, the lean
dogs prowling in refuse-heaps,the reflection of a crooked gas-lamp in a
stagnant loop of the river; and he asked himself how it was possible to
put any senseof moral beauty into lives bounded forever by the low ho-
rizon of the factory. There is a fortuitous ugliness that has life and hope
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in it: the ugliness of overcrowded city streets, of the rush and drive of
packed activities; but this out-spread meannessof the suburban working
colony, uncircumscribed by any pressure of surrounding life, and sunk
into blank acceptanceof its isolation, its banishment from beauty and
variety and surprise, seemedto Amherst the very negation of hope and
life.

"She's right," he musedÑ"it's deadÑstone dead: there isn't a drop of
wholesome blood left in it."

The Moosuc River valley, in the hollow of which, for that river's sake,
the Westmore mills had been planted, lingered in the memory of pre-in-
dustrial Hanaford as the pleasantestsuburb of the town. Here, beyond a
region of orchards and farm-houses, several "leading citizens" had
placed, above the river-bank, their prim wood-cut "residences,"with por-
ticoes and terraced lawns; and from the chief of these, Hopewood,
brought into the Westmore family by the Miss Hope who had married
an earlier Westmore, the grim mill-village had been carved. The pillared
"residences" had, after this, inevitably fallen to base uses; but the old
house at Hopewood, in its wooded grounds, remained, neglected but in-
tact, beyond the first bend of the river, deserted as a dwelling but "held"
in anticipation of rising values, when the inevitable growth of Westmore
should increasethe demand for small building lots. Whenever Amherst's
eyeswere refreshed by the hanging foliage above the roofs of Westmore,
he longed to convert the abandoned country-seat into a park and play-
ground for the mill-hands; but he knew that the company counted on the
gradual sale of Hopewood as a source of profit. NoÑthe mill-town
would not grow beautiful as it grew largerÑrather, in obedience to the
grim law of industrial prosperity, it would soon lose its one lingering
grace and spread out in unmitigated ugliness, devouring green fields
and shaded slopes like some insect-plague consuming the land. The con-
ditions were familiar enough to Amherst; and their apparent inevitable-
ness mocked the hopes he had based on Mrs. Westmore's arrival.

"Where every stone is piled on another, through the whole stupid
structure of selfishnessand egotism, how can one be pulled out without
making the whole thing topple? And whatever they're blind to, they al-
ways see that," he mused, reaching up for the strap of the car.

He walked a few yards beyond the manager's house,and turned down
a side street lined with scattered cottages.Approaching one of theseby a
gravelled path he pushed open the door, and entered a sitting-room
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where a green-shaded lamp shone pleasantly on bookshelves and a
crowded writing-table.

A brisk little woman in black, laying down the evening paper as she
rose, lifted her hands to his tall shoulders.

"Well, mother," he said, stooping to her kiss.

"You're late, John," she smiled back at him, not reproachfully, but with
affection.

She was a wonderfully compact and active creature, with face so
young and hair so white that she looked asunreal asa stagemother till a
close view revealed the fine lines that experience had drawn about her
mouth and eyes. The eyes themselves, brightly black and glancing, had
none of the veiled depths of her son's gaze.Their look was outward, on a
world which had dealt her hard blows and few favours, but in which her
interest was still fresh, amused and unabated.

Amherst glanced at his watch. "Never mindÑDuplain will be later
still. I had to go into Hanaford, and he is replacing me at the office."

"Somuch the better, dear: we can have a minute to ourselves. Sit down
and tell me what kept you."

Shepicked up her knitting as she spoke, having the kind of hands that
find repose in ceaselesssmall activities. Her son could not remember a
time when he had not seen those small hands in motionÑshaping gar-
ments, darning rents, repairing furniture, exploring the inner economy
of clocks. "I make a sort of rag-carpet of the odd minutes," she had once
explained to a friend who wondered at her turning to her needlework in
the moment's interval between other tasks.

Amherst threw himself wearily into a chair. "I was trying to find out
something about Dillon's case," he said.

His mother turned a quick glance toward the door, rose to close it, and
reseated herself.

"Well?"

"I managed to have a talk with his nurse when she went off duty this
evening."

"The nurse? I wonder you could get her to speak."

"Luckily she's not the regular incumbent, but a volunteer who
happened to be here on a visit. As it was, I had some difficulty in making
her talkÑtill I told her of Disbrow's letter."
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Mrs. Amherst lifted her bright glance from the needles."He's very bad,
then?"

"Hopelessly maimed!"

She shivered and cast down her eyes. "Do you suppose she really
knows?"

"She struck me as quite competent to judge."

"A volunteer, you say, here on a visit? What is her name?"

He raised his head with a vague look. "I never thought of asking her."

Mrs. Amherst laughed. "How like you! Did she say with whom she
was staying?"

"I think she said in Oak StreetÑbut she didn't mention any name."

Mrs. Amherst wrinkled her brows thoughtfully. "I wonder if she'snot
the thin dark girl I saw the other day with Mrs. Harry Dressel. Was she
tall and rather handsome?"

"I don't know," murmured Amherst indifferently. As a rule he was hu-
morously resigned to his mother's habit of deserting the general for the
particular, and following some irrelevant thread of association in utter
disregard of the main issue. But to-night, preoccupied with his subject,
and incapable of conceiving how anyone else could be unaffected by it,
he resented her indifference as a sign of incurable frivolity.

"How she can live close to such suffering and forget it!" was his
thought; then, with a movement of self-reproach, he remembered that
the work flying through her fingers was to take shape as a garment for
one of the infant Dillons. "Shetakes her pity out in action, like that quiet
nurse, who was as cool as a drum-major till she took off her uni-
formÑand then!" His face softened at the recollection of the girl's out-
break. Much ashe admired, in theory, the woman who kept a calm exter-
ior in emergencies,he had all a man's desire to know that the springs of
feeling lay close to the unruffled surface.

Mrs. Amherst had risen and crossedover to his chair. Sheleaned on it
a moment, pushing the tossed brown hair from his forehead.

"John, have you considered what you mean to do next?"

He threw back his head to meet her gaze.

"About this Dillon case,"she continued. "How are all these investiga-
tions going to help you?"

Their eyes rested on each other for a moment; then he said coldly:
"You are afraid I am going to lose my place."
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Sheflushed like a girl and murmured: "It's not the kind of place I ever
wanted to see you in!"

"I know it," he returned in a gentler tone, clasping one of the hands on
his chair-back. "I ought to have followed a profession, like my grandfath-
er; but my father's blood was too strong in me. I should never have been
content as anything but a working-man."

"How can you call your father a working-man? He had a genius for
mechanics,and if he had lived he would have beenasgreat in his way as
any statesman or lawyer."

Amherst smiled. "Greater, to my thinking; but he gave me his hard-
working hands without the genius to create with them. I wish I had in-
herited more from him, or less; but I must make the best of what I am,
rather than try to be somebody else." He laid her hand caressingly
against his cheek. "It's hard on you, motherÑbut you must bear with
me."

"I have never complained, John;but now you've chosenyour work, it's
natural that I should want you to stick to it."

He rose with an impatient gesture. "Never fear; I could easily get an-
other jobÑÑ"

"What? If Truscomb black-listed you? Do you forget that Scotchover-
seer who was here when we came?"

"And whom Truscomb hounded out of the trade? I remember him,"
said Amherst grimly; "but I have an idea I am going to do the hounding
this time."

His mother sighed, but her reply was cut short by the noisy opening of
the outer door. Amherst seemed to hear the sound with relief. "There's
Duplain," he said, going into the passage;but on the threshold he en-
countered, not the young Alsatian overseer who boarded with them, but
a small boy who said breathlessly: "Mr. Truscomb wants you to come
down bimeby."

"This evening? To the office?"

"NoÑhe's sick a-bed."

The blood rushed to Amherst's face, and he had to press his lips close
to check an exclamation. "Say I'll come as soon as I've had supper," he
said.

The boy vanished, and Amherst turned back to the sitting-room.
"Truscomb's illÑhe has sent for me; and I saw Mrs. Westmore arriving

19



tonight! Have supper, motherÑwe won't wait for Duplain." His face still
glowed with excitement, and his eyes were dark with the concentration
of his inward vision.

"Oh, John, John!" Mrs. Amherst sighed, crossing the passage to the
kitchen.
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Chapter3
AT the manager's door Amherst was met by Mrs. Truscomb, a large
flushed woman in a soiled wrapper and diamond earrings.

"Mr. Truscomb's very sick. He ought not to see you. The doctor
thinksÑ" she began.

Dr. Disbrow, at this point, emerged from the sitting-room. He was a
pale man, with a beard of mixed grey-and-drab, and a voice of the same
indeterminate quality.

"Good evening, Mr. Amherst. Truscomb is pretty poorlyÑon the edge
of pneumonia, I'm afraid. As he seemsanxious to seeyou I think you'd
better go up for two minutesÑnot more, please." He paused, and went
on with a smile: "You won't excite him, of courseÑnothing
unpleasantÑÑ"

"He's worried himself sick over that wretched Dillon," Mrs. Truscomb
interposed, draping her wrapper majestically about an indignant bosom.

"That's itÑputs too much heart into his work. But we'll have Dillon all
right before long," the physician genially declared.

Mrs. Truscomb, with a reluctant gesture, led Amherst up the hand-
somely carpeted stairs to the room where her husband lay, a prey to the
caresof office. Sheushered the young man in, and withdrew to the next
room, where he heard her coughing at intervals, as if to remind him that
he was under observation.

The manager of the Westmore mills was not the type of man that
Amherst's comments on his superior suggested. As he sat propped
against the pillows, with a brick-red flush on his cheek-bones,he seemed
at first glance to belong to the innumerable army of American business
menÑthe sallow, undersized, lacklustre drudges who have never lifted
their heads from the ledger. Even his eye, now bright with fever, was
dull and non-committal in daily life; and perhaps only the ramifications
of his wrinkles could have revealed what particular ambitions had
seamed his soul.
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"Good evening, Amherst. I'm down with a confounded cold."

"I'm sorry to hear it," the young man forced himself to say.

"Can't get my breathÑthat's the trouble." Truscomb paused and
gasped. "I've just heard that Mrs. Westmore is hereÑand I want you to
go roundÑtomorrow morningÑ" He had to break off once more.

"Yes, sir," said Amherst, his heart leaping.

"Needn't seeherÑask for her father, Mr. Langhope. Tell him what the
doctor saysÑI'll be on my legs in a day or twoÑask 'em to wait till I can
take 'em over the mills."

He shot one of his fugitive glancesat his assistant,and held up a bony
hand. "Wait a minute. On your way there, stop and notify Mr. Gaines.
He was to meet them here. You understand?"

"Yes,sir," said Amherst; and at that moment Mrs. Truscomb appeared
on the threshold.

"I must ask you to come now, Mr. Amherst," she began haughtily; but
a glance from her husband reduced her to a heaving pink nonentity.

"Hold on, Amherst. I hear you've been in to Hanaford. Did you go to
the hospital?"

"EzraÑ" his wife murmured: he looked through her.

"Yes," said Amherst.

Truscomb's face seemedto grow smaller and dryer. He transferred his
look from his wife to his assistant.

"All right. You'll just bear in mind that it's Disbrow's businessto report
Dillon's caseto Mrs. Westmore? You're to confine yourself to my mes-
sage. Is that clear?"

"Perfectly clear. Goodnight," Amherst answered, as he turned to fol-
low Mrs. Truscomb.

That same evening, four persons were seated under the bronze chan-
delier in the red satin drawing-room of the Westmore mansion. One of
the four, the young lady in widow's weeds whose facehad arrested Miss
Brent's attention that afternoon, rose from a massively upholstered sofa
and drifted over to the fireplace near which her father sat.

"Didn't I tell you it was awful, father?" she sighed, leaning despond-
ently against the high carved mantelpiece surmounted by a bronze clock
in the form of an obelisk.
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Mr. Langhope, who sat smoking, with one faultlessly-clad leg crossed
on the other, and his ebony stick reposing against the arm of his chair,
raised his clear ironical eyes to her face.

"As an arch¾ologist," he said, with a comprehensive wave of his hand,
"I find it positively interesting. I should really like to come here and dig."

There were no lamps in the room, and the numerous gas-jets of the
chandelier shed their lights impartially on ponderously framed canvases
of the Bay of Naples and the Hudson in Autumn, on Carrara busts and
bronze Indians on velvet pedestals.

"All this," murmured Mr. Langhope, "is getting to be as rare as the gi-
ant sequoias. In another fifty years we shall have collectors fighting for
that Bay of Naples."

Bessy Westmore turned from him impatiently. When she felt deeply
on any subject her father's flippancy annoyed her.

"You can see,Maria," she said, seating herself beside the other lady of
the party, "why I couldn't possibly live here."

Mrs. Eustace Ansell, immediately after dinner, had bent her slender
back above the velvet-covered writing-table, where an inkstand of Vi-
enna ormolu offered its empty cup to her pen. Being habitually charged
with a voluminous correspondence, she had foreseen this contingency
and met it by despatching her maid for her own writing-case, which was
now outspread before her in all its complex neatness;but at Bessy'sap-
peal she wiped her pen, and turned a sympathetic gaze on her
companion.

Mrs. Ansell's face drew all its charm from its adaptability. It was a dif-
ferent face to each speaker: now kindling with irony, now gently mater-
nal, now charged with abstract meditationÑand few paused to reflect
that, in each case,it was merely the mirror held up to some one else's
view of life.

"It needsdoing over," sheadmitted, following the widow's melancholy
glance about the room. "But you are a spoilt child to complain. Think of
having a house of your own to come to, instead of having to put up at
the Hanaford hotel!"

Mrs. Westmore's attention was arrested by the first part of the reply.

"Doing over? Why in the world should I do it over? No one could ex-
pect me to come here nowÑcould they, Mr. Tredegar?" she exclaimed,
transferring her appeal to the fourth member of the party.
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Mr. Tredegar, the family lawyer, who had deemed it his duty to ac-
company the widow on her visit of inspection, was strolling up and
down the room with short pompous steps, a cigar between his lips, and
his arms behind him. He cocked his sparrow-like head, scanned the of-
fending apartment, and terminated his survey by resting his eyes on
Mrs. Westmore's charming petulant face.

"It all depends," he replied axiomatically, "how large an income you
require."

Mr. Tredegar uttered this remark with the air of one who pronounces
on an important point in law: his lightest observation seemeda decision
handed down from the bench to which he had never ascended. He re-
stored the cigar to his lips, and sought approval in Mrs. Ansell's express-
ive eye.

"Ah, that's it, Bessy. You've that to remember," the older lady mur-
mured, as if struck by the profundity of the remark.

Mrs. Westmore made an impatient gesture. "We've always had money
enoughÑDick was perfectly satisfied." Her voice trembled a little on her
husband's name. "And you don't know what the place is like by day-
lightÑand the people who come to call!"

"Of course you needn't seeany one now, dear," Mrs. Ansell reminded
her, "except the Halford Gaineses."

"I am sure they're bad enough. Juliana Gaines will say: 'My dear, is
that the way widows' veils are worn in New York this autumn?' and
Halford will insist on our going to one of those awful family dinners, all
Madeira and terrapin."

"It's too early for terrapin," Mrs. Ansell smiled consolingly; but Bessy
had reverted to her argument. "Besides,what difference would my com-
ing here make? I shall never understand anything about business," she
declared.

Mr. Tredegar pondered, and once more removed his cigar. "The neces-
sity has never arisen. But now that you find yourself in almost sole con-
trol of a large propertyÑÑ"

Mr. Langhope laughed gently. "Apply yourself, Bessy. Bring your
masterly intellect to bear on the industrial problem."

Mrs. Ansell restored the innumerable implements to her writing-case,
and laid her arm with a caressinggesture on Mrs. Westmore's shoulder.
"Don't tease her. She's tired, and she misses the baby."
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"I shall get a telegram tomorrow morning," exclaimed the young moth-
er, brightening.

"Of course you will. 'Cicely has just eaten two boiled eggs and a bowl
of porridge, and is bearing up wonderfully.'"

She drew Mrs. Westmore persuasively to her feet, but the widow re-
fused to relinquish her hold on her grievance.

"You all think I'm extravagant and carelessabout money," she broke
out, addressing the room in general from the shelter of Mrs. Ansell's em-
brace; "but I know one thing: If I had my way I should begin to econom-
ize by selling this horrible house, instead of leaving it shut up from one
year's end to another."

Her father looked up: proposals of retrenchment always struck him as
business-like when they did not affect his own expenditure. "What do
you think of that, eh, Tredegar?"

The eminent lawyer drew in his thin lips. "From the point of view of
policy, I think unfavourably of it," he pronounced.

Bessy'sface clouded, and Mrs. Ansell argued gently: "Really, it's too
late to look so far into the future. Remember,my dear, that we are due at
the mills tomorrow at ten."

The reminder that she must rise early had the effect of hastening Mrs.
Westmore's withdrawal, and the two ladies, after an exchange of good-
nights, left the men to their cigars.

Mr. Langhope was the first to speak.

"Bessy'sas hopelessly vague about business as I am, Tredegar. Why
the deuce Westmore left her everything outrightÑbut he was only a
heedless boy himself."

"Yes. The way he allowed things to go, it's a wonder there was any-
thing to leave. This Truscomb must be an able fellow."

"Devoted to Dick's interests, I've always understood."

"He makes the mills pay well, at any rate, and that's not so easy
nowadays. But on general principles it's as well he should see that we
mean to look into everything thoroughly. Of course Halford Gaines will
never be more than a good figure-head, but Truscomb must be made to
understand that Mrs. Westmore intends to interest herself personally in
the business."

"Oh, by all meansÑof courseÑ" Mr. Langhope assented, his light
smile stiffening into a yawn at the mere suggestion.
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He rose with an effort, supporting himself on his stick. "I think I'll turn
in myself. There's not a readable book in that God-forsaken library, and I
believe Maria Ansell has gone off with my volume of Loti."

The next morning, when Amherst presented himself at the Westmore
door, he had decided to follow his chief's instructions to the letter, and
ask for Mr. Langhope only. The decision had cost him a struggle, for his
heart was big with its purpose; but though he knew that he must soon
place himself in open opposition to Truscomb, he recognized the
prudence of deferring the declaration of war as long as possible.

On his round of the mills, that morning, he had paused in the room
where Mrs. Dillon knelt beside her mop and pail, and had found her, to
his surprise, comparatively reassuredand cheerful. Dr. Disbrow, she told
him, had been in the previous evening, and had told her to take heart
about Jim, and left her enough money to get along for a weekÑand a
wonderful new cough-mixture that he'd put up for her special. Amherst
found it difficult to listen calmly, with the nurse's words still in his ears,
and the sight before him of Mrs. Dillon's lean shoulder-blades travelling
painfully up and down with the sweep of the mop.

"I don't suppose that cost Truscomb ten dollars," he said to himself, as
the lift lowered him to the factory door; but another voice argued that he
had no right to accuseDisbrow of acting as his brother-in-law's agent,
when the gift to Mrs. Dillon might have beenprompted by his own kind-
ness of heart.

"And what prompted the lie about her husband? Well, perhaps he's an
incurable optimist," he summed up, springing into the Hanaford car.

By the time he reached Mrs. Westmore's door his wrath had subsided,
and he felt that he had himself well in hand. He had taken unusual pains
with his appearancethat morningÑor rather his mother, learning of the
errand on which Truscomb had sent him, had laid out his carefully-
brushed Sunday clothes, and adjusted his tie with skilful fingers. "You'd
really be handsome, Johnny, if you were only a little vainer," she said,
pushing him away to survey the result; and when he stared at her, re-
peating: "I never heard that vanity made a man better-looking," she re-
sponded gaily: "Oh, up to a certain point, becauseit teacheshim how to
use what he's got. Soremember," shecharged him, ashe smiled and took
up his hat, "that you're going to see a pretty young woman, and that
you're not a hundred years old yourself."

26



"I'll try to," he answered, humouring her, "but as I've beenforbidden to
ask for her, I am afraid your efforts will be wasted."

The servant to whom he gave his messageshowed him into the lib-
rary, with a request that he should wait; and there, to his surprise, he
found, not the white-moustached gentleman whom he had guessed the
night before to be Mr. Langhope, but a young lady in deep black, who
turned on him a look of not unfriendly enquiry.

It was not Bessy'shabit to anticipate the clock; but her distaste for her
surroundings, and the impatience to have done with the tedious duties
awaiting her, had sent her downstairs before the rest of the party. Her
life had been so free from tiresome obligations that she had but a small
stock of patience to meet them with; and already, after a night at Hana-
ford, she was pining to get back to the comforts of her own country-
house, the soft rut of her daily habits, the funny chatter of her little girl,
the long stride of her Irish hunter across the Hempstead plainsÑto
everything, in short, that made it conceivably worth while to get up in
the morning.

The servant who ushered in Amherst, thinking the room empty, had
not mentioned his name; and for a moment he and his hostessexamined
eachother in silence,Bessypuzzled at the unannounced appearanceof a
good-looking young man who might have been some one she had met
and forgotten, while Amherst felt his self-possessionslipping away into
the depths of a pair of eyesso dark-lashed and deeply blue that his only
thought was one of wonder at his previous indifference to women's eyes.

"Mrs. Westmore?" he asked, restored to self-command by the percep-
tion that his longed-for opportunity was at hand; and Bessy, his voice
confirming the inference she had drawn from his appearance, replied
with a smile: "I am Mrs. Westmore. But if you have come to see me, I
ought to tell you that in a moment I shall be obliged to go out to our
mills. I have a business appointment with our manager, but ifÑÑ"

She broke off, gracefully waiting for him to insert his explanation.

"I have come from the manager; I am John AmherstÑyour assistant
manager," he added, as the mention of his name apparently conveyed no
enlightenment.

Mrs. Westmore's face changed, and she let slip a murmur of surprise
that would certainly have flattered Amherst's mother if she could have
heard it; but it had an opposite effect on the young man, who inwardly
accused himself of having tried to disguise his trade by not putting on
his everyday clothes.
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"How stupid of me! I took you forÑI had no idea; I didn't expect Mr.
Truscomb here," his employer faltered in embarrassment; then their eyes
met and both smiled.

"Mr. Truscomb sent me to tell you that he is ill, and will not be able to
show you the mills today. I didn't mean to ask for youÑI was told to
give the message to Mr. Langhope," Amherst scrupulously explained,
trying to repress the sudden note of joy in his voice.

He was subject to the unobservant man's acute flashes of vision, and
Mrs. Westmore's beauty was like a blinding light abruptly turned on
eyessubdued to obscurity. As he spoke, his glance passedfrom her face
to her hair, and remained caught in its meshes.He had never seensuch
hairÑit did not seem to grow in the usual orderly way, but bubbled up
all over her head in independent clusters of brightness, breaking, about
the brow, the temples, the nape, into little irrelevant waves and eddies of
light, with dusky hollows of softness where the hand might plunge. It
takes but the throb of a nerve to carry such a complex impression from
the eye to the mind, but the object of the throb had perhaps felt the elec-
tric flash of its passage, for her colour rose while Amherst spoke.

"Ah, here is my father now," she said with a vague accent of relief, as
Mr. Langhope's stick was heard tapping its way across the hall.

When he entered, accompanied by Mrs. Ansell, his sharp glance of
surprise at her visitor told her that he was asmuch misled asherself, and
gave her a senseof being agreeably justified in her blunder. "If father
thinks you're a gentlemanÑÑ" her shining eyes seemed to say, as she
explained: "This is Mr. Amherst, father: Mr. Truscomb has sent him."

"Mr. Amherst?" Langhope, with extended hand, echoed affably but
vaguely; and it becameclear that neither Mrs. Westmore nor her father
had ever before heard the name of their assistant manager.

The discovery stung Amherst to a somewhat unreasoning resentment;
and while he was trying to subordinate this sentiment to the larger feel-
ings with which he had entered the house, Mrs. Ansell, turning her eyes
on him, said gently: "Your name is unusual. I had a friend named Lucy
Warne who married a very clever manÑa mechanical geniusÑÑ"

Amherst's face cleared. "My father was a genius; and my mother is
Lucy Warne," he said, won by the soft look and the persuasive voice.

"What a delightful coincidence! We were girls together at Albany. You
must remember Judge Warne?" she said, turning to Mr. Langhope, who,
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twirling his white moustache, murmured, a shade less cordially: "Of
courseÑof courseÑdelightfulÑmost interesting."

Amherst did not notice the difference. His perceptions were already
enveloped in the caress that emanated from Mrs. Ansell's voice and
smile; and he only asked himself vaguely if it were possible that this
graceful woman, with her sunny autumnal air, could really be his
mother's contemporary. But the question brought an instant reaction of
bitterness.

"Poverty is the only thing that makes people old nowadays," he reflec-
ted, painfully conscious of his own share in the hardships his mother
had endured; and when Mrs. Ansell went on: "I must go and see
herÑyou must let me take her by surprise," he said stiffly: "We live out
at the mills, a long way from here."

"Oh, we're going there this morning," she rejoined, unrebuffed by
what sheprobably took for a mere social awkwardness, while Mrs. West-
more interposed: "But, Maria, Mr. Truscomb is ill, and has sent Mr. Am-
herst to say that we are not to come."

"Yes: so Gaines has just telephoned. It's most unfortunate," Mr. Lang-
hope grumbled. He too was already beginning to chafe at the uncongeni-
al exile of Hanaford, and he shared his daughter's desire to despatch the
tiresome business before them.

Mr. Tredegar had meanwhile appeared, and when Amherst had been
named to him, and had received his Olympian nod, Bessyanxiously im-
parted her difficulty.

"But how ill is Mr. Truscomb? Do you think he can take us over the
mills tomorrow?" she appealed to Amherst.

"I'm afraid not; I am sure he can't. He has a touch of bronchitis."

This announcement was met by a general outcry, in which sympathy
for the manager was not the predominating note. Mrs. Ansell saved the
situation by breathing feelingly: "Poor man!" and after a decent echo of
the phrase, and a doubtful glance at her father, Mrs. Westmore said: "If
it's bronchitis he may be ill for days, and what in the world are we to
do?"

"Pack up and come back later," suggested Mr. Langhope briskly; but
while Bessysighed "Oh, that dreadful journey!" Mr. Tredegar interposed
with authority: "One moment, Langhope, please. Mr. Amherst, is Mrs.
Westmore expected at the mills?"

"Yes, I believe they know she is coming."
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"Then I think, my dear, that to go back to New York without showing
yourself would, under the circumstances, beÑerÑan error in judgment."

"Good Lord, Tredegar, you don't expect to keep us kicking our heels
here for days?" her father ejaculated.

"I can certainly not afford to employ mine in that manner for even a
fraction of a day," rejoined the lawyer, always acutely resentful of the
suggestion that he had a disengaged moment; "but meanwhileÑÑ"

"Father," Bessyinterposed, with an eagerly flushing cheek, "don't you
see that the only thing for us to do is to go over the mills nowÑat
onceÑwith Mr. Amherst?"

Mr. Langhope stared: he was always adventurously ready to unmake
plans, but it flustered him to be called on to remake them. "EhÑwhat?
NowÑat once?But Gaines was to have gone with us, and how on earth
are we to get at him? He telephoned me that, as the visit was given up,
he should ride out to his farm."

"Oh, never mindÑor, at least, all the better!" his daughter urged. "We
can seethe mills just as well without him; and we shall get on so much
more quickly."

"WellÑwellÑwhat do you say, Tredegar?" murmured Mr. Langhope,
allured by her last argument; and Bessy,clasping her hands, summed up
enthusiastically: "And I shall understand so much better without a lot of
people trying to explain to me at once!"

Her sudden enthusiasm surprised no one, for even Mrs. Ansell, expert
asshewas in the interpreting of tones,set it down to the natural desire to
have done as quickly as might be with Hanaford.

"Mrs. Westmore has left her little girl at home," she said to Amherst,
with a smile intended to counteract the possible ill-effect of the
impression.

But Amherst suspected no slight in his employer's eagernessto visit
Westmore. His overmastering thought was one of joy as the fulness of
his opportunity broke on him. To show her the mills himselfÑto bring
her face to face with her people, unhampered by Truscomb's jealous vi-
gilance, and Truscomb's false explanations; to see the angel of pity stir
the depths of those unfathomable eyes,when they rested, perhaps for the
first time, on suffering that it was in their power to smile away as easily
as they had smiled away his own distrustÑall this the wonderful mo-
ment had brought him, and thoughts and arguments thronged so hot on
his lips that he kept silence, fearing lest he should say too much.
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Chapter4
JOHN AMHERST was no one-sided idealist. He felt keenly the growing
complexity of the relation between employer and worker, the seeming
hopelessnessof permanently harmonizing their claims, the recurring ne-
cessity of fresh compromises and adjustments. He hated rant, demagogy,
the rash formulating of emotional theories; and his contempt for bad lo-
gic and subjective judgments led him to regard with distrust the pana-
ceasoffered for the cure of economic evils. But his heart ached for the
bitter throes with which the human machine moves on. He felt the men-
ace of industrial conditions when viewed collectively, their poignancy
when studied in the individual lives of the toilers among whom his lot
was cast; and clearly as he saw the need of a philosophic survey of the
question, he was sure that only through sympathy with its personal, hu-
man side could a solution be reached. The disappearance of the old fa-
miliar contact between master and man seemed to him one of the great
wrongs of the new industrial situation. That the breach must be farther
widened by the ultimate substitution of the stock-company for the indi-
vidual employerÑa fact obvious to any student of economic tenden-
ciesÑpresented to Amherst's mind one of the most painful problems in
the scheme of social readjustment. But it was characteristic of him to
dwell rather on the removal of immediate difficulties than in the contem-
plation of those to come, and while the individual employer was still to
be reckoned with, the main thing was to bring him closer to his workers.
Till he entered personally into their hardships and aspirationsÑtill he
learned what they wanted and why they wanted itÑAmherst believed
that no mere law-making, however enlightened, could create a whole-
some relation between the two.

This feeling was uppermost as he sat with Mrs. Westmore in the car-
riage which was carrying them to the mills. He had meant to take the
trolley back to Westmore, but at a murmured word from Mr. Tredegar
Bessy had offered him a seat at her side, leaving others to follow. This
culmination of his hopesÑthe unlooked-for chance of a half-hour alone
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with herÑleft Amherst oppressed with the swiftness of the minutes. He
had so much to sayÑso much to prepare her forÑyet how begin, while
he was in utter ignorance of her character and her point of view, and
while her lovely nearnessleft him so little chanceof perceiving anything
except itself?

But he was not often the victim of his sensations,and presently there
emerged, out of the very consciousnessof her grace and her complete-
ness,a clearer senseof the conditions which, in a measure, had gone to
produce them. Her dress could not have hung in such subtle folds, her
white chin have nestled in such rich depths of fur, the pearls in her ears
have given back the light from such pure curves, if thin shoulders in
shapelessgingham had not bent, day in, day out, above the bobbins and
carders, and weary ears throbbed even at night with the tumult of the
looms. Amherst, however, felt no sensational resentment at the contrast.
He had lived too much with ugliness and want not to believe in human
nature's abiding need of their opposite. He was glad there was room for
such beauty in the world, and sure that its purpose was an ameliorating
one, if only it could be used as a beautiful spirit would use it.

The carriage had turned into one of the nondescript thoroughfares,
half incipient street, half decaying lane, which dismally linked the mill-
village to Hanaford. Bessy looked out on the ruts, the hoardings, the
starved trees dangling their palsied leaves in the radiant October light;
then she sighed: "What a good day for a gallop!"

Amherst felt a momentary chill, but the naturalness of the exclamation
disarmed him, and the words called up thrilling memories of his own
college days, when he had ridden his grandfather's horses in the famous
hunting valley not a hundred miles from Hanaford.

Bessy met his smile with a glow of understanding. "You like riding
too, I'm sure?"

"I used to; but I haven't been in the saddle for years. Factory managers
don't keep hunters," he said laughing.

Her murmur of embarrassment showed that she took this as an apolo-
getic allusion to his reduced condition, and in his haste to correct this im-
pression he added: "If I regretted anything in my other life, it would cer-
tainly be a gallop on a day like this; but I chose my trade deliberately,
and I've never been sorry for my choice."

He had hardly spoken when he felt the inappropriateness of this
avowal; but her prompt response showed him, a moment later, that it
was, after all, the straightest way to his end.
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"You find the work interesting? I'm sure it must be. You'll think me
very ignorantÑmy husband and I came here so seldomÉ I feel as if I
ought to know so much more about it," she explained.

At last the note for which he waited had been struck. "Won't you try
toÑnow you're here? There's so much worth knowing," he broke out
impetuously.

Mrs. Westmore coloured, but rather with surprise than displeasure.
"I'm very stupidÑI've no head for businessÑbut I will try to," she said.

"It's not business that I mean; it's the personal relationÑjust the thing
the business point of view leaves out. Financially, I don't suppose your
mills could be better run; but there are over seven hundred women
working in them, and there's so much to be done, just for them and their
children."

He caught a faint hint of withdrawal in her tone. "I have always under-
stood that Mr. Truscomb did everythingÑÑ"

Amherst flushed; but he was beyond caring for the personal rebuff.
"Do you leave it to your little girl's nurses to do everything for her?" he
asked.

Her surprise seemedabout to verge on annoyance: he saw the prelim-
inary ruffling of the woman who is put to the trouble of defending her
dignity. "Really, I don't seeÑ" shebegan with distant politeness; then her
face changed and melted, and again her blood spoke for her before her
lips.

"I am glad you told me that, Mr. Amherst. Of course I want to do
whatever I can. I should like you to point out everythingÑÑ"

Amherst's resolve had been taken while she spoke. He would point
out everything, would stretch his opportunity to its limit. All thoughts of
personal prudence were flung to the windsÑher blush and tone had
routed the waiting policy. He would declare war on Truscomb at once,
and take the chanceof dismissal. At least, before he went he would have
brought this exquisite creature face to face with the wrongs from which
her luxuries were drawn, and set in motion the regenerating impulses of
indignation and pity. He did not stop to weigh the permanent advantage
of this course.His only feeling was that the chancewould never again be
given himÑthat if he let her go away, back to her usual life, with eyes
unopened and heart untouched, there would be no hope of her ever re-
turning. It was far better that he should leave for good, and that she
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should come back, as come back she must, more and more often, if once
she could be made to feel the crying need of her presence.

But where was he to begin? How give her even a glimpse of the
packed and intricate situation?

"Mrs. Westmore," he said, "there's no time to say much now, but before
we get to the mills I want to ask you a favour. If, as you go through
them, you see anything that seemsto need explaining, will you let me
come and tell you about it tonight? I say tonight," he added, meeting her
look of enquiry, "becauselaterÑtomorrow evenÑI might not have the
chance.There are some thingsÑa good manyÑin the management of the
mills that Mr. Truscomb doesn't seeas I do. I don't mean business ques-
tions: wages and dividends and so onÑthose are out of my province. I
speak merely in the line of my own workÑmy care of the hands, and
what I believe they need and don't get under the present system. Natur-
ally, if Mr. Truscomb were well, I shouldn't have had this chanceof put-
ting the caseto you; but since it's come my way, I must seize it and take
the consequences."

Even as he spoke, by a swift reaction of thought, those consequences
rose before him in all their seriousness.It was not only, or chiefly, that he
feared to lose his place; though he knew his mother had not spoken
lightly in instancing the caseof the foreman whom Truscomb, to gratify
a personal spite, had for months kept out of a job in his trade. And there
were special reasons why Amherst should heed her warning. In adopt-
ing a manual trade, instead of one of the gentlemanly professions which
the men of her family had always followed, he had not only disappoin-
ted her hopes, and to a great extent thrown away the benefits of the edu-
cation she had pinched herself to give him, but had disturbed all the
habits of her life by removing her from her normal surroundings to the
depressing exile of a factory-settlement. However much he blamed him-
self for exacting this sacrifice, it had been made so cheerfully that the
consciousnessof it never clouded his life with his mother; but her self-ef-
facement made him the more alive to his own obligations, and having
placed her in a difficult situation he had always been careful not to in-
creaseits difficulties by any imprudence in his conduct toward his em-
ployers. Yet, grave as theseconsiderations were, they were really lesspo-
tent than his personal desire to remain at Westmore. Lightly as he had
just resolved to risk the chanceof dismissal, all his future was bound up
in the hope of retaining his place. His heart was in the work at West-
more, and the fear of not being able to get other employment was a small
factor in his intense desire to keep his post. What he really wanted was
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to speak out, and yet escapethe consequences:by some miraculous re-
versal of probability to retain his position and yet effect Truscomb's re-
moval. The idea was so fantastic that he felt it merely as a quickening of
all his activities, a tremendous pressure of will along undetermined lines.
He had no wish to take the manager's place; but his dream was to see
Truscomb superseded by a man of the new school, in sympathy with the
awakening social movementÑa man sufficiently practical to "run" the
mills successfully, yet imaginative enough to regard that task as the least
of his duties. He saw the promise of such a man in Louis Duplain, the
overseerwho boarded with Mrs. Amherst: a young fellow of Alsatian ex-
traction, a mill-hand from childhood, who had worked at his trade in
Europe as well as in America, and who united with more manual skill,
and a greater nearness to the workman's standpoint, all Amherst's en-
thusiasm for the experiments in social betterment that were making in
some of the English and continental factories. His strongest wish was to
see such a man as Duplain in control at Westmore before he himself
turned to the larger work which he had begun to seebefore him as the
sequel to his factory-training.

All these thoughts swept through him in the instant's pause before
Mrs. Westmore, responding to his last appeal, said with a graceful eager-
ness: "Yes, you must come tonight. I want to hear all you can tell
meÑand if there is anything wrong you must show me how I can make
it better."

"I'll show her, and Truscomb shan't turn me out for it," was the vow he
passionately registered as the carriage drew up at the office-door of the
main building.

How this impossible result was to be achieved he had no farther time
to consider, for in another moment the rest of the party had entered the
factory with them, and speech was followed up in the roar of the
machinery.

Amherst's zeal for his causewas always quickened by the sight of the
mills in action. He loved the work itself as much as he hated the condi-
tions under which it was done; and he longed to seeon the operatives'
faces something of the ardour that lit up his own when he entered the
work-rooms. It was this passion for machinery that at school had turned
him from his books, at college had drawn him to the courses least in the
line of his destined profession; and it always seized on him afresh when
he was face to face with the monstrous energies of the mills. It was not
only the senseof power that thrilled himÑhe felt a beauty in the ordered
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activity of the whole intricate organism, in the rhythm of dancing bob-
bins and revolving cards, the swift continuous outpour of doublers and
ribbon-laps, the steady ripple of the long ply-frames, the terrible gnash-
ing play of the loomsÑall these varying subordinate motions, gathered
up into the throb of the great engines which fed the giant's arteries, and
were in turn ruled by the invisible action of quick thought and obedient
hands, always produced in Amherst a responsive rush of life.

He knew this sensation was too specialized to affect his companions;
but he expected Mrs. Westmore to be all the more alive to the other
sideÑthe dark side of monotonous human toil, of the banquet of flesh
and blood and brain perpetually served up to the monster whose insati-
able jaws the looms so grimly typified. Truscomb, as he had told her,
was a good manager from the profit-taking standpoint. Sinceit was prof-
itable to keep the machinery in order, he maintained throughout the fact-
ory a high standard of mechanical supervision, except where one or two
favoured overseersÑfor Truscomb was given to favoritismÑshirked the
duties of their departments. But it was of the essenceof Truscomb's
policyÑand not the least of the qualities which made him a "paying"
managerÑthat he saved money scrupulously where its outlay would not
have resulted in larger earnings. To keep the floors scrubbed, the cotton-
dust swept up, the rooms freshly whitewashed and well-ventilated, far
from adding the smallest fraction to the quarterly dividends, would have
deducted from them the slight cost of this additional labour; and
Truscomb therefore economized on scrubbers, sweepers and window-
washers, and on all expensesconnected with improved ventilation and
other hygienic precautions. Though the whole factory was over-
crowded, the newest buildings were more carefully planned, and had
the usual sanitary improvements; but the old mills had been left in their
original state, and even those most recently built were fast lapsing into
squalor. It was no wonder, therefore, that workers imprisoned within
such walls should reflect their long hours of deadening toil in dull eyes
and an¾mic skins, and in the dreary lassitude with which they bent to
their tasks.

Surely, Amherst argued, Mrs. Westmore must feel this; must feel it all
the more keenly, coming from an atmosphere so different, from a life
where, as he instinctively divined, all was in harmony with her own
graceful person. But a deep disappointment awaited him. He was still
under the spell of their last moments in the carriage, when her face and
voice had promised so much, when she had seemed so deeply, if
vaguely, stirred by his appeal. But as they passed from one resounding
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room to the otherÑfrom the dull throb of the carding-room, the groan of
the ply-frames, the long steady pound of the slashers,back to the angry
shriek of the fierce unappeasable loomsÑthe light faded from her eyes
and she looked merely bewildered and stunned.

Amherst, hardened to the din of the factory, could not measure its ef-
fect on nerves accustomed to the subdued sounds and spacious still-
nesseswhich are the last refinement of luxury. Habit had made him un-
conscious of that malicious multiplication and subdivision of noise that
kept every point of consciousnessvibrating to a different note, so that
while one set of nerves was torn as with pincers by the dominant scream
of the looms, others were thrilled with a separate pain by the ceaseless
accompaniment of drumming, hissing, grating and crashing that shook
the great building. Amherst felt this tumult only as part of the atmo-
sphere of the mills; and to ears trained like his own he could make his
voice heard without difficulty. But his attempts at speechwere unintelli-
gible to Mrs. Westmore and her companions, and after vainly trying to
communicate with him by signs they hurried on as if to escape as
quickly as possible from the pursuing whirlwind.

Amherst could not allow for the depressing effect of this enforced si-
lence. He did not see that if Bessy could have questioned him the cur-
rents of sympathy might have remained open between them, whereas,
compelled to walk in silence through interminable ranks of meaningless
machines, to which the human workers seemedmere automatic append-
ages,she lost all perception of what the scenemeant. He had forgotten,
too, that the swift apprehension of suffering in others is as much the res-
ult of training as the immediate perception of beauty. Both perceptions
may be inborn, but if they are not they can be developed only through
the discipline of experience.

"That girl in the hospital would have seen it all," he reflected, as the
vision of Miss Brent's small incisive profile rose before him; but the next
moment he caught the light on Mrs. Westmore's hair, asshebent above a
card, and the paler image faded like a late moon in the sunrise.

Meanwhile Mrs. Ansell, seeing that the detailed inspection of the
buildings was as trying to Mr. Langhope's lamenessas to his daughter's
nerves, had proposed to turn back with him and drive to Mrs. Amherst's,
where he might leave her to call while the others were completing their
rounds. It was one of Mrs. Ansell's gifts to detect the first symptoms of
ennui in her companions, and produce a remedy as patly as old ladies
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whisk out a scent-bottle or a cough-lozenge; and Mr. Langhope's look of
relief showed the timeliness of her suggestion.

Amherst was too preoccupied to wonder how his mother would take
this visit; but he welcomed Mr. Langhope's departure, hoping that the
withdrawal of his ironic smile would leave his daughter open to gentler
influences. Mr. Tredegar, meanwhile, was projecting his dry glance over
the scene,trying to converse by signs with the overseersof the different
rooms, and pausing now and then to contemplate, not so much the
workers themselves as the special tasks which engaged them.

How these spectators of the party's progress were affected by Mrs.
Westmore's appearance, even Amherst, for all his sympathy with their
views, could not detect. They knew that she was the new owner, that a
disproportionate amount of the result of their toil would in future pass
through her hands, spread carpets for her steps, and hang a setting of
beauty about her eyes;but the knowledge seemedto produce no special
interest in her personality. A change of employer was not likely to make
any change in their lot: their welfare would probably continue to depend
on Truscomb's favour. The men hardly raised their heads as Mrs. West-
more passed; the women stared, but with curiosity rather than interest;
and Amherst could not tell whether their sullenness reacted on Mrs.
Westmore, or whether they were unconsciously chilled by her indiffer-
ence.The result was the same: the distance between them seemedto in-
crease instead of diminishing; and he smiled ironically to think of the
form his appeal had takenÑ"If you seeanything that seemsto need ex-
plaining." Why, shesaw nothingÑnothing but the greasy floor under her
feet, the cotton-dust in her eyes,the dizzy incomprehensible whirring of
innumerable belts and wheels! Once out of it all, she would make haste
to forget the dreary scenewithout pausing to ask for any explanation of
its dreariness.

In the intensity of his disappointment he sought a pretext to cut short
the tour of the buildings, that he might remove his eyesfrom the face he
had so vainly watched for any sign of awakening. And then, as he des-
paired of it, the change came.

They had entered the principal carding-room, and were half-way
down its long central passage,when Mr. Tredegar, who led the proces-
sion, paused before one of the cards.

"What's that?" he asked, pointing to a ragged strip of black cloth tied
conspicuously to the frame of the card.
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The overseer of the room, a florid young man with dissipated eyes,
who, at Amherst's signal, had attached himself to the party, stopped
short and turned a furious glance on the surrounding operatives.

"What in hellÉ ? It's the first I seenof it," he exclaimed, making an in-
effectual attempt to snatch the mourning emblem from its place.

At the same instant the midday whistle boomed through the building,
and at the signal the machinery stopped, and silence fell on the mills.
The more distant workers at once left their posts to catch up the hats and
coatsheaped untidily in the corners; but those nearer by, attracted by the
commotion around the card, stood spell-bound, fixing the visitors with a
dull stare.

Amherst had reddened to the roots of his hair. He knew in a flash
what the token signified, and the sight stirred his pity; but it also jarred
on his strong sense of discipline, and he turned sternly to the operatives.

"What does this mean?"

There was a short silence; then one of the hands, a thin bent man with
mystic eyes, raised his head and spoke.

"We done that for Dillon," he said.

Amherst's glance swept the crowded faces."But Dillon was not killed,"
he exclaimed, while the overseer, drawing out his pen-knife, ripped off
the cloth and tossed it contemptuously into a heap of cotton-refuse at his
feet.

"Might better ha' been," came from another hand; and a deep "That's
so" of corroboration ran through the knot of workers.

Amherst felt a touch on his arm, and met Mrs. Westmore's eyes."What
has happened? What do they mean?" she asked in a startled voice.

"There was an accident here two days ago: a man got caught in the
card behind him, and his right hand was badly crushed."

Mr. Tredegar intervened with his dry note of command. "How serious
is the accident? How did it happen?" he enquired.

"Through the man's own carelessnessÑaskthe manager," the overseer
interposed before Amherst could answer.

A deep murmur of dissent ran through the crowd, but Amherst,
without noticing the overseer's reply, said to Mr. Tredegar: "He's at the
Hope Hospital. He will lose his hand, and probably the whole arm."

He had not meant to add this last phrase. However strongly his sym-
pathies were aroused, it was against his rule, at such a time, to say
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anything which might inflame the quick passionsof the workers: he had
meant to make light of the accident, and dismiss the operatives with a
sharp word of reproof. But Mrs. Westmore's facewas closeto his: he saw
the pity in her eyes, and feared, if he checked its expression, that he
might never again have the chance of calling it forth.

"His right arm? How terrible! But then he will never be able to work
again!" she exclaimed, in all the horror of a first confrontation with the
inexorable fate of the poor.

Her eyes turned from Amherst and rested on the facespressing about
her. There were many women's facesamong themÑthe facesof fagged
middle-age, and of sallow sedentary girlhood. For the first time Mrs.
Westmore seemed to feel the bond of blood between herself and these
dim creatures of the underworld: as Amherst watched her the lovely
miracle was wrought. Her pallour gave way to a quick rush of colour,
her eyeswidened like a frightened child's, and two tears rose and rolled
slowly down her face.

"Oh, why wasn't I told? Is he married? Has he children? What does it
matter whose fault it was?" she cried, her questions pouring out discon-
nectedly on a wave of anger and compassion.

"It warn't his faultÉ . The cards are too closeÉ . It'll happen againÉ .
He's got three kids at home," broke from the operatives; and suddenly a
voice exclaimed "Here's his wife now," and the crowd divided to make
way for Mrs. Dillon, who, passing through the farther end of the room,
had been waylaid and dragged toward the group.

Shehung back, shrinking from the murderous machine, which she be-
held for the first time since her husband's accident; then she saw Amh-
erst, guessed the identity of the lady at his side, and flushed up to her
haggard forehead. Mrs. Dillon had been good-looking in her earlier
youth, and sufficient prettiness lingered in her hollow-cheeked face to
show how much more had been sacrificed to sicknessand unwholesome
toil.

"Oh, ma'am, ma'am, it warn't Jim's faultÑthere ain't a steadier man
living. The cards is too crowded," she sobbed out.

Some of the other women began to cry: a wave of sympathy ran
through the circle, and Mrs. Westmore moved forward with an answer-
ing exclamation. "You poor creatureÉ you poor creatureÉ ." Sheopened
her arms to Mrs. Dillon, and the scrubber's sobs were buried on her
employer's breast.
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"I will go to the hospitalÑI will come and see youÑI will see that
everything is done," Bessyreiterated. "But why are you here? How is it
that you have had to leave your children?" Shefreed herself to turn a re-
proachful glance on Amherst. "You don't mean to tell me that, at such a
time, you keep the poor woman at work?"

"Mrs. Dillon has not been working here lately," Amherst answered.
"The manager took her back to-day at her own request, that she might
earn something while her husband was in hospital."

Mrs. Westmore's eyes shone indignantly. "Earn something? But
surelyÑÑ"

Shemet a silencing look from Mr. Tredegar, who had stepped between
Mrs. Dillon and herself.

"My dear child, no one doubtsÑnone of these good people
doubtÑthat you will look into the case,and do all you can to alleviate it;
but let me suggest that this is hardly the placeÑÑ"

She turned from him with an appealing glance at Amherst.

"I think," the latter said, as their eyes met, "that you had better let me
dismiss the hands: they have only an hour at midday."

She signed her assent, and he turned to the operatives and said
quietly: "You have heard Mrs. Westmore's promise; now take yourselves
off, and give her a clear way to the stairs."

They dropped back, and Mr. Tredegar drew Bessy'sarm through his;
but as he began to move away she turned and laid her hand on Mrs.
Dillon's shoulder.

"You must not stay hereÑyou must go back to the children. I will
make it right with Mr. Truscomb," shesaid in a reassuring whisper; then,
through her tears, she smiled a farewell at the lingering knot of operat-
ives, and followed her companions to the door.

In silence they descended the many stairs and crossed the shabby
unfenced grass-plot between the mills and the manager's office. It was
not till they reached the carriage that Mrs. Westmore spoke.

"But Maria is waiting for usÑwe must call for her!" she said, rousing
herself; and as Amherst opened the carriage-door she added: "You will
show us the way? You will drive with us?"

During the drive Bessy remained silent, as if re-absorbed in the dis-
tress of the scene she had just witnessed; and Amherst found himself
automatically answering Mr. Tredegar's questions, while his own mind
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had no room for anything but the senseof her tremulous lips and of her
eyesenlarged by tears. He had been too much engrossedin the moment-
ous issuesof her visit to the mills to remember that she had promised to
call at his mother's for Mrs. Ansell; but now that they were on their way
thither he found himself wishing that the visit might have been avoided.
He was too proud of his mother to feel any doubt of the impression she
would produce; but what would Mrs. Westmore think of their way of
living, of the cheap jauntiness of the cottage, and the smell of cooking
penetrating all its thin partitions? Duplain, too, would be coming in for
dinner; and Amherst, in spite of his liking for the young overseer, be-
came conscious of a rather overbearing freedom in his manner, the kind
of misplaced easewhich the new-made American affects as the readiest
sign of equality. All thesetrifles, usually non-existent or supremely indif-
ferent to Amherst, now assumed a sudden importance, behind which he
detected the uneasy desire that Mrs. Westmore should not regard him as
less of her own class than his connections and his bringing-up entitled
him to be thought. In a flash he saw what he had forfeited by his choice
of a callingÑequal contact with the little circle of people who gave life its
crowning grace and facility; and the next moment he was blushing at
this reversal of his standards, and wondering, almost contemptuously,
what could be the nature of the woman whose mere presencecould pro-
duce such a change.

But there was no struggling against her influence; and as, the night be-
fore, he had looked at Westmore with the nurse's eyes,so he now found
himself seeinghis house as it must appear to Mrs. Westmore. He noticed
the shabby yellow paint of the palings, the neglected garden of their
neighbour, the week's wash flaunting itself indecently through the de-
nuded shrubs about the kitchen porch; and as he admitted his compan-
ions to the narrow passage he was assailed by the expected whiff of
"boiled dinner," with which the steam of wash-tubs was intimately
mingled.

Duplain was in the passage;he had just come out of the kitchen, and
the fact that he had been washing his hands in the sink was made evid-
ent by his rolled-back shirt-sleeves, and by the shiny redness of the
knuckles he was running through his stiff black hair.

"Hallo, John," he said, in his aggressive voice, which rose abruptly at
sight of Amherst's companions; and at the same moment the frowsy
maid-of-all-work, crimson from stooping over the kitchen stove, thrust
her head out to call after him: "Seehere, Mr. Duplain, don't you leave
your cravat laying round in my dough."
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Chapter5
MRS. WESTMORE stayed just long enough not to break in too abruptly
on the flow of her friend's reminiscences,and to impress herself on Mrs.
Amherst's delighted eyes as an embodiment of tactfulness and
graceÑlooking sympathetically about the little room, which, with its
books, its casts,its photographs of memorable pictures, seemed,after all,
a not incongruous setting to her charms; so that when sherose to go, say-
ing, as her hand met Amherst's, "Tonight, then, you must tell me all
about those poor Dillons," he had the senseof having penetrated so far
into her intimacy that a new Westmore must inevitably result from their
next meeting.

"Say, JohnÑthe boss is a looker," Duplain commented across the
dinner-table, with the slangy grossnesshe sometimes affected; but Amh-
erst left it to his mother to look a quiet rebuke, feeling himself too aloof
from such contacts to resent them.

He had to rouse himself with an effort to take in the overseer'snext ob-
servation. "There was another lady at the office this morning," Duplain
went on, while the two men lit their cigars in the porch. "Asking after
youÑtried to get me to show her over the mills when I said you were
busy."

"Asking after me? What did she look like?"

"Well, her face was kinder white and small, with an awful lot of black
hair fitting close to it. Said she came from Hope Hospital."

Amherst looked up. "Did you show her over?" he asked with sudden
interest.

Duplain laughed slangily. "What? Me? And have Truscomb get on to it
and turn me down? How'd I know she wasn't a yellow reporter?"

Amherst uttered an impatient exclamation. "I wish to heaven a yellow
reporter would go through these mills, and show them up in head-lines
a yard high!"

43



He regretted not having seen the nurse again: he felt sure she would
have been interested in the working of the mills, and quick to notice the
signs of discouragement and ill-health in the workers' faces; but a mo-
ment later his regret was dispelled by the thought of his visit to Mrs.
Westmore. The afternoon hours dragged slowly by in the office, where
he was bound to his desk by Truscomb's continued absence; but at
length the evening whistle blew, the clerks in the outer room caught
their hats from the rack, Duplain presented himself with the day's report,
and the two men were free to walk home.

Two hours later Amherst was mounting Mrs. Westmore's steps; and
his hand was on the bell when the door opened and Dr. Disbrow came
out. The physician drew back, as if surprised and slightly disconcerted;
but his smile promptly effaced all signs of vexation, and he held his hand
out affably.

"A fine evening, Mr. Amherst. I'm glad to say I have beenable to bring
Mrs. Westmore an excellent report of both patientsÑMr. Truscomb, I
mean, and poor Dillon. This mild weather is all in their favour, and I
hope my brother-in-law will be about in a day or two." He passed on
with a nod.

Amherst was once more shown into the library where he had found
Mrs. Westmore that morning; but on this occasion it was Mr. Tredegar
who rose to meet him, and curtly waved him to a seatat a respectful dis-
tance from his own. Amherst at once felt a change of atmosphere, and it
was easy to guess that the lowering of temperature was due to Dr.
Disbrow's recent visit. The thought roused the young man's combative
instincts, and caused him to say, as Mr. Tredegar continued to survey
him in silence from the depths of a capacious easy-chair: "I understood
from Mrs. Westmore that she wished to see me this evening."

It was the wrong note, and he knew it; but he had been unable to con-
ceal his sense of the vague current of opposition in the air.

"Quite so: I believe she asked you to come," Mr. Tredegar assented,
laying his hands together vertically, and surveying Amherst above the
acute angle formed by his parched finger-tips. As he leaned back, small,
dry, dictatorial, in the careless finish of his evening dress and pearl-
studded shirt-front, his appearanceput the finishing touch to Amherst's
irritation. He felt the incongruousness of his rough clothes in this atmo-
sphere of after-dinner ease,the mud on his walking-boots, the clinging
cotton-dust which seemed to have entered into the very pores of the
skin; and again his annoyance escaped in his voice.
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"Perhaps I have come too earlyÑ" he began; but Mr. Tredegar inter-
posed with glacial amenity: "No, I believe you are exactly on time; but
Mrs. Westmore is unexpectedly detained. The fact is, Mr. and Mrs.
Halford Gaines are dining with her, and she has delegated to me the
duty of hearing what you have to say."

Amherst hesitated. His impulse was to exclaim: "There is no duty
about it!" but a moment's thought showed the folly of thus throwing up
the game. With the prospect of Truscomb's being about again in a day or
two, it might well be that this was his last chance of reaching Mrs.
Westmore's ear; and he was bound to put his casewhile he could, irre-
spective of personal feeling. But his disappointment was too keen to be
denied, and after a pause he said: "Could I not speak with Mrs. West-
more later?"

Mr. Tredegar's cool survey deepened to a frown. The young man's im-
portunity was really out of proportion to what he signified. "Mrs. West-
more has asked me to replace her," he said, putting his previous state-
ment more concisely.

"Then I am not to seeher at all?" Amherst exclaimed; and the lawyer
replied indifferently: "I am afraid not, as she leaves tomorrow."

Mr. Tredegar was in his element when refusing a favour. Not that he
was by nature unkind; he was, indeed, capable of a cold beneficence;but
to deny what it was in his power to accord was the readiest way of pro-
claiming his authority, that power of loosing and binding which made
him regard himself as almost consecrated to his office.

Having sacrificed to this principle, he felt free to add as a gratuitous
concession to politeness: "You are perhaps not aware that I am Mrs.
Westmore's lawyer, and one of the executors under her husband's will."

He dropped this negligently, as though conscious of the absurdity of
presenting his credentials to a subordinate; but his manner no longer in-
censedAmherst: it merely strengthened his resolve to sink all senseof af-
front in the supreme effort of obtaining a hearing.

"With that stuffed canary to advise her," he reflected, "there's no hope
for her unless I can assertmyself now"; and the unconscious wording of
his thought expressed his inward sense that Bessy Westmore stood in
greater need of help than her work-people.

Still he hesitated, hardly knowing how to begin. To Mr. Tredegar he
was no more than an underling, without authority to speak in his
superior's absence;and the lack of an official warrant, which he could
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have disregarded in appealing to Mrs. Westmore, made it hard for him
to find a good opening in addressing her representative. He saw, too,
from Mr. Tredegar's protracted silence, that the latter counted on the ef-
fect of this embarrassment, and was resolved not to minimize it by giv-
ing him a lead; and this had the effect of increasing his caution.

He looked up and met the lawyer's eye. "Mrs. Westmore," he began,
"asked me to let her know something about the condition of the people at
the millsÑÑ"

Mr. Tredegar raised his hand. "Excuse me," he said. "I understood
from Mrs. Westmore that it was you who asked her permission to call
this evening and set forth certain grievances on the part of the
operatives."

Amherst reddened. "I did ask herÑyes. But I don't in any senserepres-
ent the operatives. I simply wanted to say a word for them."

Mr. Tredegar folded his hands again, and crossed one lean little leg
over the other, bringing into his line of vision the glossy tip of a patent-
leather pump, which he studied for a moment in silence.

"Does Mr. Truscomb know of your intention?" he then enquired.

"No, sir," Amherst answered energetically, glad that he had forced the
lawyer out of his passive tactics. "I am here on my own responsibil-
ityÑand in direct opposition to my own interests," he continued with a
slight smile. "I know that my proceeding is quite out of order, and that I
have, personally, everything to lose by it, and in a larger way probably
very little to gain; but I thought Mrs. Westmore's attention ought to be
called to certain conditions at the mills, and no one elseseemedlikely to
speak of them."

"May I ask why you assumethat Mr. Truscomb will not do so when he
has the opportunity?"

Amherst could not repress a smile. "Because it is owing to Mr.
Truscomb that they exist."

"The real object of your visit then," said Mr. Tredegar, speaking with
deliberation, "isÑerÑan underhand attack on your manager's
methods?"

Amherst's face darkened, but he kept his temper. "I seenothing espe-
cially underhand in my courseÑÑ"

"Except," the other interposed ironically, "that you have waited to
speak till Mr. Truscomb was not in a position to defend himself."
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"I never had the chancebefore. It was at Mrs. Westmore's own sugges-
tion that I took her over the mills, and feeling as I do I should have
thought it cowardly to shirk the chanceof pointing out to her the condi-
tions there."

Mr. Tredegar mused, his eyes still bent on his gently-oscillating foot.
Whenever a sufficient pressure from without parted the fog of self-com-
placency in which he moved, he had a shrewd enough outlook on men
and motives; and it may be that the vigorous ring of Amherst's answer
had effected this momentary clearing of the air.

At any rate, his next words were spoken in a more accessibletone. "To
what conditions do you refer?"

"To the conditions under which the mill-hands work and liveÑto the
whole management of the mills, in fact, in relation to the people
employed."

"That is a large question. Pardon my possible ignoranceÑ" Mr. Trede-
gar paused to make sure that his hearer took in the full irony of
thisÑ"but surely in this state there are liability and inspection laws for
the protection of the operatives?"

"There are such laws, yesÑbut most of them are either a dead letter, or
else so easily evaded that no employer thinks of conforming to them."

"No employer? Then your specific charge against the Westmore mills
is part of a general arraignment of all employers of labour?"

"By no means,sir. I only meant that, where the hands are well treated,
it is due rather to the personal good-will of the employer than to any fear
of the law."

"And in what respect do you think the Westmore hands unfairly
treated?"

Amherst paused to measure his words. "The question, as you say, is a
large one," he rejoined. "It has its roots in the way the business is organ-
izedÑin the traditional attitude of the company toward the operatives. I
hoped that Mrs. Westmore might return to the millsÑmight visit some
of the people in their houses.Seeingtheir way of living, it might have oc-
curred to her to ask a reason for itÑand one enquiry would have led to
another. She spoke this morning of going to the hospital to see Dillon."

"Shedid go to the hospital: I went with her. But asDillon was sleeping,
and as the matron told us he was much betterÑa piece of news which, I
am happy to say, Dr. Disbrow has just confirmedÑshe did not go up to
the ward."
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Amherst was silent, and Mr. Tredegar pursued: "I gather, from your
bringing up Dillon's case,that for some reason you consider it typical of
the defects you find in Mr. Truscomb's management. Suppose,therefore,
we drop generalizations, and confine ourselves to the particular instance.
What wrong, in your view, has been done the Dillons?"

He turned, as he spoke, to extract a cigar from the box at his elbow.
"Let me offer you one, Mr. Amherst: we shall talk more comfortably," he
suggested with distant affability; but Amherst, with a gesture of refusal,
plunged into his exposition of the Dillon case.He tried to put the facts
succinctly, presenting them in their bare ugliness, without emotional
drapery; setting forth Dillon's good record for sobriety and skill, dwell-
ing on the fact that his wife's ill-health was the result of perfectly remedi-
able conditions in the work-rooms, and giving his reasons for the belief
that the accident had been caused, not by Dillon's carelessness,but by
the over-crowding of the carding-room. Mr. Tredegar listened attent-
ively, though the cloud of cigar-smoke between himself and Amherst
masked from the latter his possible changesof expression. When he re-
moved his cigar, his face looked smaller than ever, as though desiccated
by the fumes of the tobacco.

"Have you ever called Mr. Gaines's attention to these matters?"

"No: that would have been useless.He has always refused to discuss
the condition of the mills with any one but the manager."

"H'mÑthat would seemto prove that Mr. Gaines,who lives here, sees
asmuch reason for trusting Truscomb's judgment asMr. Westmore, who
delegated his authority from a distance."

Amherst did not take this up, and after a pause Mr. Tredegar went on:
"You know, of course, the answers I might make to such an indictment.
As a lawyer, I might call your attention to the employŽ's waiver of risk,
to the strong chancesof contributory negligence, and so on; but happily
in this case such arguments are superfluous. You are apparently not
aware that Dillon's injury is much slighter than it ought to be to serve
your purpose. Dr. Disbrow has just told us that he will probably get off
with the loss of a finger; and I need hardly say that, whatever may have
been Dillon's own share in causing the accidentÑand as to this, as you
admit, opinions differÑMrs. Westmore will assume all the expensesof
his nursing, besides making a liberal gift to his wife." Mr. Tredegar laid
down his cigar and drew forth a silver-mounted note-case. "Here, in
fact," he continued, "is a cheque which she asks you to transmit, and
which, as I think you will agree,ought to silence,on your part as well as
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Mrs. Dillon's, any criticism of Mrs. Westmore's dealings with her
operatives."

The blood rose to Amherst's forehead, and he just restrained himself
from pushing back the cheque which Mr. Tredegar had laid on the table
between them.

"There is no question of criticizing Mrs. Westmore's dealings with her
operativesÑas far as I know, she has had none as yet," he rejoined, un-
able to control his voice ascompletely ashis hand. "And the proof of it is
the impunity with which her agents deceive herÑin this case, for in-
stance,of Dillon's injury. Dr. Disbrow, who is Mr. Truscomb's brother-in-
law, and apt to be influenced by his views, assuresyou that the man will
get off with the loss of a finger; but some one equally competent to speak
told me last night that he would lose not only his hand but his arm."

Amherst's voice had swelled to a deep note of anger, and with his
tossed hair, and eyesdarkening under furrowed brows, he presented an
image of revolutionary violence which deepened the disdain on Mr.
Tredegar's lip.

"Someone equally competent to speak?Are you prepared to name this
anonymous authority?"

Amherst hesitated. "NoÑI shall have to ask you to take my word for
it," he returned with a shade of embarrassment.

"AhÑ" Mr. Tredegar murmured, giving to the expressive syllable its
utmost measure of decent exultation.

Amherst quivered under the thin lash, and broke out: "It is all you
have required of Dr. DisbrowÑ" but at this point Mr. Tredegar rose to
his feet.

"My dear sir, your resorting to such arguments convinces me that
nothing is to be gained by prolonging our talk. I will not even take up
your insinuations against two of the most respected men in the com-
munityÑsuch charges reflect only on those who make them."

Amherst, whose flame of anger had subsided with the sudden senseof
its futility, received this in silence, and the lawyer, reassured, continued
with a touch of condescension:"My only specific charge from Mrs. West-
more was to hand you this cheque; but, in spite of what has passed, I
take it upon myself to add, in her behalf, that your conduct of today will
not be allowed to weigh against your record at the mills, and that the ex-
traordinary charges you have seen fit to bring against your superiors
willÑif not repeatedÑsimply be ignored."
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When, the next morning at about ten, Mrs. EustaceAnsell joined her-
self to the two gentlemen who still lingered over a desultory breakfast in
Mrs. Westmore's dining-room, she responded to their greeting with less
than her usual vivacity.

It was one of Mrs. Ansell's arts to bring to the breakfast-table just the
right shadeof sprightliness, a warmth subdued by discretion as the early
sunlight is tempered by the lingering coolnessof night. Shewas, in short,
as fresh, as temperate, as the hour, yet without the concomitant chill
which too often marks its human atmosphere: rather her soft effulgence
dissipated the morning frosts, opening pinched spirits to a promise of
midday warmth. But on this occasion a mist of uncertainty hung on her
smile, and veiled the glance which she turned on the contents of the
heavy silver dishes successively presented to her notice. When, at the
conclusion of this ceremony, the servants had withdrawn, she continued
for a moment to stir her tea in silence, while her glance travelled from
Mr. Tredegar, sunk in his morning mail, to Mr. Langhope, who leaned
back resignedly in his chair, trying to solacehimself with Hanaford Ban-
ner, till midday should bring him a sight of the metropolitan press.

"I suppose you know," she said suddenly, "that Bessyhas telegraphed
for Cicely, and made her arrangements to stay here another week."

Mr. Langhope's stick slipped to the floor with the sudden displace-
ment of his whole lounging person, and Mr. Tredegar, removing his
tortoise-shell reading-glasses,put them hastily into their case,as though
to declare for instant departure.

"My dear MariaÑ" Mr. Langhope gasped, while she rose and restored
his stick.

"She considers it, then, her duty to wait and seeTruscomb?" the law-
yer asked; and Mrs. Ansell, regaining her seat, murmured discreetly:
"She puts it soÑyes."

"My dear MariaÑ" Mr. Langhope repeated helplessly, tossing aside
his paper and drawing his chair up to the table.

"But it would be perfectly easyto return: it is quite unnecessaryto wait
here for his recovery," Mr. Tredegar pursued, as though setting forth a
fact which had not hitherto presented itself to the more limited intelli-
gence of his hearers.

Mr. Langhope emitted a short laugh, and Mrs. Ansell answered gently:
"She says she detests the long journey."
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Mr. Tredegar rose and gathered up his letters with a gesture of annoy-
ance."In that caseÑif I had been notified earlier of this decision, I might
have caught the morning train," he interrupted himself, glancing resent-
fully at his watch.

"Oh, don't leave us, Tredegar," Mr. Langhope entreated. "We'll reason
with herÑwe'll persuade her to go back by the three-forty."

Mrs. Ansell smiled. "She telegraphed at seven. Cicely and the gov-
erness are already on their way."

"At seven? But, my dear friend, why on earth didn't you tell us?"

"I didn't know till a few minutes ago. Bessycalled me in as I was com-
ing down."

"AhÑ" Mr. Langhope murmured, meeting her eyes for a fraction of a
second. In the encounter, she appeared to communicate something more
than she had spoken, for as he stooped to pick up his paper he said,
more easily: "My dear Tredegar, if we're in a box there's no reason why
we should force you into it too. Ring for Ropes,and we'll look up a train
for you."

Mr. Tredegar appeared slightly ruffled at this prompt acquiescencein
his threatened departure. "Of course, if I had been notified in advance, I
might have arranged to postpone my engagements another day; but in
any case, it is quite out of the question that I should return in a
weekÑand quite unnecessary," he added, snapping his lips shut as
though he were closing his last portmanteau.

"Oh, quiteÑquite," Mr. Langhope assented."It isn't, in fact, in the least
necessary for any of us either to stay on now or to return. Truscomb
could come to Long Island when he recovers, and answer any questions
we may have to put; but if Bessy has sent for the child, we must of course
put off going for todayÑat least I must," he added sighing, "and, though
I know it's out of the question to exact such a sacrifice from you, I have a
faint hope that our delightful friend here, with the altruistic spirit of her
sexÑÑ"

"Oh, I shall enjoy itÑmy maid is unpacking," Mrs. Ansell gaily af-
firmed; and Mr. Tredegar, shrugging his shoulders, said curtly: "In that
case I will ring for the time-table."

When he had withdrawn to consult it in the seclusion of the library,
and Mrs. Ansell, affecting a sudden desire for a second cup of tea, had
reseated herself to await the replenishment of the kettle, Mr. Langhope
exchanged his own chair for a place at her side.
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"Now what on earth does this mean?" he asked, lighting a cigarette in
response to her slight nod of consent.

Mrs. Ansell's gaze lost itself in the depths of the empty tea-pot.

"A number of thingsÑor any one of them," she said at length, extend-
ing her arm toward the tea-caddy.

"For instanceÑ?" he rejoined, following appreciatively the movements
of her long slim hands.

She raised her head and met his eyes. "For instance: it may
meanÑdon't resent the suggestionÑthat you and Mr. Tredegar were not
quite well-advised in persuading her not to seeMr. Amherst yesterday
evening."

Mr. Langhope uttered an exclamation of surprise.

"But, my dear MariaÑin the name of reasonÉ why, after the doctor's
visitÑafter his coming here last night, at Truscomb's request, to put the
actual facts before herÑshould she have gone over the whole business
again with this interfering young fellow? How, in fact, could she have
done so," he added, after vainly waiting for her reply, "without putting a
sort of slight on Truscomb, who is, after all, the only person entitled to
speak with authority?"

Mrs. Ansell received his outburst in silence, and the butler, reappear-
ing with the kettle and fresh toast, gave her the chance to prolong her
pause for a full minute. When the door had closed on him, she said:
"Judged by reason,your arguments are unanswerable; but when it comes
to a question of feelingÑÑ"

"Feeling?What kind of feeling? You don't mean to suggestanything so
preposterous as that BessyÑÑ?"

She made a gesture of smiling protest. "I confess it is to be regretted
that his mother is a lady, and that he looksÑyou must have noticed
it?Ñso amazingly like the portraits of the young Schiller. But I only
meant that Bessyforms all her opinions emotionally; and that she must
have been very strongly affected by the sceneMr. Tredegar described to
us."

"Ah," Mr. Langhope interjected, replying first to her parenthesis, "how
a woman of your good sensestumbled on that idea of hunting up the
motherÑ!" but Mrs. Ansell answered, with a slight grimace: "My dear
Henry, if you could see the house they live in you'd think I had been
providentially guided there!" and, reverting to the main issue, he went
on fretfully: "But why, after hearing the true version of the facts, should
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Bessystill be influenced by that sensational scene?Even if it was not, as
Tredegar suspects,cooked up expressly to take her in, she must seethat
the hospital doctor is, after all, as likely asany one to know how the acci-
dent really happened, and how seriously the fellow is hurt."

"There's the point. Why should Bessybelieve Dr. Disbrow rather than
Mr. Amherst?"

"For the best of reasonsÑbecauseDisbrow has nothing to gain by dis-
torting the facts, whereas this young Amherst, as Tredegar pointed out,
has the very obvious desire to give Truscomb a bad name and shove
himself into his place."

Mrs. Ansell contemplatively turned the rings upon her fingers. "From
what I saw of Amherst I'm inclined to think that, if that is his object, he is
too clever to have shown his hand so soon. But if you are right, was there
not all the more reason for letting Bessyseehim and find out as soon as
possible what he was aiming at?"

"If one could have trusted her to find outÑbut you credit my poor
child with more penetration than I've ever seen in her."

"Perhaps you've looked for it at the wrong timeÑand about the wrong
things. Bessy has the penetration of the heart."

"The heart! You make mine jump when you use such expressions."

"Oh, I use this one in a general sense.But I want to help you to keep it
from acquiring a more restricted significance."

"RestrictedÑto the young man himself?"

Mrs. Ansell's expressive hands seemedto commit the question to fate.
"All I ask you to consider for the present is that Bessy is quite unoccu-
pied and excessively bored."

"Bored? Why, she has everything on earth she can want!"

"The ideal state for producing boredomÑthe only atmosphere in
which it really thrives. And besidesÑto be humanly inconsist-
entÑthere's just one thing she hasn't got."

"Well?" Mr. Langhope groaned, fortifying himself with a second
cigarette.

"An occupation for that rudimentary little organ, the mention of which
makes you jump."

"There you go again! Good heavens,Maria, do you want to encourage
her to fall in love?"
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"Not with a man, just at present, but with a hobby, an interest, by all
means. If she doesn't, the man will take the place of the interestÑthere's
a vacuum to be filled, and human nature abhors a vacuum."

Mr. Langhope shrugged his shoulders. "I don't follow you. Sheadored
her husband."

His friend's fine smile was like a magnifying glass silently applied to
the gross stupidity of his remark. "Oh, I don't say it was a great pas-
sionÑbut they got on perfectly," he corrected himself.

"So perfectly that you must expect her to want a little storm and stress
for a change. The mere fact that you and Mr. Tredegar objected to her
seeing Mr. Amherst last night has roused the spirit of opposition in her.
A year ago she hadn't any spirit of opposition."

"There was nothing for her to opposeÑpoor Dick made her life so pre-
posterously easy."

"My ingenuous friend! Do you still think that's any reason?The fact is,
Bessywasn't awake, she wasn't even born, thenÉ . Sheis now, and you
know the infant's first conscious joy is to smash things."

"It will be rather an expensive joy if the mills are the first thing she
smashes."

"Oh I imagine the mills are pretty substantial. I should, I own," Mrs.
Ansell smiled, "not object to seeing her try her teeth on them."

"Which, in terms of practical conduct, meansÑÑ?"

"That I advise you not to disapprove of her staying on, or of her invest-
igating the young man's charges.You must remember that another pecu-
liarity of the infant mind is to tire soonest of the toy that no one tries to
take away from it."

"Que diable! But suppose Truscomb turns rusty at this very unusual
form of procedure? Perhaps you don't quite know how completely he
represents the prosperity of the mills."

"All the more reason,"Mrs. Ansell persisted, rising at the sound of Mr.
Tredegar's approach. "For don't you perceive, my poor distracted friend,
that if Truscomb turns rusty, as he undoubtedly will, the inevitable res-
ult will be his manager's dismissalÑand that thereafter there will pre-
sumably be peace in Warsaw?"

"Ah, you divinely wicked woman!" cried Mr. Langhope, snatching at
an appreciative pressure of her hand as the lawyer reappeared in the
doorway.
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Chapter6
BEFOREdaylight that samemorning Amherst, dressing by the gas-flame
above his cheap wash-stand, strove to bring some order into his angry
thoughts. It humbled him to feel his purpose tossing rudderless on un-
ruly waves of emotion, yet strive as he would he could not regain a hold
on it. The events of the last twenty-four hours had been too rapid and
unexpected for him to preserve his usual clear feeling of mastery; and he
had, besides,to reckon with the first complete surprise of his senses.His
way of life had excluded him from all contact with the subtler feminine
influences, and the primitive side of the relation left his imagination un-
touched. He was therefore the more assailableby those refined forms of
the ancient spell that lurk in delicacy of feeling interpreted by loveliness
of face. By his own choice he had cut himself off from all possibility of
such communion; had accepted complete abstinence for that part of his
nature which might have offered a refuge from the stern prose of his
daily task. But his personal indifference to his surround-
ingsÑdeliberately encouraged as a defiance to the attractions of the life
he had renouncedÑproved no defence against this appeal; rather, the
meannessof his surroundings combined with his inherited refinement of
taste to deepen the effect of Bessy's charm.

As he reviewed the incidents of the past hours, a reaction of self-deri-
sion came to his aid. What was this exquisite opportunity from which he
had cut himself off? What, to reduce the question to a personal issue,had
Mrs. Westmore said or done that, on the part of a plain woman, would
have quickened his pulses by the least fraction of a second?Why, it was
only the old story of the length of Cleopatra's nose! Becauseher eyes
were a heavenly vehicle for sympathy, becauseher voice was pitched to
thrill the tender chords, he had been deluded into thinking that she un-
derstood and responded to his appeal. And her own emotions had been
wrought upon by meansascheap: it was only the obvious, theatrical side
of the incident that had affected her. If Dillon's wife had been old and
ugly, would she have been clasped to her employer's bosom? A more
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expert knowledge of the sex would have told Amherst that such ready
sympathy is likely to be followed by asprompt a reaction of indifference.
Luckily Mrs. Westmore's course had served as a corrective for his lack of
experience; she had even, as it appeared, been at some pains to hasten
the processof disillusionment. This timely discipline left him blushing at
his own insincerity; for he now saw that he had risked his future not be-
cause of his zeal for the welfare of the mill-hands, but because Mrs.
Westmore's look was like sunshine on his frozen senses,and becausehe
was resolved, at any cost, to arrest her attention, to associate himself
with her by the only means in his power.

Well, he deserved to fail with such an end in view; and the futility of
his schemewas matched by the vanity of his purpose. In the cold light of
disenchantment it seemed as though he had tried to build an impreg-
nable fortress out of nursery blocks. How could he have foreseen any-
thing but failure for so preposterous an attempt? His breach of discipline
would of course be reported at once to Mr. Gaines and Truscomb; and
the manager, already jealous of his assistant'spopularity with the hands,
which was a tacit criticism of his own methods, would promptly seize
the pretext to be rid of him. Amherst was aware that only his technical
efficiency, and his knack of getting the maximum of work out of the op-
eratives, had secured him from Truscomb's animosity. From the outset
there had beensmall sympathy between the two; but the scarcity of com-
petent and hard-working assistantshad made Truscomb endure him for
what he was worth to the mills. Now, however, his own folly had put
the match to the manager's smouldering dislike, and he saw himself, in
consequence, discharged and black-listed, and perhaps roaming for
months in quest of a job. He knew the efficiency of that far-reaching sys-
tem of defamation whereby the employers of labour pursue and punish
the subordinate who incurs their displeasure. In the caseof a mere oper-
ative this secret persecution often worked complete ruin; and even to a
man of Amherst's worth it opened the dispiriting prospect of a long
struggle for rehabilitation.

Deep down, he suffered most at the thought that his blow for the oper-
atives had failed; but on the surface it was the manner of his failure that
exasperated him. For it seemed to prove him unfit for the very work to
which he was drawn: that yearning to help the world forward that, in
some natures, sets the measure to which the personal adventure must
keep step. Amherst had hitherto felt himself secured by his insight and
self-control from the emotional errors besetting the way of the enthusi-
ast; and behold, he had stumbled into the first sentimental trap in his
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path, and tricked his eyeswith a Christmas-chromo vision of lovely wo-
man dispensing coals and blankets! Luckily, though such wounds to his
self-confidence cut deep, he could apply to them the antiseptic of an un-
failing humour; and before he had finished dressing, the picture of his
wide schemesof social reform contracting to a blue-eyed philanthropy of
chequesand groceries, had provoked a reaction of laughter. Perhaps the
laughter came too soon, and rang too loud, to be true to the core; but at
any rate it healed the edgesof his hurt, and gave him a sound surface of
composure.

But he could not laugh away the thought of the trials to which his in-
temperance had probably exposed his mother; and when, at the
breakfast-table, from which Duplain had already departed, she broke in-
to praise of their visitor, it was like a burning irritant on his wound.

"What a face, John! Of course I don't often see people of that kind
nowÑ" the words, falling from her too simply to be reproachful, wrung
him, for that, all the moreÑ"but I'm sure that kind of soft loveliness is
rare everywhere; like a sweet summer morning with the mist on it. The
Gaines girls, now, are my idea of the modern type; very handsome, of
course,but you seejust how handsome the first minute. I like a story that
keepsone wondering till the end. It was very kind of Maria Ansell," Mrs.
Amherst wandered happily on, "to come and hunt me out yesterday, and
I enjoyed our quiet talk about old times. But what I liked best was seeing
Mrs. WestmoreÑand, oh, John, if she came to live here, what a benedic-
tion to the mills!"

Amherst was silent, moved most of all by the unimpaired simplicity of
heart with which his mother could take up past relations, and open her
meagre life to the high visitations of graceand fashion, without a tinge of
self-consciousnessor apology. "I shall never be as genuine as that," he
thought, remembering how he had wished to have Mrs. Westmore know
that he was of her own class. How mixed our passions are, and how
elastic must be the word that would cover any one of them! Amherst's, at
that moment, were all stained with the deep wound to his self-love.

The discolouration he carried in his eye made the mill-village seem
more than commonly cheerlessand ugly as he walked over to the office
after breakfast. Beyond the grim roof-line of the factories a dazzle of rays
sent upward from banked white clouds the promise of another brilliant
day; and he reflected that Mrs. Westmore would soon be speeding home
to the joy of a gallop over the plains.
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Far different was the task that awaited himÑyet it gave him a pang to
think that he might be performing it for the last time. In spite of Mr.
Tredegar's assurances,he was certain that the report of his conduct must
by this time have reached the President, and been transmitted to
Truscomb; the latter was better that morning, and the next day he would
doubtless call his rebellious assistant to account. Amherst, meanwhile,
took up his routine with a dull heart. Even should his offense be con-
doned, his occupation presented, in itself, little future to a man without
money or powerful connections. Money! He had spurned the thought of
it in choosing his work, yet he now saw that, without its aid, he was
powerless to accomplish the object to which his personal desires had
been sacrificed. His love of his craft had gradually been merged in the
larger love for his fellow-workers, and in the resulting desire to lift and
widen their lot. He had once fancied that this end might be attained by
an internal revolution in the management of the Westmore mills; that he
might succeed in creating an industrial object-lesson conspicuous
enough to point the way to wiser law-making and juster relations
between the classes.But the last hours' experienceshad shown him how
vain it was to assault single-handed the strong barrier between money
and labour, and how his own dash at the breach had only thrust him
farther back into the obscure ranks of the stragglers. It was, after all, only
through politics that he could return successfully to the attack; and fin-
ancial independence was the needful preliminary to a political career. If
he had stuck to the law he might, by this time, have beennearer his goal;
but then the gold might not have mattered, since it was only by living
among the workers that he had learned to care for their fate. And rather
than have forfeited that poignant yet mighty vision of the onward grop-
ing of the mass,rather than have missed the widening of his own nature
that had come through sharing their hopes and pains, he would still
have turned from the easier way, have chosen the deeper initiation
rather than the readier attainment.

But this philosophic view of the situation was a mere thread of light on
the farthest verge of his sky: much nearer were the clouds of immediate
care,amid which his own folly, and his mother's possible suffering from
it, loomed darkest; and theseconsiderations made him resolve that, if his
insubordination were overlooked, he would swallow the affront of a par-
don, and continue for the present in the mechanical performance of his
duties. He had just brought himself to this leaden state of acquiescence
when one of the clerks in the outer office thrust his head in to say: "A
lady asking for youÑ" and looking up, Amherst beheld Bessy Westmore.
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She came in alone, with an air of high self-possessionin marked con-
trast to her timidity and indecision of the previous day. Amherst thought
she looked taller, more majestic; so readily may the upward slant of a
soft chin, the firmer line of yielding brows, add a cubit to the outward
woman. Her aspectwas so commanding that he fancied she had come to
expressher disapproval of his conduct, to rebuke him for lack of respect
to Mr. Tredegar; but a moment later it becameclear, even to his inexperi-
enced perceptions, that it was not to himself that her challenge was
directed.

She advanced toward the seat he had moved forward, but in her ab-
sorption forgot to seat herself, and stood with her clasped hands resting
on the back of the chair.

"I have come back to talk to you," she began, in her sweet voice with
its occasional quick lift of appeal. "I knew that, in Mr. Truscomb's ab-
sence,it would be hard for you to leave the mills, and there are one or
two things I want you to explain before I go awayÑsome of the things,
for instance, that you spoke to Mr. Tredegar about last night."

Amherst's feeling of constraint returned. "I'm afraid I expressedmyself
badly; I may have annoyed himÑ" he began.

Shesmiled this away, as though irrelevant to the main issue. "Perhaps
you don't quite understand each otherÑbut I am sure you can make it
clear to me." Shesank into the chair, resting one arm on the edge of the
desk behind which he had resumed his place. "That is the reason why I
camealone," shecontinued. "I never can understand when a lot of people
are trying to tell me a thing all at once. And I don't suppose I care as
much as a man wouldÑa lawyer especiallyÑabout the forms that ought
to be observed. All I want is to find out what is wrong and how to rem-
edy it."

Her blue eyes met Amherst's in a look that flowed like warmth about
his heart. How should he have doubted that her feelings were as exquis-
ite as her means of expressing them? The iron bands of distrust were
loosened from his spirit, and he blushed for his cheap scepticism of the
morning. In a woman so evidently nurtured in dependence, whose
views had been formed, and her actions directed, by the most conven-
tional influences, the mere fact of coming alone to Westmore, in open de-
fiance of her advisers, bespoke a persistence of purpose that put his
doubts to shame.

"It will make a great difference to the people here if you interest your-
self in them," he rejoined. "I tried to explain to Mr. Tredegar that I had no
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wish to criticise the businessmanagement of the millsÑeven if there had
been any excuse for my doing soÑbut that I was sure the condition of
the operatives could be very much improved, without permanent harm
to the business,by any one who felt a personal sympathy for them; and
in the end I believe such sympathy produces better work, and so benefits
the employer materially."

She listened with her gentle look of trust, as though committing to
him, with the good faith of a child, her ignorance, her credulity, her little
rudimentary convictions and her little tentative aspirations, relying on
him not to abuse or misdirect them in the boundless supremacy of his
masculine understanding.

"That is just what I want you to explain to me," she said. "But first I
should like to know more about the poor man who was hurt. I meant to
seehis wife yesterday, but Mr. Gaines told me she would be at work till
six, and it would have been difficult to go after that. I did go to the hos-
pital; but the man was sleepingÑis Dillon his name?Ñand the matron
told us he was much better. Dr. Disbrow came in the evening and said
the samethingÑtold us it was all a false report about his having been so
badly hurt, and that Mr. Truscomb was very much annoyed when he
heard of your having said, before the operatives, that Dillon would lose
his arm."

Amherst smiled. "AhÑMr. Truscomb heard that? Well, he's right to be
annoyed: I ought not to have said it when I did. But unfortunately I am
not the only one to be punished. The operative who tied on the black
cloth was dismissed this morning."

Mrs. Westmore flamed up. "Dismissed for that? Oh, how unjustÑhow
cruel!"

"You must look at both sides of the case," said Amherst, finding it
much easier to remain temperate in the glow he had kindled than if he
had had to force his own heat into frozen veins. "Of course any act of in-
subordination must be reprimandedÑbut I think a reprimand would
have been enough."

It gave him an undeniable throb of pleasure to find that she was not to
be checked by such arguments. "But he shall be put backÑI won't have
any one discharged for such a reason! You must find him for me at
onceÑyou must tell himÑÑ"

Once more Amherst gently restrained her. "If you'll forgive my saying
so, I think it is better to let him go, and take his chance of getting work
elsewhere. If he were taken back he might be made to suffer. As things
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are organized here, the hands are very much at the mercy of the over-
seers,and the overseer in that room would be likely to make it uncom-
fortable for a hand who had so openly defied him."

With a heavy sigh she bent her puzzled brows on him. "How complic-
ated it is! I wonder if I shall ever understand it all. You don't think
Dillon's accident was his own fault, then?"

"Certainly not; there are too many cards in that room. I pointed out the
fact to Mr. Truscomb when the new machines were set up three years
ago. An operative may be ever so expert with his fingers, and yet not
learn to measure his ordinary movements quite as accurately as if he
were an automaton; and that is what a man must do to be safe in the
carding-room."

Shesighed again. "The more you tell me, the more difficult it all seems.
Why is the carding-room so over-crowded?"

"To make it pay better," Amherst returned bluntly; and the colour
flushed her sensitive skin.

He thought she was about to punish him for his plain-speaking; but
she went on after a pause: "What you say is dreadful. Each thing seems
to lead back to anotherÑand I feel so ignorant of it all." She hesitated
again, and then said, turning her bluest glance on him: "I am going to be
quite frank with you, Mr. Amherst. Mr. Tredegar repeated to me what
you said to him last night, and I think he was annoyed that you were un-
willing to give any proof of the charges you made."

"Charges? Ah," Amherst exclaimed, with a start of recollection, "he
means my refusing to say who told me that Dr. Disbrow was not telling
the truth about Dillon?"

"Yes. He said that was a very grave accusation to make, and that no
one should have made it without being able to give proof."

"That is quite true, theoretically. But in this caseit would be easy for
you or Mr. Tredegar to find out whether I was right."

"But Mr. Tredegar said you refused to say who told you."

"I was bound to, as it happened. But I am not bound to prevent your
trying to get the same information."

"AhÑ" she murmured understandingly; and, a sudden thought strik-
ing him, he went on, with a glance at the clock: "If you really wish to
judge for yourself, why not go to the hospital now? I shall be free in five
minutes, and could go with you if you wish it."
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Amherst had remembered the nurse's cry of recognition when she saw
Mrs. Westmore's faceunder the street-lamp; and it immediately occurred
to him that, if the two women had really known each other, Mrs. West-
more would have no difficulty in obtaining the information she wanted;
while, even if they met as strangers, the dark-eyed girl's perspicacity
might still be trusted to come to their aid. It remained only to be seen
how Mrs. Westmore would take his suggestion; but some instinct was
already telling him that the highhanded method was the one she really
preferred.

"To the hospitalÑnow? I should like it of all things," she exclaimed,
rising with what seemed an almost childish zest in the adventure. "Of
course that is the best way of finding out. I ought to have insisted on see-
ing Dillon yesterdayÑbut I begin to think the matron didn't want me to."

Amherst left this inference to work itself out in her mind, contenting
himself, as they drove back to Hanaford, with answering her questions
about Dillon's family, the agesof his children, and his wife's health. Her
enquiries, he noticed, did not extend from the particular to the general:
her curiosity, as yet, was too purely personal and emotional to lead to
any larger consideration of the question. But this larger view might grow
out of the investigation of Dillon's case;and meanwhile Amherst's own
purposes were momentarily lost in the sweet confusion of feeling her
near himÑof seeing the exquisite grain of her skin, the way her lashes
grew out of a dusky line on the edge of the white lids, the way her hair,
stealing in spirals of light from brow to ear, wavered off into a fruity
down on the edge of the cheek.

At the hospital they were protestingly admitted by Mrs. Ogan, though
the official "visitors' hour" was not till the afternoon; and beside the
sufferer's bed, Amherst saw again that sudden flowering of compassion
which seemedthe key to his companion's beauty: as though her lips had
been formed for consolation and her hands for tender offices. It was clear
enough that Dillon, still sunk in a torpor broken by feverish tossings,
was making no perceptible progress toward recovery; and Mrs. Ogan
was reduced to murmuring some technical explanation about the state of
the wound while Bessyhung above him with reassuring murmurs as to
his wife's fate, and promises that the children should be cared for.

Amherst had noticed, on entering, that a new nurseÑa gaping young
woman instantly lost in the study of Mrs. Westmore's toiletÑhad re-
placed the dark-eyed attendant of the day before; and supposing that the
latter was temporarily off duty, he asked Mrs. Ogan if she might be seen.
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The matron's face was a picture of genteel perplexity. "The other
nurse? Our regular surgical nurse, Miss Golden, is illÑMiss Hibbs, here,
is replacing her for the present." She indicated the gaping damsel; then,
asAmherst persisted: "Ah," shewondered negligently, "do you mean the
young lady you saw here yesterday? CertainlyÑI had forgotten: Miss
Brent was merely aÑerÑtemporary substitute. I believe she was recom-
mended to Dr. Disbrow by one of his patients; but we found her quite
unsuitableÑin fact, unfittedÑand the doctor discharged her this
morning."

Mrs. Westmore had drawn near, and while the matron delivered her
explanation, with an uneasy sorting and shifting of words, a quick signal
of intelligence passedbetween her hearers."You see?"Amherst's eyesex-
claimed; "I seeÑthey have sent her away becauseshe told you," Bessy's
flashed back in wrath, and his answering look did not deny her
inference.

"Do you know where she has gone?" Amherst enquired; but Mrs.
Ogan, permitting her brows a faint lift of surprise, replied that she had
no idea of Miss Brent's movements, beyond having heard that shewas to
leave Hanaford immediately

In the carriage Bessy exclaimed: "It was the nurse, of courseÑif we
could only find her! BrentÑdid Mrs. Ogan say her name was Brent?"

"Do you know the name?"

"YesÑat leastÑbut it couldn't, of course, be the girl I knewÑÑ"

"Miss Brent saw you the night you arrived, and thought she recog-
nized you. She said you and she had been at some school or convent
together."

"The SacredHeart? Then it is Justine Brent! I heard they had lost their
moneyÑI haven't seenher for years. But how strange that she should be
a hospital nurse! And why is she at Hanaford, I wonder?"

"She was here only on a visit; she didn't tell me where she lived. She
said she heard that a surgical nurse was wanted at the hospital, and vo-
lunteered her services; I'm afraid she got small thanks for them."

"Do you really think they sent her away for talking to you? How do
you suppose they found out?"

"I waited for her last night when she left the hospital, and I suppose
Mrs. Ogan or one of the doctors saw us. It was thoughtless of me," Amh-
erst exclaimed with compunction.
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"I wish I had seen herÑpoor Justine! We were the greatest friends at
the convent. Shewas the ringleader in all our mischiefÑI never saw any
one so quick and clever. I suppose her fun is all gone now."

For a moment Mrs. Westmore's mind continued to linger among her
memories; then she reverted to the question of the Dillons, and of what
might best be done for them if Miss Brent's fears should be realized.

As the carriage neared her door she turned to her companion with ex-
tended hand. "Thank you so much, Mr. Amherst. I am glad you sugges-
ted that Mr. Truscomb should find somework for Dillon about the office.
But I must talk to you about this againÑcan you come in this evening?"
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Chapter7
AMHERST could never afterward regain a detailed impression of the
weeks that followed. They lived in his memory chiefly as exponents of
the unforeseen, nothing he had looked for having come to pass in the
way or at the time expected; while the whole movement of life was like
the noon-day flow of a river, in which the separate ripples of brightness
are all merged in one blinding glitter. His recurring conferences with
Mrs. Westmore formed, as it were, the small surprising kernel of fact
about which sensations gathered and grew with the swift ripening of a
magician's fruit. That she should remain on at Hanaford to look into the
condition of the mills did not, in itself, seem surprising to Amherst; for
his short phase of doubt had been succeededby an abundant inflow of
faith in her intentions. It satisfied his inner craving for harmony that her
face and spirit should, after all, so corroborate and complete each other;
that it needed no moral sophistry to adjust her acts to her appearance,
her words to the promise of her smile. But her immediate confidence in
him, her resolve to support him in his avowed insubordination, to ig-
nore, with the royal license of her sex, all that was irregular and inex-
pedient in asking his guidance while the whole official strength of the
company darkened the background with a gathering storm of disap-
provalÑthis senseof being the glove flung by her hand in the face of
convention, quickened astonishingly the flow of Amherst's sensations.It
was as though a mountain-climber, braced to the strain of a hard ascent,
should suddenly seethe way break into roses,and level itself in a path
for his feet.

On his secondvisit he found the two ladies together, and Mrs. Ansell's
smile of approval seemedto casta social sanction on the episode, to clas-
sify it as comfortably usual and unimportant. He could see that her
friend's manner put Bessyat ease,helping her to ask her own questions,
and to reflect on his suggestions, with less bewilderment and more self-
confidence. Mrs. Ansell had the faculty of restoring to her the belief in
her reasoning powers that her father could dissolve in a monosyllable.
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The talk, on this occasion,had turned mainly on the future of the Dil-
lon family, on the best means of compensating for the accident, and, in-
cidentally, on the care of the young children of the mill-colony. Though
Amherst did not believe in the extremer forms of industrial paternalism,
he was yet of opinion that, where married women were employed, the
employer should care for their children. He had been gradually, and
somewhat reluctantly, brought to this conviction by the many instances
of unavoidable neglect and suffering among the children of the women-
workers at Westmore; and Mrs. Westmore took up the scheme with all
the ardour of her young motherliness, quivering at the thought of
hungry or ailing children while her Cicely, leaning a silken head against
her, lifted puzzled eyes to her face.

On the larger problems of the caseit was lesseasy to fix Bessy'satten-
tion; but Amherst was far from being one of the extreme theorists who
reject temporary remedies lest they defer the day of general renewal, and
since he looked on every gain in the material condition of the mill-hands
asa step in their moral growth, he was quite willing to hold back his fun-
damental plans while he discussedthe establishment of a nursery, and of
a night-school for the boys in the mills.

The third time he called, he found Mr. Langhope and Mr. Halford
Gaines of the company. The President of the Westmore mills was a trim
middle-sized man, whose high pink varnish of good living would have
turned to purple could he have known Mr. Langhope's opinion of his
jewelled shirt-front and the padded shoulders of his evening-coat. Hap-
pily he had no inkling of these views, and was fortified in his command
of the situation by an unimpaired confidence in his own appearance;
while Mr. Langhope, discreetly withdrawn behind a veil of cigar-smoke,
let his silence play like a fine criticism over the various phases of the
discussion.

It was a surprise to Amherst to find himself in Mr. Gaines'spresence.
The President, secluded in his high office, seldom visited the mills, and
when there showed no consciousness of any presence lower than
Truscomb's; and Amherst's first thought was that, in the manager's en-
forced absence,he was to be called to account by the head of the firm.
But he was affably welcomed by Mr. Gaines, who made it clear that his
ostensible purpose in coming was to hear Amherst's views as to the
proposed night-schools and nursery. Thesewere pointedly alluded to as
Mrs. Westmore's projects, and the young man was made to feel that he
was merely called in as a temporary adviser in Truscomb's absence.This
was, in fact, the position Amherst preferred to take, and he scrupulously
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restricted himself to the answering of questions, letting Mrs. Westmore
unfold his plans as though they had beenher own. "It is much better," he
reflected, "that they should all think so, and she too, for Truscomb will
be on his legs again in a day or two, and then my hours will be
numbered."

Meanwhile he was surprised to find Mr. Gainesoddly amenable to the
proposed innovations, which he appeared to regard as new fashions in
mill-management, to be adopted for the same cogent reasons as a new
cut in coat-tails.

"Of course we want to be up-to-dateÑthere's no reason why the West-
more mills shouldn't do as well by their people as any mills in the coun-
try," he affirmed, in the tone of the entertainer accustomedto say: "I want
the thing done handsomely." But he seemed even less conscious than
Mrs. Westmore that eachparticular wrong could be traced back to a rad-
ical vice in the system. He appeared to think that every murmur of as-
sent to her proposals passed the sponge, once for all, over the difficulty
propounded: as though a problem in algebra should be solved by wiping
it off the blackboard.

"My dear Bessy,we all owe you a debt of gratitude for coming here,
and bringing, so to speak, a fresh eye to bear on the subject. If I've been,
perhaps, a little too exclusively absorbed in making the mills profitable,
my friend Langhope will, I believe, not be the first toÑerÑcast a stone at
me." Mr. Gaines,who was the soul of delicacy, stumbled a little over the
awkward associations connected with this figure, but, picking himself
up, hastened on to affirm: "And in that respect, I think we can challenge
comparison with any industry in the state;but I am the first to admit that
there may be another side, a side that it takes a womanÑa motherÑto
see.For instance," he threw in jocosely, "I flatter myself that I know how
to order a good dinner; but I always leave the flowers to my wife. And if
you'll permit me to say so," he went on, encouraged by the felicity of his
image, "I believe it will produce a most pleasing effectÑnot only on the
operatives themselves,but on the whole of HanafordÑon our own set of
people especiallyÑto have you come here and interest yourself in
theÑerÑphilanthropic side of the work."

Bessycoloured a little. Sheblushed easily, and was perhaps not over-
discriminating as to the quality of praise received; but under her ripple
of pleasure a stronger feeling stirred, and she said hastily: "I am afraid I
never should have thought of these things if Mr. Amherst had not poin-
ted them out to me."
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Mr. Gaines met this blandly. "Very gratifying to Mr. Amherst to have
you put it in that way; and I am sure we all appreciate his valuable hints.
Truscomb himself could not have been more helpful, though his larger
experience will no doubt be useful later on, in developing
andÑerÑmodifying your plans."

It was difficult to reconcile this large view of the moral issue with the
existenceof abuseswhich made the management of the Westmore mills
as unpleasantly notorious in one section of the community as it was
agreeably notable in another. But Amherst was impartial enough to see
that Mr. Gaines was unconscious of the incongruities of the situation. He
left the reconciling of incompatibles to Truscomb with the simple faith of
the believer committing a like task to his maker: it was in the manager's
mind that the dark processesof adjustment took place. Mr. Gainescultiv-
ated the convenient and popular idea that by ignoring wrongs one is not
so much condoning asactually denying their existence;and in pursuance
of this belief he devoutly abstained from studying the conditions at
Westmore.

A farther surprise awaited Amherst when Truscomb reappeared in the
office. The manager was always a man of few words; and for the first
days his intercourse with his assistant was restricted to asking questions
and issuing orders. Soon afterward, it became known that Dillon's arm
was to be amputated, and that afternoon Truscomb was summoned to
see Mrs. Westmore. When he returned he sent for Amherst; and the
young man felt sure that his hour had come.

He was at dinner when the messagereached him, and he knew from
the tightening of his mother's lips that she too interpreted it in the same
way. He was glad that Duplain's presence kept her from speaking her
fears;and he thanked her inwardly for the smile with which shewatched
him go.

That evening, when he returned, the smile was still at its post; but it
dropped away wearily as he said, with his hands on her shoulders:
"Don't worry, mother; I don't know exactly what's happening, but we're
not blacklisted yet."

Mrs. Amherst had immediately taken up her work, letting her nervous
tension find its usual escapethrough her finger-tips. Her needlesflagged
as she lifted her eyes to his.

"Something is happening, then?" she murmured.

"Oh, a number of things, evidentlyÑbut though I'm in the heart of
them, I can't yet make out how they are going to affect me."

68



His mother's glance twinkled in time with the flash of her needles.
"There's always a safe place in the heart of a storm," she said shrewdly;
and Amherst rejoined with a laugh: "Well, if it's Truscomb's heart, I don't
know that it's particularly safe for me."

"Tell me just what he said, John," she begged, making no attempt to
carry the pleasantry farther, though its possibilities still seemedto flicker
about her lip; and Amherst proceeded to recount his talk with the
manager.

Truscomb, it appeared, had made no allusion to Dillon; his avowed
purpose in summoning his assistant had been to discuss with the latter
the question of the proposed nursery and schools. Mrs. Westmore, at
Amherst's suggestion, had presented these projects as her own; but the
question of a site having come up, she had mentioned to Truscomb his
assistant'sproposal that the company should buy for the purpose the no-
torious Eldorado. The road-house in question had always beenone of the
most destructive influences in the mill-colony, and Amherst had made
one or two indirect attempts to have the building converted to other
uses; but the persistent opposition he encountered gave colour to the
popular report that the manager took a high toll from the landlord.

It therefore at once occurred to Amherst to suggest the purchase of the
property to Mrs. Westmore; and he was not surprised to find that
Truscomb's opposition to the schemecentred in the choice of the build-
ing. But even at this point the manager betrayed no open resistance;he
seemed tacitly to admit Amherst's right to discuss the proposed plans,
and even to be consulted concerning the choice of a site. He was ready
with a dozen good reasons against the purchase of the road-house; but
here also he proceeded with a discretion unexampled in his dealings
with his subordinates. He acknowledged the harm done by the dance-
hall, but objected that he could not conscientiously advise the company
to pay the extortionate price at which it was held, and reminded Amh-
erst that, if that particular source of offense were removed, others would
inevitably spring up to replace it; marshalling the usual temporizing ar-
guments of tolerance and expediency, with no marked change from his
usual tone, till, just as the interview was ending, he asked,with a sudden
drop to conciliation, if the assistant manager had anything to complain
of in the treatment he received.

This came as such a surprise to Amherst that before he had collected
himself he found Truscomb ambiguously but unmistakably offering
himÑwith the practised indirection of the man accustomed to cover his
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share in such transactionsÑa substantial "consideration" for dropping
the matter of the road-house. It was incredible, yet it had really
happened: the all-powerful Truscomb, who held Westmore in the hollow
of his hand, had stooped to bribing his assistantbecausehe was afraid to
deal with him in a more summary manner. Amherst's leap of anger at
the offer was curbed by the instant perception of its cause. He had no
time to searchfor a reason;he could only rally himself to meet the unin-
telligible with a composure as abysmal as Truscomb's; and his voice still
rang with the wonder of the incident as he retailed it to his mother.

"Think of what it means, mother, for a young woman like Mrs. West-
more, without any experience or any habit of authority, to come here,
and at the first glimpse of injustice, to be so revolted that she finds the
courage and clevernessto put her little hand to the machine and reverse
the enginesÑfor it's nothing less that she'sdone! Oh, I know there'll be a
reactionÑthe pendulum's sure to swing back: but you'll see it won't
swing as far. Of course I shall go in the endÑbut Truscomb may go too:
Jove, if I could pull him down on me, like what's-his-name and the pil-
lars of the temple!"

He had risen and was measuring the little sitting-room with his long
strides, his head flung back and his eyes dark with the inward look his
mother had not always cared to see there. But now her own glance
seemedto have caught a ray from his, and the knitting flowed from her
hands like the thread of fate, as she sat silent, letting him exhale his
hopes and his wonder, and murmuring only, when he dropped again to
the chair at her side: "You won't go, JohnnyÑyou won't go."

Mrs. Westmore lingered on for over two weeks, and during that time
Amherst was able, in various directions, to develop her interest in the
mill-workers. His own schemesinvolved a complete readjustment of the
relation between the company and the hands: the suppression of the ob-
solete company "store" and tenements, which had so long sapped the
thrift and ambition of the workers; the transformation of the Hopewood
grounds into a park and athletic field, and the division of its remaining
acresinto building lots for the mill-hands; the establishing of a library, a
dispensary and emergency hospital, and various other centresof human-
izing influence; but he refrained from letting her seethat his present sug-
gestion was only a part of this larger plan, lest her growing sympathy
should be checked.He had in his mother an example of the mind access-
ible only to concrete impressions: the mind which could die for the
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particular instance, yet remain serenely indifferent to its causes.To Mrs.
Amherst, her son's work had been interesting simply becauseit was his
work: remove his presence from Westmore, and the whole industrial
problem becameto her asnon-existent asstar-dust to the naked eye.And
in BessyWestmore he divined a nature of the samequalityÑdivined, but
no longer criticized it. Was not that concentration on the personal issue
just the compensating graceof her sex?Did it not offer a warm tint of hu-
man inconsistency to eyes chilled by contemplating life in the mass?It
pleased Amherst for the moment to class himself with the impersonal
student of social problems, though in truth his interest in them had its
source in an imagination as open as Bessy'sto the pathos of the personal
appeal. But if he had the same sensitiveness, how inferior were his
means of expressing it! Again and again, during their talks, he had the
feeling which had come to him when she bent over Dillon's bedÑthat
her exquisite lines were, in some mystical sense,the visible flowering of
her nature, that they had taken shape in responseto the inward motions
of the heart.

To a young man ruled by high enthusiasms there can be no more
dazzling adventure than to work this miracle in the tender creature who
yields her mind to hisÑto see,as it were, the blossoming of the spiritual
seed in forms of heightened loveliness, the bluer beam of the eye, the
richer curve of the lip, all the physical currents of life quickening under
the breath of a kindled thought. It did not occur to him that any other
emotion had effected the change he perceived. Bessy Westmore had in
full measure that gift of unconscious hypocrisy which enablesa woman
to make the man in whom she is interested believe that sheenters into all
his thoughts. She hadÑmore than thisÑthe gift of self-deception, su-
preme happiness of the unreflecting nature, whereby she was able to be-
lieve herself solely engrossed in the subjects they discussed, to regard
him as the mere spokesman of important ideas, thus saving their inter-
course from present constraint, and from the awkward contemplation of
future contingencies. So, in obedience to the ancient sorcery of life, these
two groped for and found each other in regions seemingly so remote
from the accredited domain of romance that it would have been as a
great surprise to them to learn whither they had strayed as to seethe ar-
id streets of Westmore suddenly bursting into leaf.

With Mrs. Westmore's departure Amherst, for the first time, became
aware of a certain flatness in his life. His daily task seemeddull and pur-
poseless,and he was galled by Truscomb's studied forbearance, under
which he suspected a quickly accumulating store of animosity. He
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almost longed for some collision which would release the manager's
pent-up resentment; yet he dreaded increasingly any accident that might
make his stay at Westmore impossible.

It was on Sundays, when he was freed from his weekly task, that he
was most at the mercy of these opposing feelings. They drove him forth
on long solitary walks beyond the town, walks ending most often in the
deserted grounds of Hopewood, beautiful now in the ruined gold of
October. As he sat under the beech-limbs above the river, watching its
brown current sweep the willow-roots of the banks, he thought how this
samecurrent, within its next short reach, passedfrom wooded seclusion
to the noise and pollution of the mills. So his own life seemed to have
passed once more from the tranced flow of the last weeks into its old
channel of unillumined labour. But other thoughts came to him too: the
vision of converting that melancholy pleasure-ground into an outlet for
the cramped lives of the mill-workers; and he pictured the weed-grown
lawns and paths thronged with holiday-makers, and the slopes nearer
the factories dotted with houses and gardens.

An unexpected event revived these hopes. A few days before Christ-
mas it becameknown to Hanaford that Mrs. Westmore would return for
the holidays. Cicely was drooping in town air, and Bessyhad persuaded
Mr. Langhope that the bracing cold of Hanaford would be better for the
child than the milder atmosphere of Long Island. They reappeared, and
brought with them a breath of holiday cheerfulness such as Westmore
had never known. It had always been the rule at the mills to let the oper-
atives take their pleasure as they saw fit, and the Eldorado and the Hana-
ford saloons throve on this policy. But Mrs. Westmore arrived full of
festal projects. There was to be a giant Christmas tree for the mill-chil-
dren, a supper on the samescalefor the operatives, and a bout of skating
and coasting at Hopewood for the older ladsÑthe "band" and "bobbin"
boys in whom Amherst had always felt a special interest. The Gaines
ladies, resolved to show themselves at home in the latest philanthropic
fashions, actively seconded Bessy's endeavours, and for a week West-
more basked under a sudden heat-wave of beneficence.

The time had passedwhen Amherst might have made light of such ef-
forts. With BessyWestmore smiling up, holly-laden, from the foot of the
ladder on which she kept him perched, how could he question the effic-
acy of hanging the opening-room with Christmas wreaths, or the ulti-
mate benefit of gorging the operatives with turkey and sheathing their
offspring in red mittens? It was just like the end of a story-book with a
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pretty moral, and Amherst was in the mood to be as much taken by the
tinsel as the youngest mill-baby held up to gape at the tree.

At the New Year, when Mrs. Westmore left, the negotiations for the
purchase of the Eldorado were well advanced, and it was understood
that on their completion she was to return for the opening of the night-
school and nursery. Suddenly, however, it becameknown that the pro-
prietor of the road-house had decided not to sell. Amherst heard of the
decision from Duplain, and at once foresaw the inevitable resultÑthat
Mrs. Westmore's plan would be given up owing to the difficulty of find-
ing another site. Mr. Gaines and Truscomb had both discountenanced
the erection of a special building for what was, after all, only a tentative
enterprise. Among the purchasable houses in Westmore no other was
suited to the purpose, and they had, therefore, a good excuse for ad-
vising Bessy to defer her experiment.

Almost at the same time, however, another piece of news changed the
aspect of affairs. A scandalous occurrence at the Eldorado, witnesses to
which were unexpectedly forthcoming, put it in Amherst's power to
threaten the landlord with exposure unless he should at once accept the
company's offer and withdraw from Westmore. Amherst had no long
time to consider the best means of putting this threat into effect. He
knew it was not only idle to appeal to Truscomb, but essential to keep
the facts from him till the deed was done; yet how obtain the authority to
act without him? The seemingly insuperable difficulties of the situation
whetted Amherst's craving for a struggle. He thought first of writing to
Mrs. Westmore;, but now that the spell of her presencewas withdrawn
he felt how hard it would be to make her understand the need of prompt
and secretaction; and besides,was it likely that, at such short notice, she
could command the needful funds? Prudence opposed the attempt, and
on reflection he decided to appeal to Mr. Gaines, hoping that the flag-
rancy of the casewould rouse the President from his usual attitude of
indifference.

Mr. Gaines was roused to the extent of showing a profound resent-
ment against the cause of his disturbance. He relieved his senseof re-
sponsibility by some didactic remarks on the vicious tendencies of the
working-classes, and concluded with the reflection that the more you did
for them the less thanks you got. But when Amherst showed an unwill-
ingness to let the matter rest on this time-honoured aphorism, the Presid-
ent retrenched himself behind ambiguities, suggestions that they should
await Mrs. Westmore's return, and general considerations of a pessimist-
ic nature, tapering off into a gloomy view of the weather.
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"By God, I'll write to her!" Amherst exclaimed, as the Gaines portals
closed on him; and all the way back to Westmore he was busy mar-
shalling his arguments and entreaties.

He wrote the letter that night, but did not post it. Someunavowed dis-
trust of her restrained himÑa distrust not of her heart but of her intelli-
gence. He felt that the whole future of Westmore was at stake, and de-
cided to await the development of the next twenty-four hours. The letter
was still in his pocket when, after dinner, he was summoned to the office
by Truscomb.

That evening, when he returned home, he entered the little sitting-
room without speaking. His mother sat there alone, in her usual
placeÑhow many nights he had seenthe lamplight slant at that particu-
lar angle acrossher fresh cheek and the fine wrinkles about her eyes!He
was going to add another wrinkle to the number nowÑsoon they would
creep down and encroach upon the smoothness of the cheek.

She looked up and saw that his glance was turned to the crowded
bookshelves behind her.

"There must be nearly a thousand of them," he said as their eyes met.

"Books? YesÑwith your father's. WhyÑwere you thinkingÉ ?" She
started up suddenly and crossed over to him.

"Too many for wanderers," he continued, drawing her hands to his
breast; then, as she clung to him, weeping and trembling a little: "It had
to be, mother," he said, kissing her penitently where the fine wrinkles
died into the cheek.
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Chapter8
AMHERST'S dismissal was not to take effect for a month; and in the in-
terval he addressed himself steadily to his task.

He went through the routine of the work numbly; but his intercourse
with the hands tugged at deep fibres of feelings. He had always shared,
as far as his duties allowed, in the cares and interests of their few free
hours: the hours when the automatic appendages of the giant machine
becamemen and women again, with desires and passions of their own.
Under Amherst's influence the mixed elements of the mill-community
had begun to crystallize into social groups: his books had served as an
improvised lending-library, he had organized a club, a rudimentary or-
chestra,and various other means of binding together the better spirits of
the community. With the older men, the attractions of the Eldorado, and
kindred inducements, often worked against him; but among the younger
hands, and especially the boys, he had gained a personal ascendencythat
it was bitter to relinquish.

It was the severing of this tie that cost him most pain in the final days
at Westmore; and after he had done what he could to consolehis mother,
and to put himself in the way of getting work elsewhere, he tried to see
what might be saved out of the ruins of the little polity he had built up.
He hoped his influence might at least persist in the form of an awakened
instinct of fellowship; and he gave every spare hour to strengthening the
links he had tried to form. The boys, at any rate, would be honestly sorry
to have him go: not, indeed, from the profounder reasons that affected
him, but becausehe had not only stood persistently between the over-
seersand themselves, but had recognized their right to fun after work-
hours as well as their right to protection while they worked.

In the glow of Mrs. Westmore's Christmas visitation an athletic club
had been formed, and leave obtained to use the Hopewood grounds for
Saturday afternoon sports; and thither Amherst continued to conduct the
boys after the mills closed at the week-end. His last Saturday had now
come: a shining afternoon of late February, with a red sunset bending
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above frozen river and slopes of unruffled snow. For an hour or more he
had led the usual sports, coasting down the steepdescentfrom the house
to the edge of the woods, and skating and playing hockey on the rough
river-ice which eager hands kept clear after every snow-storm. He al-
ways felt the contagion of these sports: the glow of movement, the tu-
mult of young voices, the sting of the winter air, roused all the boyhood
in his blood. But today he had to force himself through his part in the
performance. To the very last, as he now saw, he had hoped for a sign in
the heavens:not the reversal of his own sentenceÑfor, merely on discip-
linary grounds, he perceived that to be impossibleÑbut something
pointing to a change in the management of the mills, some proof that
Mrs. Westmore's intervention had betokened more than a passing im-
pulse of compassion. Surely she would not accept without question the
abandonment of her favourite scheme;and if she came back to put the
question, the answer would lay bare the whole situationÉ . So
Amherst's hopes had persuaded him; but the day before he had heard
that shewas to sail for Europe. The report, first announced in the papers,
had been confirmed by his mother, who brought back from a visit to
Hanaford the news that Mrs. Westmore was leaving at once for an indef-
inite period, and that the Hanaford house was to be closed. Irony would
have been the readiest caustic for the wound inflicted; but Amherst, for
that very reason, disdained it. He would not taint his disappointment
with mockery, but would leave it among the unspoiled sadnessesof
lifeÉ .

He flung himself into the boys' sports with his usual energy, meaning
that their last Saturday with him should be their merriest; but he went
through his part mechanically, and was glad when the sun began to dip
toward the rim of the woods.

He was standing on the ice, where the river widened just below the
house, when a jingle of bells broke on the still air, and he saw a sleigh
driven rapidly up the avenue. Amherst watched it in surprise. Who, at
that hour, could be invading the winter solitude of Hopewood? The
sleigh halted near the closed house, and a muffled figure, alighting
alone, began to move down the snowy slope toward the skaters.

In an instant he had torn off his skatesand was bounding up the bank.
He would have known the figure anywhereÑknown that lovely poise of
the head, the mixture of hesitancy and quickness in the light tread which
even the snow could not impede. Half-way up the slope to the house
they met, and Mrs. Westmore held out her hand. Faceand lips, as she
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stood above him, glowed with her swift passagethrough the evening air,
and in the blaze of the sunset she seemed saturated with heavenly fires.

"I drove out to find youÑthey told me you were hereÑI arrived this
morning, quite suddenlyÉ ."

Shebroke off, as though the encounter had checkedher ardour instead
of kindling it; but he drew no discouragement from her tone.

"I hoped you would come before I leftÑI knew you would!" he ex-
claimed; and at his last words her face clouded anxiously.

"I didn't know you were leaving Westmore till yesterdayÑthe day be-
foreÑI got a letterÉ ." Again she wavered, perceptibly trusting her diffi-
culty to him, in the sweet way he had been trying to forget; and he
answered with recovered energy: "The great thing is that you should be
here."

She shook her head at his optimism. "What can I do if you go?"

"You can give me a chance,before I go, to tell you a little about some
of the loose ends I am leaving."

"But why are you leaving them? I don't understand. Is it inevitable?"

"Inevitable," he returned, with an odd glow of satisfaction in the word;
and as her eyes besought him, he added, smiling: "I've been dismissed,
you see;and from the manager's standpoint I think I deserved it. But the
best part of my work needn't go with meÑand that is what I should like
to speak to you about. As assistant manager I can easily be re-
placedÑhave been, I understand, already; but among these boys here I
should like to think that a little of me stayedÑand it will, if you'll let me
tell you what I've been doing."

[Illustration: Half-way up the slope to the house they met.]

She glanced away from him at the busy throng on the ice and at the
other black cluster above the coasting-slide.

"How they're enjoying it!" she murmured. "What a pity it was never
done before! And who will keep it up when you're gone?"

"You," he answered, meeting her eyes again; and as she coloured a
little under his look he went on quickly: "Will you come over and look at
the coasting?The time is almost up. One more slide and they'll be pack-
ing off to supper."

She nodded "yes," and they walked in silence over the white lawn,
criss-crossedwith tramplings of happy feet, to the ridge from which the
coasters started on their run. Amherst's object in turning the talk had
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been to gain a moment's respite. He could not bear to waste his perfect
hour in futile explanations: he wanted to keep it undisturbed by any
thought of the future. And the same feeling seemedto possesshis com-
panion, for she did not speak again till they reached the knoll where the
boys were gathered.

A sled packed with them hung on the brink: with a last shout it was
off, dipping down the incline with the long curved flight of a swallow,
flashing across the wide meadow at the baseof the hill, and tossed up-
ward again by its own impetus, till it vanished in the dark rim of wood
on the opposite height. The lads waiting on the knoll sang out for joy,
and Bessy clapped her hands and joined with them.

"What fun! I wish I'd brought Cicely! I've not coasted for years," she
laughed out, as the seconddetachment of boys heaped themselveson an-
other sled and shot down. Amherst looked at her with a smile. He saw
that every other feeling had vanished in the exhilaration of watching the
flight of the sleds. She had forgotten why she had comeÑforgotten her
distress at his dismissalÑforgotten everything but the spell of the long
white slope, and the tingle of cold in her veins.

"Shall we go down? Should you like it?" he asked, feeling no resent-
ment under the heightened glow of his pulses.

"Oh, do take meÑI shall love it!" Her eyes shone like a child'sÑshe
might have been a lovelier embodiment of the shouting boyhood about
them.

The first band of coasters, sled at heels, had by this time already
covered a third of the homeward stretch; but Amherst was too impatient
to wait. Plunging down to the meadow he caught up the sled-rope, and
raced back with the pack of rejoicing youth in his wake. The sharp climb
up the hill seemed to fill his lungs with flame: his whole body burned
with a strange intensity of life. As he reached the top, a distant bell rang
across the fields from Westmore, and the boys began to snatch up their
coats and mufflers.

"Be off with youÑI'll look after the sleds," Amherst called to them as
they dispersed; then he turned for a moment to seethat the skaters be-
low were also heeding the summons.

A cold pallor lay on the river-banks and on the low meadow beneath
the knoll; but the woodland opposite stood black against scarlet vapours
that ravelled off in sheer light toward a sky hung with an icy moon.
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Amherst drew up the sled and held it steady while Bessy,seating her-
self, tucked her furs close with little breaks of laughter; then he placed
himself in front.

"Ready?" he cried over his shoulder, and "Ready!" she called back.

Their craft quivered under them, hanging an instant over the long
stretch of whiteness below; the level sun dazzled their eyes,and the first
plunge seemed to dash them down into darkness. Amherst heard a cry
of glee behind him; then all sounds were lost in the whistle of air hum-
ming by like the flight of a million arrows. They had dropped below the
sunset and were tearing through the clear nether twilight of the descent;
then, with a bound, the sled met the level, and shot away across the
meadow toward the opposite height. It seemedto Amherst as though his
body had been left behind, and only the spirit in him rode the wild blue
currents of galloping air; but as the sled's rush began to slacken with the
strain of the last ascent he was recalled to himself by the touch of the
breathing warmth at his back. Bessyhad put out a hand to steady her-
self, and asshe leaned forward, gripping his arm, a flying end of her furs
swept his face. There was a delicious pang in being thus caught back to
life; and as the sled stopped, and he sprang to his feet, he still glowed
with the sensation. Bessy too was under the spell. In the dusk of the
beech-grovewhere they had landed, he could barely distinguish her fea-
tures; but her eyesshone on him, and he heard her quick breathing as he
stooped to help her to her feet.

"Oh, how beautifulÑit's the only thing better than a good gallop!"

She leaned against a tree-bole, panting a little, and loosening her furs.

"What a pity it's too dark to begin again!" she sighed, looking about
her through the dim weaving of leafless boughs.

"It's not so dark in the openÑwe might have one more," he proposed;
but she shook her head, seized by a new whim.

"It's so still and delicious in hereÑdid you hear the snow fall when
that squirrel jumped acrossto the pine?" She tilted her head, narrowing
her lids asshepeered upward. "There he is! One gets used to the lightÉ .
Look! See his little eyes shining down at us!"

As Amherst looked where she pointed, the squirrel leapt to another
tree, and they stole on after him through the hushed wood, guided by
his grey flashes in the dimness. Here and there, in a break of the snow,
they trod on a bed of wet leavesthat gave out a breath of hidden life, or a
hemlock twig dashed its spicy scent into their faces.As they grew used
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to the twilight their eyes began to distinguish countless delicate grada-
tions of tint: cold mottlings of grey-black boles against the snow, wet rus-
sets of drifted beech-leaves,a distant network of mauve twigs melting
into the woodland haze. And in the silence just such fine gradations of
sound became audible: the soft drop of loosened snow-lumps, a stir of
startled wings, the creak of a dead branch, somewhere far off in
darkness.

They walked on, still in silence, as though they had entered the glade
of an enchanted forest and were powerless to turn back or to break the
hush with a word. They made no pretense of following the squirrel any
longer; he had flashed away to a high tree-top, from which his ironical
chatter pattered down on their unheeding ears. Amherst's sensations
were not of that highest order of happiness where mind and heart
mingle their elements in the strong draught of life: it was a languid fume
that stole through him from the cup at his lips. But after the senseof de-
feat and failure which the last weeks had brought, the reaction was too
exquisite to be analyzed. All he asked of the moment was its immediate
sweetnessÉ .

They had reached the brink of a rocky glen where a little brook still
sent its thread of sound through mufflings of ice and huddled branches.
Bessy stood still a moment, bending her head to the sweet cold tinkle;
then she moved away and said slowly: "We must go back."

As they turned to retrace their steps a yellow line of light through the
tree-trunks showed them that they had not, after all, gone very deep into
the wood. A few minutes' walk would restore them to the lingering day-
light, and on the farther side of the meadow stood the sleigh which was
to carry Bessyback to Hanaford. A sudden senseof the evanescenceof
the moment roused Amherst from his absorption. Before the next change
in the fading light he would be back again among the ugly realities of
life. Did she, too, hate to return to them? Or why else did she walk so
slowlyÑwhy did she seemasmuch afraid ashimself to break the silence
that held them in its magic circle?

A dead pine-branch caught in the edge of her skirt, and she stood still
while Amherst bent down to releaseher. As she turned to help him he
looked up with a smile.

"The wood doesn't want to let you go," he said.

She made no reply, and he added, rising: "But you'll come back to
itÑyou'll come back often, I hope."
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He could not seeher face in the dimness, but her voice trembled a little
as she answered: "I will do what you tell meÑbut I shall be
aloneÑagainst all the others: they don't understand."

The simplicity, the helplessness,of the avowal, appealed to him not as
a weakness but as a grace. He understood what she was really saying:
"How can you desert me? How can you put this great responsibility on
me, and then leave me to bear it alone?"and in the light of her unuttered
appeal his action seemed almost like cruelty. Why had he opened her
eyes to wrongs she had no strength to redress without his aid?

He could only answer, as he walked beside her toward the edge of the
wood: "You will not be aloneÑin time you will make the others under-
stand; in time they will be with you."

"Ah, you don't believe that!" she exclaimed, pausing suddenly, and
speaking with an intensity of reproach that amazed him.

"I hope it, at any rate," he rejoined, pausing also. "And I'm sure that if
you will come here oftenerÑif you'll really live among your peopleÑÑ"

"How can you say that, when you're deserting them?" she broke in,
with a feminine excessof inconsequence that fairly dashed the words
from his lips.

"Deserting them? Don't you understandÑÑ?"

"I understand that you've made Mr. Gainesand Truscomb angryÑyes;
but if I should insist on your stayingÑÑ"

Amherst felt the blood rush to his forehead. "NoÑno, it's not pos-
sible!" he exclaimed, with a vehemence addressed more to himself than
to her.

"Then what will happen at the mills?"

"Oh, some one else will be foundÑthe new ideas are stirring every-
where. And if you'll only come back here, and help my successorÑÑ"

"Do you think they are likely to chooseany one elsewith your ideas?"
she interposed with unexpected acuteness;and after a short silence he
answered: "Not immediately, perhaps; but in timeÑin time there will be
improvements."

"As if the poor people could wait! Oh, it's cruel, cruel of you to go!"

Her voice broke in a throb of entreaty that went to his inmost fibres.

"You don't understand. It's impossible in the present state of things
that I should do any good by staying."
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"Then you refuse? Even if I were to insist on their asking you to stay,
you would still refuse?" she persisted.

"YesÑI should still refuse."

Shemade no answer, but moved a few steps nearer to the edge of the
wood. The meadow was just below them now, and the sleigh in plain
sight on the height beyond. Their steps made no sound on the sodden
drifts underfoot, and in the silence he thought he heard a catch in her
breathing. It was enough to make the brimming moment overflow. He
stood still before her and bent his head to hers.

"Bessy!" he said, with sudden vehemence.

She did not speak or move, but in the quickened state of his percep-
tions he became aware that she was silently weeping. The gathering
darkness under the trees enveloped them. It absorbed her outline into
the shadowy background of the wood, from which her faceemerged in a
faint spot of pallor; and the same obscurity seemed to envelop his fac-
ulties, merging the hard facts of life in a blur of feeling in which the dis-
tinctest impression was the sweet sense of her tears.

"Bessy!" he exclaimed again; and as he drew a step nearer he felt her
yield to him, and bury her sobs against his arm.
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Part 2
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Chapter1
"BUT, JustineÑÑ"

Mrs. Harry Dressel, seated in the June freshness of her Oak Street
drawing-room, and harmonizing by her high lights and hard edgeswith
the white-and-gold angularities of the best furniture, cast a rebuking eye
on her friend Miss Brent, who stood arranging in a glass bowl the hand-
ful of roses she had just brought in from the garden.

Mrs. Dressel's intonation made it clear that the entrance of Miss Brent
had been the signal for renewing an argument which the latter had per-
haps left the room to escape.

"When you were here three years ago, Justine,I could understand your
not wanting to go out, becauseyou were in mourning for your moth-
erÑand besides, you'd volunteered for that bad surgical case in the
Hope Hospital. But now that you've come back for a rest and a change I
can't imagine why you persist in shutting yourself upÑunless, of
course," she concluded, in a higher key of reproach, "it's because you
think so little of Hanaford societyÑÑ"

JustineBrent, putting the last rose in place, turned from her task with a
protesting gesture.

"My dear Effie, who am I to think little of any society, when I belong to
none?" She passed a last light touch over the flowers, and crossing the
room, brushed her friend's hand with the same caressing gesture.

Mrs. Dressel met it with an unrelenting turn of her plump shoulder,
murmuring: "Oh, if you take that tone!" And on Miss Brent's gaily rejoin-
ing: "Isn't it better than to have other people take it for me?" she replied,
with an air of affront that expressed itself in a ruffling of her whole
pretty person: "If you'll excusemy saying so, Justine,the fact that you are
staying with me would be enough to make you welcome anywhere in
Hanaford!"

"I'm sure of it, dear; so sure that my horrid pride rather resents being
floated in on the high tide of such overwhelming credentials."
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Mrs. Dressel glanced up doubtfully at the dark face laughing down on
her. Though she was president of the Maplewood Avenue Book-club,
and habitually figured in the society column of the "Banner" asone of the
intellectual leaders of Hanaford, there were moments when her self-con-
fidence trembled before Justine's light sallies. It was absurd, of course,
given the relative situations of the two; and Mrs. Dressel, behind her
friend's back, was quickly reassuredby the thought that Justinewas only
a hospital nurse, who had to work for her living, and had really never
"been anywhere"; but when Miss Brent's verbal arrows were flying, it
seemed somehow of more immediate consequencethat she was fairly
well-connected, and lived in New York. No one placed a higher value on
the abstract qualities of wit and irony than Mrs. Dressel; the difficulty
was that she never quite knew when Justine's retorts were loaded, or
when her own susceptibilities were the target aimed at; and between her
desire to appear to take the joke, and the fear of being ridiculed without
knowing it, her pretty face often presented an interesting study in per-
plexity. As usual, she now took refuge in bringing the talk back to a per-
sonal issue.

"I can't imagine," she said, "why you won't go to the Gaines'sgarden-
party. It's always the most brilliant affair of the season;and this year,
with the John Amhersts here, and all their partyÑthat fascinating Mrs.
Eustace Ansell, and Mrs. Amherst's father, old Mr. Langhope, who is
quite as quick and clever as you areÑyou certainly can't accuseus of be-
ing dull and provincial!"

Miss Brent smiled. "As far as I can remember, Effie, it is always you
who accuse others of bringing that charge against Hanaford. For my
part, I know too little of it to have formed any opinion; but whatever it
may have to offer me, I am painfully conscious of having, at present,
nothing but your kind commendation to give in return."

Mrs. Dressel rose impatiently. "How absurdly you talk! You're a little
thinner than usual, and I don't like those dark lines under your eyes;but
Westy Gaines told me yesterday that he thought you handsomer than
ever, and that it was intensely becoming to some women to look over-
tired."

"It's lucky I'm one of that kind," Miss Brent rejoined, between a sigh
and a laugh, "and there's every promise of my getting handsomer every
day if somebody doesn't soon arrest the geometrical progression of my
good looks by giving me the chance to take a year's rest!"
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As she spoke, she stretched her arms above her head, with a gesture
revealing the suppleness of her slim young frame, but also its tenuity of
structureÑthe frailness of throat and shoulders, and the play of bones in
the delicate neck. Justine Brent had one of those imponderable bodies
that seem a mere pinch of matter shot through with light and colour.
Though she did not flush easily, auroral lights ran under her clear skin,
were lost in the shadows of her hair, and broke again in her eyes;and her
voice seemed to shoot light too, as though her smile flashed back from
her words as they fellÑall her features being so fluid and changeful that
the one solid thing about her was the massing of dense black hair which
clasped her face like the noble metal of some antique bust.

Mrs. Dressel's face softened at the note of weariness in the girl's voice.
"Are you very tired, dear?" she asked drawing her down to a seaton the
sofa.

"Yes,and noÑnot so much bodily, perhaps, as in spirit." Justine Brent
drew her brows together, and stared moodily at the thin brown hands
interwoven between Mrs. Dressel'splump fingers. Seatedthus, with hol-
lowed shoulders and brooding head, she might have figured a young
sibyl bowed above some mystery of fate; but the next moment her face,
inclining toward her friend's, cast off its shadows and resumed the look
of a plaintive child.

"The worst of it is that I don't look forward with any interest to taking
up the old drudgery again. Of course that loss of interest may be merely
physicalÑI should call it so in a nervous patient, no doubt. But in myself
it seemsdifferentÑit seemsto go to the roots of the world. You know it
was always the imaginative side of my work that helped me over the
ugly detailsÑthe pity and beauty that disinfected the physical horror;
but now that feeling is lost, and only the mortal disgust remains. Oh, Ef-
fie, I don't want to be a ministering angel any moreÑI want to be uncer-
tain, coy and hard to please. I want something dazzling and unaccount-
able to happen to meÑsomething new and unlived and indescribable!"

Shesnatched herself with a laugh from the bewildered Effie, and fling-
ing up her arms again, spun on a light heel across the polished floor.

"Well, then," murmured Mrs. Dressel with gentle obstinacy, "I can't see
why in the world you won't go to the Gaines's garden-party!" And
caught in the whirlwind of her friend's incomprehensible mirth, she still
persisted, as she ducked her blonde head to it: "If you'll only let me lend
you my dress with the Irish lace, you'll look smarter than anybody
thereÉ ."
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Before her toilet mirror, an hour later, JustineBrent seemedin a way to
fulfill Mrs. Dressel'sprediction. Somirror-like herself, she could no more
help reflecting the happy effect of a bow or a feather than the subtler in-
fluence of word and look; and her faceand figure were so new to the ad-
vantagesof dress that, at four-and-twenty, shestill produced the effect of
a young girl in her first "good" frock. In Mrs. Dressel's festal raiment,
which her dark tints subdued to a quiet elegance,shewas like the golden
core of a pale rose illuminating and scenting its petals.

Three years of solitary life, following on a youth of confidential intim-
acy with the mother shehad lost, had produced in her the quaint habit of
half-loud soliloquy. "Fine feathers, Justine!" she laughed back at her
laughing image. "You look like a phoenix risen from your ashes.But slip
back into your own plumage, and you'll be no more than a little brown
bird without a song!"

The luxurious suggestions of her dress, and the way her warm youth
became it, drew her back to memories of a childhood nestled in beauty
and gentle ways, before her handsome prodigal father had died, and her
mother's face had grown pinched in the long struggle with poverty. But
those memories were after all lessdear to Justine than the grey years fol-
lowing, when, growing up, she had helped to clear a spacein the wilder-
ness for their tiny hearth-fire, when her own efforts had fed the flame
and roofed it in from the weather. A great heat, kindled at that hearth,
had burned in her veins, making her devour her work, lighting and
warming the long cold days, and reddening the horizon through dark
passagesof revolt and failure; and she felt all the more deeply the chill of
reaction that set in with her mother's death.

Shethought she had chosenher work as a nurse in a spirit of high dis-
interestedness; but in the first hours of her bereavement it seemed as
though only the personal aim had sustained her. For a while, after this,
her sick people becameto her mere bundles of disintegrating matter, and
she shrank from physical pain with a distaste the deeper because,mech-
anically, she could not help working on to relieve it. Gradually her
sound nature passedout of this morbid phase, and she took up her task
with deeper pity if lessexalted ardour; glad to do her part in the vast im-
personal labour of easing the world's misery, but longing with all the
warm instincts of youth for a special load to lift, a single hand to clasp.

Ah, it was cruel to be alive, to be young, to bubble with springs of
mirth and tenderness and folly, and to live in perpetual contact with
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decay and painÑto look persistently into the grey face of death without
having lifted even a corner of life's veil! Now and then, when she felt her
youth flame through the sheath of dullness which was gradually enclos-
ing it, she rebelled at the conditions that tied a spirit like hers to its
monotonous task, while others, without a quiver of wings on their dull
shoulders, or a note of music in their hearts, had the whole wide world
to range through, and saw in it no more than a frightful emptiness to be
shut out with tight walls of habitÉ .

A tap on the door announced Mrs. Dressel, garbed for conquest, and
bestowing on her brilliant person the last anxious touches of the artist re-
luctant to part from a masterpiece.

"My dear, how well you look! I knew that dress would be becoming!"
she exclaimed, generously transferring her self-approval to Justine; and
adding, as the latter moved toward her: "I wish Westy Gaines could see
you now!"

"Well, he will presently," Miss Brent rejoined, ignoring the slight stress
on the name.

Mrs. Dressel continued to brood on her maternally. "JustineÑI wish
you'd tell me! You say you hate the life you're leading nowÑbut isn't
there somebody who mightÑÑ?"

"Give me another, with lace dressesin it?" Justine'sslight shrug might
have seemed theatrical, had it not been a part of the ceaselessdramatic
play of her flexible person. "There might be, perhapsÉ only I'm not
sureÑ" She broke off whimsically.

"Not sure of what?"

"That this kind of dress might not always be a little tight on the
shoulders."

"Tight on the shoulders? What do you mean, Justine? My clothes
simply hang on you!"

"Oh, Effie dear, don't you remember the fable of the wings under the
skin, that sprout when one meets a pair of kindred shoulders?" And, as
Mrs. Dressel bent on her a brow of unenlightenmentÑ"Well, it doesn't
matter: I only meant that I've always been afraid good clothes might
keep my wings from sprouting!" Sheturned back to the glass,giving her-
self a last light touch such as she had bestowed on the roses.

"And that reminds me," she continuedÑ"how about Mr. Amherst's
wings?"
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"John Amherst?" Mrs. Dressel brightened into immediate attention.
"Why, do you know him?"

"Not as the owner of the Westmore Mills; but I came across him as
their assistant manager three years ago, at the Hope Hospital, and he
was starting a very promising pair then. I wonder if they're doing aswell
under his new coat."

"I'm not sure that I understand you when you talk poetry," said Mrs.
Dressel with less interest; "but personally I can't say I like John Amh-
erstÑand he is certainly not worthy of such a lovely woman as Mrs.
Westmore. Of course she would never let any one seethat she'snot per-
fectly happy; but I'm told he has given them all a great deal of trouble by
interfering in the management of the mills, and his manner is so cold and
sarcasticÑthe truth is, I suppose he's never quite at easein society. Her
family have never been really reconciled to the marriage; and Westy
Gaines saysÑÑ"

"Ah, Westy Gaineswould," Justine interposed lightly. "But if Mrs. Am-
herst is really the Bessy Langhope I used to know it must be rather a
struggle for the wings!"

Mrs. Dressel's flagging interest settled on the one glimpse of fact in
this statement. "It's such a coincidence that you should have known her
too! Was she always so perfectly fascinating? I wish I knew how she
gives that look to her hair!"

Justine gathered up the lace sunshade and long gloves which her
friend had lent her. "There was not much more that was genuine about
her characterÑthat was her very own, I meanÑthan there is about my
appearanceat this moment. Shewas always the dearest little chameleon
in the world, taking everybody's colour in the most flattering way, and
giving back, I must say, a most charming reflectionÑif you'll excusethe
mixed metaphor; but when one got her by herself, with no reflections to
catch, one found she hadn't any particular colour of her own. One of the
girls used to say she ought to wear a tag, becauseshe was so easily mis-
laidÑÑ Now then, I'm ready!"

Justine advanced to the door, and Mrs. Dressel followed her down-
stairs, reflecting with pardonable complacency that one of the disadvant-
ages of being clever was that it tempted one to say sarcastic things of
other womenÑthan which she could imagine no more crying social
error.

During the drive to the garden-party, Justine's thoughts, drawn to the
past by the mention of Bessy Langhope's name, reverted to the comic
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inconsequencesof her own lotÑto that persistent irrelevance of incident
that had once made her compare herself to an actor always playing his
part before the wrong stage-setting. Was there not, for instance, a mock-
ing incongruity in the fact that a creature so leaping with life should
have, for chief outlet, the narrow mental channel of the excellent couple
between whom she was now being borne to the Gaines garden-party?
All her friendships were the result of propinquity or of early association,
and fate had held her imprisoned in a circle of well-to-do mediocrity,
peopled by just such figures as those of the kindly and prosperous Dres-
sels.Effie Dressel, the daughter of a cousin of Mrs. Brent's, had obscurely
but safely allied herself with the heavy blond young man who was to
succeedhis father as President of the Union Bank, and who was already
regarded by the "solid business interests" of Hanaford as possessingtal-
ents likely to carry him far in the development of the paternal fortunes.
Harry Dressel'shonest countenancegave no evidence of peculiar astute-
ness,and he was in fact rather the product of special conditions than of
an irresistible bent. He had the sound Saxonlove of games,and the most
interesting game he had ever been taught was "business." He was a
simple domestic being, and according to Hanaford standards the most
obvious obligation of the husband and father was to make his family
richer. If Harry Dresselhad ever formulated his aims, he might have said
that he wanted to be the man whom Hanaford most respected,and that
was only another way of saying, the richest man in Hanaford. Effie em-
braced his creed with a zeal facilitated by such evidence of its soundness
as a growing income and the early prospects of a carriage. Her mother-
in-law, a kind old lady with a simple unquestioning love of money, had
told her on her wedding day that Harry's one object would always be to
make his family proud of him; and the recent purchase of the victoria in
which Justine and the Dressels were now seated was regarded by the
family as a striking fulfillment of this prophecy.

In the course of her hospital work Justine had of necessity run across
far different types; but from the connections thus offered she was often
held back by the subtler shadesof taste that civilize human intercourse.
Her world, in short, had been chiefly peopled by the dull or the crude,
and, hemmed in between the two, she had created for herself an inner
kingdom where the fastidiousness shehad to set aside in her outward re-
lations recovered its full sway. There must be actual beings worthy of
admission to this secret precinct, but hitherto they had not come her
way; and the sensethat they were somewhere just out of reach still gave
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an edge of youthful curiosity to each encounter with a new group of
people.

Certainly, Mrs. Gaines'sgarden-party seemedan unlikely field for the
exerciseof such curiosity: Justine'sfew glimpses of Hanaford society had
revealed it as rather a dull thick body, with a surface stimulated only by
ill-advised references to the life of larger capitals; and the concentrated
essenceof social Hanaford was of course to be found at the Gainesenter-
tainments. It presented itself, however, in the rich Juneafternoon, on the
long shadows of the well-kept lawn, and among the paths of the rose-
garden, in its most amiable aspect; and to Justine, wearied by habitual
contact with ugliness and suffering, there was pure delight in the verd-
ant setting of the picture, and in the light harmonious tints of the figures
peopling it. If the company was dull, it was at least decorative; and
poverty, misery and dirt were shut out by the placid unconsciousnessof
the guests as securely as by the leafy barriers of the garden.
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Chapter2
"AH, Mrs. Dressel,we were on the lookout for youÑwaiting for the cur-
tain to rise. Your friend Miss Brent? Juliana, Mrs. Dressel's friend Miss
BrentÑÑ"

Near the brilliantly-striped marquee that formed the axis of the Gaines
garden-parties, Mr. Halford Gaines, a few paces from his wife and
daughters, stood radiating a royal welcome on the stream of visitors
pouring acrossthe lawn. It was only to eyesperverted by a different so-
cial perspective that there could be any doubt as to the importance of the
Gaines entertainments. To Hanaford itself they were epoch-making; and
if any rebellious spirit had cherished a doubt of the fact, it would have
been quelled by the official majesty of Mr. Gaines's frock-coat and the
comprehensive cordiality of his manner.

There were moments when New York hung like a disquieting cloud
on the social horizon of Mrs. Gaines and her daughters; but to Halford
Gaines Hanaford was all in all. As an exponent of the popular and
patriotic "good-enough-for-me" theory he stood in high favour at the
Hanaford Club, where a too-keen consciousnessof the metropolis was
alternately combated by easy allusion and studied omission, and where
the unsettled fancies of youth were chastenedand steadied by the reflec-
tion that, if Hanaford was good enough for Halford Gaines, it must offer
opportunities commensurate with the largest ideas of life.

Never did Mr. Gaines's manner bear richer witness to what could be
extracted from Hanaford than when he was in the act of applying to it
the powerful pressure of his hospitality. The resultant essencewas so
bubbling with social exhilaration that, to its producer at any rate, its
somewhat mixed ingredients were lost in one highly flavoured draught.
Under ordinary circumstances no one discriminated more keenly than
Mr. Gaines between different shades of social importance; but any one
who was entertained by him was momentarily ennobled by the fact, and
not all the anxious telegraphy of his wife and daughters could, for in-
stance, recall to him that the striking young woman in Mrs. Dressel's
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wake was only some obscure protŽgŽe,whom it was odd of Effie to have
brought, and whose presence was quite unnecessary to emphasize.

"Juliana, Miss Brent tells me shehas never seenour roses.Oh, there are
other roses in Hanaford, Miss Brent; I don't mean to imply that no one
else attempts them; but unless you can afford to give carte blanche to
your manÑand mine happens to be something of a specialistÉ well, if
you'll come with me, I'll let them speak for themselves. I always say that
if people want to know what we can do they must come and seeÑthey'll
never find out from me!"

A more emphatic signal from his wife arrested Mr. Gainesashe was in
the act of leading Miss Brent away.

"Eh?ÑWhat? The Amhersts and Mrs. Ansell? You must excuse me
then, I'm afraidÑbut Westy shall take you. Westy, my boy, it's an ill-
windÉ . I want you to show this young lady our roses."And Mr. Gaines,
with mingled reluctance and satisfaction, turned away to receive the
most important guests of the day.

It had not needed his father's summons to draw the expert Westy to
Miss Brent: he was already gravitating toward her, with the nonchalance
bred of cosmopolitan successes,but with a directness of aim due also to
his larger opportunities of comparison.

"The roses will do," he explained, as he guided her through the in-
creasing circle of guests about his mother; and in answer to Justine's
glance of enquiry: "To get you away, I mean. They're not much in them-
selves,you know; but everything of the governor's always begins with a
capital letter."

"Oh, but theserosesdeserve to," Justine exclaimed, as they paused un-
der the evergreen archway at the farther end of the lawn.

"I don't knowÑnot if you've been in England," Westy murmured,
watching furtively for the impression produced, on one who had pre-
sumably not, by the great blush of colour massedagainst its dusky back-
ground of clipped evergreens.

Justine smiled. "I have beenÑbut I've been in the slums since; in hor-
rible places that the least of those flowers would have lighted up like a
lamp."

Westy's guarded glance imprudently softened. "It's the beastliest kind
of a shame, your ever having had to do such workÑÑ"
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"Oh, had to?" she flashed back at him disconcertingly. "It was my
choice, you know: there was a time when I couldn't live without it. Phil-
anthropy is one of the subtlest forms of self-indulgence."

Westy met this with a vague laugh. If a chap who was as knowing as
the devil did, once in a way, indulge himself in the luxury of talking
recklessly to a girl with exceptional eyes, it was rather upsetting to dis-
cover in those eyes no consciousness of the risk he had taken!

"But I am rather tired of it now," she continued, and his look grew
guarded again. After all, they were all the sameÑexcept in that particu-
lar matter of the eyes. At the thought, he risked another look, hung on
the sharp edge of betrayal, and was snatched back, not by the manly in-
stinct of self-preservation, but by some imp of mockery lurking in the
depths that lured him.

He recovered his balance and took refuge in a tone of worldly ease."I
saw a chap the other day who said he knew you when you were at Saint
Elizabeth'sÑwasn't that the name of your hospital?"

Justine assented."One of the doctors, I suppose. Where did you meet
him?"

Ah, now she should see! He summoned his utmost carelessnessof
tone. "Down on Long Island last weekÑI was spending Sunday with the
Amhersts." He held up the glittering fact to her, and watched for the
least little blink of awe; but her lids never trembled. It was a confession
of social blindness which painfully negatived Mrs. Dressel'shint that she
knew the Amhersts; if she had even known of them, she could not so
fatally have missed his point.

"Long Island?" Shedrew her brows together in puzzled retrospection.
"I wonder if it could have been Stephen Wyant? I heard he had taken
over his uncle's practice somewhere near New York."

"WyantÑthat's the name. He's the doctor at Clifton, the nearest town
to the Amhersts' place. Little Cicely had a coldÑCicely Westmore, you
knowÑa small cousin of mine, by the wayÑ" he switched a rose-branch
loftily out of her path, explaining, as she moved on, that Cicely was the
daughter of Mrs. Amherst's first marriage to Richard Westmore. "That's
the way I happened to seethis Dr. Wyant. BessyÑMrs. AmherstÑasked
him to stop to luncheon, after he'd seen the kid. He seemsrather a dis-
contented sort of a chapÑgrumbling at not having a New York practice.
I should have thought he had rather a snug berth, down there at Lyn-
brook, with all those swells to dose."
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Justinesmiled. "Dr. Wyant is ambitious, and swells don't have as inter-
esting diseasesas poor people. One gets tired of giving them bread pills
for imaginary ailments. But Dr. Wyant is not strong himself and I fancy a
country practice is better for him than hard work in town."

"You think him clever though, do you?" Westy enquired absently. He
was already bored with the subject of the Long Island doctor, and vexed
at the lack of perception that led his companion to show more concern in
the fortunes of a country practitioner than in the fact of his own visit to
the Amhersts; but the topic was a safe one, and it was agreeable to see
how her face kindled when she was interested.

Justine mused on his question. "I think he has very great prom-
iseÑwhich he is almost certain not to fulfill," she answered with a sigh
which seemedto Westy's anxious ear to betray a more than professional
interest in the person referred to.

"Oh, come nowÑwhy not? With the Amhersts to give him a startÑI
heard my cousin recommending him to a lot of people the other
dayÑÑ"

"Oh, he may become a fashionable doctor," Justine assented indiffer-
ently; to which her companion rejoined, with a puzzled stare: "That's just
what I meanÑwith Bessy backing him!"

"Has Mrs. Amherst becomesuch a power, then?" Justine asked, taking
up the coveted theme just as he despaired of attracting her to it.

"My cousin?" he stretched the two syllables to the cracking-point.
"Well, she's awfully rich, you know; and there's nobody smarter. Don't
you think so?"

"I don't know; it's so long since I've seen her."

He brightened. "You did know her, then?" But the discovery made her
obtuseness the more inexplicable!

"Oh, centuries ago: in another world."

"CenturiesÑI like that!" Westy gallantly protested, his ardour kindling
as she swam once more within his social ken. "And Amherst? You know
him too, I suppose? By Jove, here he is nowÑÑ"

He signalled a tall figure strolling slowly toward them with bent head
and brooding gaze. Justine's eye had retained a vivid image of the man
with whom, scarcely three years earlier, shehad lived through a moment
of such poignant intimacy, and she recognized at once his lean outline,
and the keen spring of his features, still veiled by the same look of in-
ward absorption. She noticed, as he raised his hat in response to Westy

95



Gaines's greeting, that the vertical lines between his brows had
deepened; and a moment later she was aware that this change was the
visible token of others which went deeper than the fact of his good
clothes and his general air of leisure and well-beingÑchanges percept-
ible to her only in the startled sense of how prosperity had aged him.

"Hallo, AmherstÑtrying to get under cover?" Westy jovially accosted
him, with a significant gesture toward the crowded lawn from which the
new-comer had evidently fled. "I was just telling Miss Brent that this is
the safest place on these painful occasionsÑOh, confound it, it's not as
safe as I thought! Here's one of my sisters making for me!"

There ensued a short conflict of words, before his feeble flutter of res-
istance was borne down by a resolute Miss Gaines who, as she swept
him back to the marquee, cried out to Amherst that her mother was ask-
ing for him too; and then Justine had time to observe that her remaining
companion had no intention of responding to his hostess's appeal.

Westy, in naming her, had laid just enough stresson the name to let it
serve as a reminder or an introduction, as circumstances might decide,
and she saw that Amherst, roused from his abstraction by the proffered
clue, was holding his hand out doubtfully.

"I think we haven't met for some years," he said.

Justine smiled. "I have a better reason than you for remembering the
exactdate;" and in responseto his look of surprise sheadded: "You made
me commit a professional breach of faith, and I've never known since
whether to be glad or sorry."

Amherst still bent on her the gazewhich seemedto find in external de-
tails an obstacle rather than a help to recognition; but suddenly his face
cleared. "It was you who told me the truth about poor Dillon! I couldn't
imagine why I seemed to see you in such a different settingÉ ."

"Oh, I'm disguised as a lady this afternoon," she said smiling. "But I'm
glad you saw through the disguise."

He smiled back at her. "Are you? Why?"

"It seemsto make itÑif it's so transparentÑless of a sham, lessof a dis-
honesty," she began impulsively, and then paused again, a little annoyed
at the overemphasis of her words. Why was she explaining and excusing
herself to this stranger? Did she propose to tell him next that she had
borrowed her dress from Effie Dressel?To cover her confusion she went
on with a slight laugh: "But you haven't told me."

"What was I to tell you?"
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"Whether to be glad or sorry that I broke my vow and told the truth
about Dillon."

They were standing face to face in the solitude of the garden-walk, for-
getful of everything but the sudden surprised senseof intimacy that had
marked their former brief communion. Justine had raised her eyes half-
laughingly to Amherst, but they dropped before the unexpected serious-
ness of his.

"Why do you want to know?" he asked.

She made an effort to sustain the note of pleasantry.

"WellÑit might, for instance, determine my future conduct. You see
I'm still a nurse, and such problems are always likely to present
themselves."

"Ah, then don't!"

"Don't?"

"I meanÑ" He hesitated a moment, reaching up to break a rose from
the branch that tapped his shoulder. "I was only thinking what risks we
run when we scramble into the chariot of the gods and try to do the driv-
ing. Be passiveÑbe passive, and you'll be happier!"

"Oh, as to thatÑ!" Sheswept it aside with one of her airy motions. "But
Dillon, for instanceÑwould he have been happier if I'd been passive?"

Amherst seemed to ponder. "There againÑhow can one tell?"

"And the risk's not worth taking?"

"No!"

She paused, and they looked at each other again. "Do you mean that
seriously, I wonder? Do youÑÑ"

"Act on it myself? God forbid! The gods drive so badly. There's poor
DillonÉ he happened to be in their wayÉ as we all are at times." He
pulled himself up, and went on in a matter-of-fact tone: "In Dillon's case,
however, my axioms don't apply. When my wife heard the truth she
was, of course, immensely kind to him; and if it hadn't been for you she
might never have known."

Justine smiled. "I think you would have found outÑI was only the
humble instrument. But nowÑ" she hesitatedÑ"now you must be able
to do so muchÑ"

Amherst lifted his head, and she saw the colour rise under his fair
skin. "Out at Westmore? You've never been there since? YesÑmy wife
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has made some changes;but it's all so problematicÑand one would have
to live hereÉ ."

"You don't, then?"

He answered by an imperceptible shrug. "Of course I'm here often;
and she comesnow and then. But the journey's tiresome, and it is not al-
ways easyfor her to get away." He checked himself, and Justinesaw that
he, in turn, was suddenly conscious of the incongruity of explaining and
extenuating his personal situation to a stranger. "But then we're not
strangers!" a voice in her exulted, just as he added, with an embarrassed
attempt to effaceand yet justify his moment of expansion: "That reminds
meÑI think you know my wife. I heard her asking Mrs. Dressel about
you. She wants so much to see you."

The transition had been effected, at the expense of dramatic interest,
but to the obvious triumph of social observances;and to Justine,after all,
regaining at his side the group about the marquee, the interest was not
so much diminished as shifted to the no less suggestive problem of
studying the friend of her youth in the unexpected character of John
Amherst's wife.

Meanwhile, however, during the brief transit acrossthe Gaines green-
sward, her thoughts were still busy with Amherst. Shehad seenat once
that the peculiar sense of intimacy reawakened by their meeting had
been chilled and deflected by her first allusion to the topic which had
previously brought them together: Amherst had drawn back as soon as
she named the mills. What could be the cause of his reluctance? When
they had last met, the subject burned within him: her being in actual fact
a stranger had not, then, been an obstacle to his confidences. Now that
he was master at Westmore it was plain that another tone became
himÑthat his situation necessitated a greater reserve; but her enquiry
did not imply the least wish to overstep this restriction: it merely showed
her remembrance of his frankly-avowed interest in the operatives.
Justine was struck by the fact that so natural an allusion should put him
on the defensive. She did not for a moment believe that he had lost his
interest in the mills; and that his point of view should have shifted with
the fact of ownership she rejected as an equally superficial reading of his
character. The man with whom she had talked at Dillon's bedside was
one in whom the ruling purposes had already shaped themselves,and to
whom life, in whatever form it came, must henceforth take their mould.
As she reached this point in her analysis, it occurred to her that his
shrinking from the subject might well imply not indifference, but a
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deeper preoccupation: a preoccupation for some reason suppressed and
almost disavowed, yet sustaining the more intensely its painful hidden
life. From this inference it was but a leap of thought to the nextÑthat the
causeof the change must be sought outside of himself, in some external
influence strong enough to modify the innate lines of his character. And
where could such an influence be more obviously sought than in the
marriage which had transformed the assistant manager of the Westmore
Mills not, indeed, into their ownerÑthat would rather have tended to
simplify the problemÑbut into the husband of Mrs. Westmore?After all,
the mills were Bessy'sÑand for a farther understanding of the caseit re-
mained to find out what manner of person Bessy had become.

Justine's first impression, as her friend's charming arms received
herÑwith an eagernessof welcome not lost on the suspended judgment
of feminine HanafordÑthe immediate impression was of a gain of em-
phasis, of individuality, as though the fluid creature she remembered
had belied her prediction, and run at last into a definite mould.
YesÑBessy had acquired an outline: a graceful one, as becameher early
promise, though with, perhaps, a little more sharpnessof edge than her
youthful texture had promised. But the side she turned to her friend was
still all softnessÑhad in it a hint of the old pliancy, the impulse to lean
and enlace, that at once woke in Justine the corresponding instinct of
guidance and protection, so that their first kiss, before a word was
spoken, carried the two back to the precise relation in which their school-
days had left them. So easy a reversion to the past left no room for the
senseof subsequent changesby which such reunions are sometimes em-
barrassed. Justine's sympathies had, instinctively, and almost at once,
transferred themselves to Bessy'ssideÑpassing over at a leap the pained
recognition that there were sides alreadyÑand Bessy had gathered up
Justine into the circle of gentle self-absorption which left her very dimly
aware of any distinctive characteristic in her friends except that of their
affection for herselfÑsince she asked only, as she appealingly put it, that
they should all be "dreadfully fond" of her.

"And I've wanted you so often, Justine: you're the only clever person
I'm not afraid of, becauseyour cleverness always used to make things
clear instead of confusing them. I've asked so many people about
youÑbut I never heard a word till just the other dayÑwasn't it
odd?Ñwhen our new doctor at Rushton happened to say that he knew
you. I've been rather unwell latelyÑnervous and tired, and sleeping
badlyÑand he told me I ought to keep perfectly quiet, and be under the
care of a nurse who could make me do as she chose:just such a nurse as
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a wonderful Miss Brent he had known at St. Elizabeth's, whose patients
obeyed her as if she'd been the colonel of a regiment. His description
made me laugh, it reminded me so much of the way you used to make
me do what you wanted at the conventÑand then it suddenly occurred
to me that I had heard of you having gone in for nursing, and we com-
pared notes, and I found it was really you! Wasn't it odd that we should
discover each other in that way? I daresay we might have passed in the
street and never known itÑI'm sure I must be horribly changedÉ ."

Thus Bessy discoursed, in the semi-isolation to which, under an
overarching beech-tree, the discretion of their hostess had allowed the
two friends to withdraw for the freer exchange of confidences. There
was, at first sight, nothing in her aspect to bear out Mrs. Amherst's
plaintive allusion to her health, but Justine,who knew that shehad lost a
baby a few months previously, assumed that the effect of this shock still
lingered, though evidently mitigated by a reviving interest in pretty
clothes and the other ornamental accessoriesof life. Certainly BessyAm-
herst had grown into the full loveliness which her childhood promised.
Shehad the kind of finished prettiness that declares itself early, holds its
own through the awkward transitions of girlhood, and resists the strain
of all later vicissitudes, as though miraculously preserved in some clear
medium impenetrable to the wear and tear of living.

"You absurd child! You've not changed a bit except to grow more so!"
Justine laughed, paying amused tribute to the childish craving for "a
compliment" that still betrayed itself in Bessy's eyes.

"Well, you have, then, JustineÑyou've grown extraordinarily
handsome!"

"That is extraordinary of me, certainly," the other acknowledged gaily.
"But then think what room for improvement there wasÑand how much
time I've had to improve in!"

"It is a long time, isn't it?" Bessyassented."I feel so intimate, still, with
the old Justine of the convent, and I don't know the new one a bit. Just
thinkÑI've a great girl of my own, almost as old as we were when we
went to the Sacred Heart: But perhaps you don't know anything about
me either. You see, I married again two years ago, and my poor baby
died last MarchÉ so I have only Cicely. It was such a disappointmentÑI
wanted a boy dreadfully, and I understand little babies so much better
than a big girl like CicelyÉ . Oh, dear, here is Juliana Gainesbringing up
some more tiresome people! It's such a bore, but John says I must know

100



them all. Well, thank goodnesswe've only one more day in this dreadful
placeÑand of course I shall see you, dear, before we goÉ ."
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Chapter3
AFTER conducting Miss Brent to his wife, John Amherst, by the exercise
of considerable strategic skill, had once more contrived to detach himself
from the throng on the lawn, and, regaining a path in the shrubbery, had
taken refuge on the verandah of the house.

Here, under the shade of the awning, two ladies were seated in a se-
clusion agreeably tempered by the distant strains of the Hanaford band,
and by the shifting prospect of the groups below them.

"Ah, here he is now!" the younger of the two exclaimed, turning on
Amherst the smile of intelligence that Mrs. Eustace Ansell was in the
habit of substituting for the idle preliminaries of conversation. "We were
not talking of you, though," sheadded asAmherst took the seatto which
his mother beckoned him, "but of BessyÑwhich, I suppose, is almost as
indiscreet."

Sheadded the last phrase after an imperceptible pause,and as if in de-
precation of the hardly more perceptible frown which, at the mention of
his wife's name, had deepened the lines between Amherst's brows.

"Indiscreet of his own mother and his wife's friend?" Mrs. Amherst
protested, laying her trimly-gloved hand on her son's arm; while the lat-
ter, with his eyes on her companion, said slowly: "Mrs. Ansell knows
that indiscretion is the last fault of which her friends are likely to accuse
her."

"Raison de plus, you mean?" she laughed, meeting squarely the chal-
lenge that passed between them under Mrs. Amherst's puzzled gaze.
"Well, if I take advantage of my reputation for discretion to meddle a
little now and then, at least I do so in a good cause.I was just saying how
much I wish that you would take Bessy to Europe; and I am so sure of
my cause,in this case,that I am going to leave it to your mother to give
you my reasons."
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She rose as she spoke, not with any sign of haste or embarrassment,
but as if gracefully recognizing the desire of mother and son to be alone
together; but Amherst, rising also, made a motion to detain her.

"No one elsewill be able to put your reasonshalf so convincingly," he
said with a slight smile, "and I am sure my mother would much rather be
spared the attempt."

Mrs. Ansell met the smile as freely as she had met the challenge. "My
dear Lucy," she rejoined, laying, as she reseatedherself, a light caresson
Mrs. Amherst's hand, "I'm sorry to be flattered at your expense,but it's
not in human nature to resist such an appeal. You see,"she added, rais-
ing her eyes to Amherst, "how sure I am of myselfÑand of you, when
you've heard me."

"Oh, John is always ready to hear one," his mother murmured
innocently.

"Well, I don't know that I shall even ask him to do as much as
thatÑI'm so sure, after all, that my suggestion carries its explanation
with it."

There was a moment's pause, during which Amherst let his eyes
wander absently over the dissolving groups on the lawn.

"The suggestion that I should take Bessyto Europe?" He paused again.
"WhenÑnext autumn?"

"No: nowÑat once. On a long honeymoon."

He frowned slightly at the last word, passing it by to revert to the dir-
ect answer to his question.

"At once? NoÑI can't see that the suggestion carries its explanation
with it."

Mrs. Ansell looked at him hesitatingly. She was conscious of the ill-
chosen word that still reverberated between them, and the unwonted
senseof having blundered made her, for the moment, less completely
mistress of herself.

"Ah, you'll see farther presentlyÑ" She rose again, unfurling her lace
sunshade,as if to give a touch of definiteness to her action. "It's not, after
all," she added, with a sweet frankness, "a case for argument, and still
less for persuasion. My reasonsare excellentÑI should insist on putting
them to you myself if they were not! But they're so good that I can leave
you to find them outÑand to back them up with your own, which will
probably be a great deal better."
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She summed up with a light nod, which included both Amherst and
his mother, and turning to descend the verandah steps, waved a signal
to Mr. Langhope, who was limping disconsolately toward the house.

"What has she been saying to you, mother?" Amherst asked, returning
to his seat beside his mother.

Mrs. Amherst replied by a shake of her head and a raised forefinger of
reproval. "Now, Johnny, I won't answer a single question till you smooth
out those lines between your eyes."

Her son relaxed his frown to smile back at her. "Well, dear, there have
to be some wrinkles in every family, and asyou absolutely refuse to take
your shareÑ" His eyes rested affectionately on the frosty sparkle of her
charming old face, which had, in its setting of recovered prosperity, the
freshness of a sunny winter morning, when the very snow gives out a
suggestion of warmth.

He remembered how, on the evening of his dismissal from the mills,
he had paused on the threshold of their sitting-room to watch her a mo-
ment in the lamplight, and had thought with bitter compunction of the
fresh wrinkle he was about to add to the lines about her eyes.The three
years which followed had effaced that wrinkle and veiled the others in a
tardy bloom of well-being. From the moment of turning her back on
Westmore, and establishing herself in the pretty little house at Hanaford
which her son's wife had placed at her disposal, Mrs. Amherst had shed
all tracesof the difficult years; and the fact that his marriage had enabled
him to set free, before it was too late, the pent-up springs of her youth-
fulness, sometimes seemedto Amherst the clearest gain in his life's con-
fused total of profit and loss. It was, at any rate, the sense of Bessy's
share in the change that softened his voice when he spoke of her to his
mother.

"Now, then, if I present a sufficiently unruffled surface, let us go back
to Mrs. AnsellÑfor I confessthat her mysterious reasonsare not yet ap-
parent to me."

Mrs. Amherst looked deprecatingly at her son. "Maria Ansell is de-
voted to you too, JohnÑÑ"

"Of course she is! It's her r™leto be devoted to everybodyÑespecially
to her enemies."

"Her enemies?"

"Oh, I didn't intend any personal application. But why does she want
me to take Bessy abroad?"
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"She and Mr. Langhope think that Bessy is not looking well."

Amherst paused, and the frown showed itself for a moment. "What do
you think, mother?"

"I hadn't noticed it myself: Bessyseemsto me prettier than ever. But
perhaps she has less colourÑand she complains of not sleeping. Maria
thinks she still frets over the baby."

Amherst made an impatient gesture. "Is Europe the only panacea?"

"You should consider, John, that Bessy is used to change and amuse-
ment. I think you sometimes forget that other people haven't your fac-
ulty of absorbing themselves in a single interest. And Maria says that the
new doctor at Clifton, whom they seem to think so clever, is very
anxious that Bessy should go to Europe this summer."

"No doubt; and so is every one else: I mean her father and old Trede-
garÑand your friend Mrs. Ansell not least."

Mrs. Amherst lifted her bright black eyesto his. "Well, thenÑif they all
think she needs itÑÑ"

"Good heavens, if travel were what she needed!ÑWhy, we've never
stopped travelling since we married. We've been everywhere on the
globe except at HanafordÑthis is her second visit here in three years!"
He rose and took a rapid turn acrossthe deserted verandah. "It's not be-
causeher health requires itÑit's to get me away from Westmore, to pre-
vent things being done there that ought to be done!" he broke out vehe-
mently, halting again before his mother.

The aged pink faded from Mrs. Amherst's face, but her eyes retained
their lively glitter. "To prevent things being done? What a strange thing
to say!"

"I shouldn't have said it if I hadn't seenyou falling under Mrs. Ansell's
spell."

His mother had a gesture which showed from whom he had inherited
his impulsive movements. "Really, my sonÑ!" Shefolded her hands, and
added after a pause of self-recovery: "If you mean that I have ever at-
tempted to interfereÑÑ"

"No, no: but when they pervert things so damnablyÑÑ"

"John!"

He dropped into his chair again, and pushed the hair from his fore-
head with a groan.
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"Well, thenÑput it that they have as much right to their view as I
have: I only want you to seewhat it is. Whenever I try to do anything at
WestmoreÑto give a real start to the work that Bessyand I planned to-
getherÑsome pretext is found to stop it: to pack us off to the ends of the
earth, to cry out against reducing her income, to encourage her in some
new extravagance to which the work at the mills must be sacrificed!"

Mrs. Amherst, growing pale under this outbreak, assured herself by a
nervous backward glance that their privacy was still uninvaded; then her
eyes returned to her son's face.

"JohnÑare you sure you're not sacrificing your wife to the mills?"

He grew pale in turn, and they looked at each other for a moment
without speaking.

"You see it as they do, then?" he rejoined with a discouraged sigh.

"I see it as any old woman would, who had my experiences to look
back to."

"Mother!" he exclaimed.

She smiled composedly. "Do you think I mean that as a reproach?
That's because men will never understand womenÑleast of all, sons
their mothers. No real mother wants to come first; she puts her son's ca-
reer ahead of everything. But it's different with a wifeÑand a wife as
much in love as Bessy."

Amherst looked away. "I should have thought that was a reasonÑÑ"

"That would reconcile her to being set aside, to counting only second
in your plans?"

"They were her plans when we married!"

"Ah, my dearÑ!" She paused on that, letting her shrewd old glance,
and all the delicate lines of experience in her face, supply what farther
comment the ineptitude of his argument invited.

He took the full measure of her meaning, receiving it in a baffled si-
lence that continued as she rose and gathered her lace mantle about her,
as if to signify that their confidences could not, on such an occasion, be
farther prolonged without singularity. Then he stood up also and joined
her, resting his hand on hers while she leaned on the verandah rail.

"Poor mother! And I've kept you to myself all this time, and spoiled
your good afternoon."

"No, dear; I was a little tired, and had slipped away to be quiet." She
paused, and then went on, persuasively giving back his pressure: "I
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know how you feel about doing your duty, John;but now that things are
so comfortably settled, isn't it a pity to unsettle them?"

Amherst had intended, on leaving his mother, to rejoin Bessy,whom
he could still discern, on the lawn, in absorbed communion with Miss
Brent; but after what had passed it seemed impossible, for the moment,
to recover the garden-party tone, and he made his escapethrough the
house while a trio of Cuban singers, who formed the crowning number
of the entertainment, gathered the company in a denser circle about their
guitars.

As he walked on aimlessly under the deep June shadows of Maple-
wood Avenue his mother's last words formed an ironical accompani-
ment to his thoughts. "Now that things are comfortably settledÑ" he
knew so well what that elastic epithet covered! Himself, for instance, en-
sconced in the impenetrable prosperity of his wonderful marriage; her-
self too (unconsciously, dear soul!), so happily tucked away in a cranny
of that new and spacious life, and no more able to conceive why existing
conditions should be disturbed than the bird in the eaves understands
why the house should be torn down. WellÑhe had learned at last what
his experience with his poor, valiant, puzzled mother might have taught
him: that one must never ask from women any view but the personal
one, any measure of conduct but that of their own pains and pleasures.
She,indeed, had borne undauntedly enough the brunt of their earlier tri-
als; but that was merely because,as she said, the mother's instinct bade
her heap all her private hopes on the great devouring altar of her son's
ambition; it was not becauseshe had ever, in the very least, understood
or sympathized with his aims.

And BessyÑ? Perhaps if their little son had lived she might in turn
have obeyed the world-old instinct of self-effacementÑbut now! He re-
membered with an intenser self-derision that, not even in the first sur-
prise of his passion, had he deluded himself with the idea that Bessy
Westmore was an exception to her sex.He had argued rather that, being
only a lovelier product of the common mould, she would abound in the
adaptabilities and pliancies which the lords of the earth have seen fit to
cultivate in their companions. Shewould care for his aims becausethey
were his. During their precipitate wooing, and through the first brief
months of marriage, this profound and original theory had been gratify-
ingly confirmed; then its perfect surface had begun to show a flaw. Amh-
erst had always conveniently supposed that the poet's line summed up
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the good woman's rule of ethics: He for God only, she for God in him. It
was for the god in him, surely, that she had loved him: for that first
glimpse of an "ampler ether, a diviner air" that he had brought into her
cramped and curtained life. He could never, now, evoke that earlier de-
lusion without feeling on its still-tender surface the keen edge of Mrs.
Ansell's smile. She,no doubt, could have told him at any time why Bessy
had married him: it was for his beaux yeux, as Mrs. Ansell would have
put itÑbecause he was young, handsome, persecuted, an ardent lover if
not a subtle oneÑbecause Bessy had met him at the fatal moment, be-
causeher family had opposed the marriageÑbecause, in brief, the gods,
that day, may have been a little short of amusement. Well, they were
having their laugh out nowÑthere were moments when high heaven
seemed to ring with itÉ .

With these thoughts at his heels Amherst strode on, overtaken now
and again by the wheels of departing guests from the garden-party, and
knowing, as they passedhim, what was in their mindsÑenvy of his suc-
cess,admiration of his cleverness in achieving it, and a little half-con-
temptuous pity for his wife, who, with her wealth and looks, might have
done so much better. Certainly, if the casecould have been put to Hana-
fordÑthe Hanaford of the Gaines garden-partyÑit would have sided
with Bessy to a voice. And how much justice was there in what he felt
would have been the unanimous verdict of her class?Was his mother
right in hinting that he was sacrificing Bessy to the mills? But the mills
were BessyÑat least he had thought so when he married her! They were
her particular form of contact with life, the expression of her relation to
her fellow-men, her pretext, her opportunityÑunless they were merely a
vast purse in which to plunge for her pin-money! He had fancied it
would rest with him to determine from which of these stand-points she
should view Westmore; and at the outset she had enthusiastically
viewed it from his. In her eageradoption of his ideas she had made a pet
of the mills, organizing the Mothers' Club, laying out a recreation-
ground on the Hopewood property, and playing with pretty plans in
water-colour for the Emergency Hospital and the building which was to
contain the night-schools, library and gymnasium; but even these minor
projectsÑwhich he had urged her to take up asa meansof learning their
essentialdependenceon his larger schemeÑwere soon to be set aside by
obstaclesof a material order. Bessyalways wanted moneyÑnot a great
deal, but, as she reasonably put it, "enough"Ñand who was to blame if
her father and Mr. Tredegar, eachin his different capacity, felt obliged to
point out that every philanthropic outlay at Westmore must entail a
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corresponding reduction in her income? Perhaps if she could have been
oftener at Hanaford these arguments would have been counteracted, for
she was tender-hearted, and prompt to relieve such suffering as she saw
about her; but her imagination was not active, and it was easy for her to
forget painful sights when they were not under her eye. This was
perhapsÑhalf-consciouslyÑone of the reasons why she avoided Hana-
ford; why, as Amherst exclaimed, they had been everywhere since their
marriage but to the place where their obligations called them. There had,
at any rate, always been some good excusefor not returning there, and
consequently for postponing the work of improvement which, it was
generally felt, her husband could not fitly begin till shehad returned and
gone over the ground with him. After their marriage, and especially in
view of the comment excited by that romantic incident, it was impossible
not to yield to her wish that they should go abroad for a few months;
then, before her confinement, the doctors had exacted that she should be
spared all fatigue and worry; and after the baby's death Amherst had felt
with her too tenderly to venture an immediate return to unwelcome
questions.

For by this time it had become clear to him that such questions were,
and always would be, unwelcome to her. As the easiestmeans of escap-
ing them, she had once more dismissed the whole problem to the vague
and tiresome sphere of "business," whence he had succeededin detach-
ing it for a moment in the early days of their union. Her first hus-
bandÑpoor unappreciated Westmore!Ñhad always spared her the bore-
dom of "business," and Halford Gaines and Mr. Tredegar were ready to
show her the sameconsideration; it was part of the modern code of chiv-
alry that lovely woman should not be bothered about ways and means.
But Bessywas too much the wifeÑand the wife in loveÑto consent that
her husband's views on the management of the mills should be totally
disregarded. Precisely becauseher advisers looked unfavourably on his
intervention, she felt boundÑif only in defense of her illusionsÑto
maintain and emphasize it. The mills were, in fact, the official "platform"
on which she had married: Amherst's devoted r™leat Westmore had jus-
tified the unconventionality of the step. And so she was committedÑthe
more helplessly for her dense misintelligence of both sides of the ques-
tionÑto the policy of conciliating the opposing influences which had so
uncomfortably chosento fight out their caseon the field of her poor little
existence: theoretically siding with her husband, but surreptitiously, as
he well knew, giving aid and comfort to the enemy, who were really de-
fending her own cause.
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All this Amherst saw with that cruel insight which had replaced his
former blindness. He was, in truth, more ashamed of the insight than of
the blindness: it seemedto him horribly cold-blooded to be thus analyz-
ing, after two years of marriage, the source of his wife's inconsistencies.
And, partly for this reason,he had put off from month to month the final
question of the future management of the mills, and of the radical
changesto be made there if his system were to prevail. But the time had
come when, if Bessyhad to turn to Westmore for the justification of her
marriage, he had even more need of calling upon it for the sameservice.
He had not, assuredly, married her becauseof Westmore; but he would
scarcely have contemplated marriage with a rich woman unless the
source of her wealth had offered him some such opportunity as West-
more presented. His special training, and the natural bent of his mind,
qualified him, in what had once seemed a predestined manner, to help
Bessyto use her power nobly, for her own uplifting as well as for that of
Westmore; and so the mills became,incongruously enough, the plank of
safety to which both clung in their sense of impending disaster.

It was not that Amherst feared the temptation to idleness if this outlet
for his activity were cut off. He had long since found that the luxury with
which his wife surrounded him merely quickened his natural bent for
hard work and hard fare. He recalled with a touch of bitterness how he
had once regretted having separatedhimself from his mother's class,and
how seductive for a moment, to both mind and senses,that other life had
appeared. WellÑhe knew it now, and it had neither charm nor peril for
him. Capua must have been a dull place to one who had once drunk the
joy of battle. What he dreaded was not that he should learn to love the
life of ease,but that he should grow to loathe it uncontrollably, as the
symbol of his mental and spiritual bondage. And Westmore was his
safety-valve, his refugeÑif he were cut off from Westmore what re-
mained to him? It was not only the work he had found to his hand, but
the one work for which his hand was fitted. It was his life that he was
fighting for in insisting that now at last, before the close of this long-de-
ferred visit to Hanaford, the question of the mills should be faced and
settled. He had made that clear to Bessy,in a scenehe still shrank from
recalling; for it was of the essenceof his somewhat unbending integrity
that he would not trick her into a confused surrender to the personal in-
fluence he still possessedover her, but must seek to convince her by the
tedious processof argument and exposition, against which she knew no
defensebut tears and petulance. But he had, at any rate, gained her con-
sent to his setting forth his views at the meeting of directors the next
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morning; and meanwhile he had meant to be extraordinarily patient and
reasonablewith her, till the hint of Mrs. Ansell's stratagem produced in
him a fresh reaction of distrust.
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Chapter4
THAT evening when dinner ended, Mrs. Ansell, with a glance through
the tall dining-room windows, had suggested to Bessy that it would be
pleasanter to take coffee on the verandah; but Amherst detained his wife
with a glance.

"I should like Bessy to stay," he said.

The dining-room being on the cool side the house, with a refreshing
outlook on the garden, the men preferred to smoke there rather than in
the stuffily-draped Oriental apartment destined to such rites; and Bessy
Amherst, with a faint sigh, sank back into her seat, while Mrs. Ansell
drifted out through one of the open windows.

The men surrounding Richard Westmore's table were the same who
nearly three years earlier had gathered in his house for the same pur-
pose: the discussion of conditions at the mills. The only perceptible
change in the relation to eachother of the persons composing this group
was that John Amherst was now the host of the other two, instead of be-
ing a subordinate called in for cross-examination; but he was so indiffer-
ent, or at least so heedless, a hostÑso forgetful, for instance, of Mr.
Tredegar's preference for a "light" cigar, and of Mr. Langhope's feelings
on the duty of making the Westmore madeira circulate with the
sunÑthat the change was manifest only in his evening-dress, and in the
fact of his sitting at the foot of the table.

If Amherst was consciousof the contrast thus implied, it was only as a
restriction on his freedom. As far as the welfare of Westmore was con-
cerned he would rather have stood before his companions as the assist-
ant manager of the mills than as the husband of their owner; and it
seemed to him, as he looked back, that he had done very little with the
opportunity which looked so great in the light of his present restrictions.
What he had done with itÑthe use to which, as unfriendly critics might
insinuate, he had so adroitly put itÑhad landed him, ironically enough,
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in the ugly impasse of a situation from which no issue seemedpossible
without some wasteful sacrifice of feeling.

His wife's feelings, for example, were already revealing themselves in
an impatient play of her fan that made her father presently lean forward
to suggest: "If we men are to talk shop, is it necessaryto keep Bessy in
this hot room?"

Amherst rose and opened the window behind his wife's chair.

"There's a breeze from the westÑthe room will be cooler now," he
said, returning to his seat.

"Oh, I don't mindÑ" Bessymurmured, in a tone intended to give her
companions the full measure of what she was being called on to endure.

Mr. Tredegar coughed slightly. "May I trouble you for that other box
of cigars, Amherst? No, not the Caba–as." Bessy rose and handed him
the box on which his glance significantly rested. "Ah, thank you, my
dear. I was about to ask," he continued, looking about for the cigar-light-
er, which flamed unheeded at Amherst's elbow, "what special purpose
will be served by a preliminary review of the questions to be discussed
tomorrow."

"AhÑexactly," murmured Mr. Langhope. "The madeira, my dear
John? NoÑahÑpleaseÑto the left!"

Amherst impatiently reversed the direction in which he had set the
precious vesselmoving, and turned to Mr. Tredegar, who was conspicu-
ously lighting his cigar with a match extracted from his waist-coat
pocket.

"The purpose is to define my position in the matter; and I prefer that
Bessy should do this with your help rather than with mine."

Mr. Tredegar surveyed his cigar through drooping lids, as though the
question propounded by Amherst were perched on its tip.

"Is not your position naturally involved in and defined by hers? You
will excuse my saying thatÑtechnically speaking, of courseÑI cannot
distinctly conceive of it as having any separate existence."

Mr. Tredegar spoke with the deliberate mildness that was regarded as
his most effective weapon at the bar, since it was likely to abash those
who were too intelligent to be propitiated by it.

"Certainly it is involved in hers," Amherst agreed; "but how far that
defines it is just what I have waited till now to find out."
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Bessyat this point recalled her presenceby a restlessturn of her grace-
ful person, and her father, with an affectionate glance at her, interposed
amicably: "But surelyÑaccording to old-fashioned ideasÑit implies
identity of interests?"

"Yes; but whose interests?" Amherst asked.

"WhyÑyour wife's, man! She owns the mills."

Amherst hesitated. "I would rather talk of my wife's interest in the
mills than of her interests there; but we'll keep to the plural if you prefer
it. Personally, I believe the terms should be interchangeable in the con-
duct of such a business."

"AhÑI'm glad to hear that," said Mr. Tredegar quickly, "since it's pre-
cisely the view we all take."

Amherst's colour rose. "Definitions are ambiguous," he said. "Before
you adopt mine, perhaps I had better develop it a little farther. What I
mean is, that Bessy'sinterests in Westmore should be regulated by her
interest in itÑin its welfare as a social body, aside from its successas a
commercial enterprise. If we agree on this definition, we are at one as to
the other: namely that my relation to the matter is defined by hers."

He paused a moment, as if to give his wife time to contribute some
sign of assentand encouragement; but she maintained a puzzled silence
and he went on: "There is nothing new in this. I have tried to make Bessy
understand from the beginning what obligations I thought the owner-
ship of Westmore entailed, and how I hoped to help her fulfill them; but
ever since our marriage all definite discussion of the subject has beenput
off for one cause or another, and that is my reason for urging that it
should be brought up at the directors' meeting tomorrow."

There was another pause, during which Bessy glanced tentatively at
Mr. Tredegar, and then said, with a lovely rise of colour: "But, John, I
sometimes think you forget how much has been done at WestmoreÑthe
Mothers' Club, and the play-ground, and allÑin the way of carrying out
your ideas."

Mr. Tredegar discreetly dropped his glance to his cigar, and Mr. Lang-
hope sounded an irrepressible note of approval and encouragement.

Amherst smiled. "No, I have not forgotten; and I am grateful to you for
giving my ideas a trial. But what has been done hitherto is purely super-
ficial." Bessy'seyes clouded, and he added hastily: "Don't think I under-
value it for that reasonÑheaven knows the surface of life needs improv-
ing! But it's like picking flowers and sticking them in the ground to make
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a gardenÑunless you transplant the flower with its roots, and prepare
the soil to receive it, your garden will be faded tomorrow. No radical
changes have yet been made at Westmore; and it is of radical changes
that I want to speak."

Bessy'slook grew more pained, and Mr. Langhope exclaimed with un-
wonted irascibility: "Upon my soul, Amherst, the tone you take about
what your wife has done doesn't strike me as the likeliest way of encour-
aging her to do more!"

"I don't want to encourage her to do more on such a basisÑthe sooner
she sees the futility of it the better for Westmore!"

"The futilityÑ?" Bessy broke out, with a flutter of tears in her voice;
but before her father could intervene Mr. Tredegar had raised his hand
with the gesture of one accustomed to wield the gavel.

"My dear child, I see Amherst's point, and it is best, as he says, that
you should seeit too. What he desires,as I understand it, is the complete
reconstruction of the present state of things at Westmore; and he is right
in saying that all your good works thereÑnight-schools, and nursery,
and so forthÑleave that issue untouched."

A smile quivered under Mr. Langhope's moustache. He and Amherst
both knew that Mr. Tredegar's feint of recognizing the justice of his
adversary's claim was merely the first step to annihilating it; but Bessy
could never be made to understand this, and always felt herself deserted
and betrayed when any side but her own was given a hearing.

"I'm sorry if all I have tried to do at Westmore is uselessÑbut I sup-
pose I shall never understand business," she murmured, vainly seeking
consolation in her father's eye.

"This is not business,"Amherst broke in. "It's the question of your per-
sonal relation to the people thereÑthe last thing that business considers."

Mr. Langhope uttered an impatient exclamation. "I wish to heaven the
owner of the mills had made it clear just what that relation was to be!"

"I think he did, sir," Amherst answered steadily, "in leaving his wife
the unrestricted control of the property."

He had reddened under Mr. Langhope's thrust, but his voice betrayed
no irritation, and Bessyrewarded him with an unexpected beam of sym-
pathy: she was always up in arms at the least sign of his being treated as
an intruder.
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"I am sure, papa," she said, a little tremulously, "that poor Richard,
though he knew I was not clever, felt he could trust me to take the best
adviceÑÑ"

"Ah, that's all we ask of you, my child!" her father sighed, while Mr.
Tredegar drily interposed: "We are merely losing time by this digression.
Let me suggest that Amherst should give us an idea of the changes he
wishes to make at Westmore."

Amherst, as he turned to answer, remembered with what ardent faith
in his powers of persuasion he had responded to the same appeal three
years earlier. He had thought then that all his causeneeded was a hear-
ing; now he knew that the practical man's readinessto let the idealist talk
corresponds with the busy parent's permission to destructive infancy to
"run out and play." They would let him state his caseto the four corners
of the earthÑif only he did not expect them to act on it! It was their
policy to let him exhaust himself in argument and exhortation, to listen
to him so politely and patiently that if he failed to enforce his ideas it
should not be for lack of opportunity to expound themÉ . And the al-
ternative struck him as hardly less to be feared. Supposing that the in-
credible happened, that his reasonsprevailed with his wife, and, through
her, with the othersÑat what cost would the victory be won? Would
Bessyever forgive him for winning it? And what would his situation be,
if it left him in control of Westmore but estranged from his wife?

He recalled suddenly a phrase he had used that afternoon to the dark-
eyed girl at the garden-party: "What risks we run when we scramble into
the chariot of the gods!" And at the sameinstant he heard her retort, and
saw her fine gesture of defiance. How could he ever have doubted that
the thing was worth doing at whatever cost? Something in himÑsome
secret lurking element of weakness and evasionÑshrank out of sight in
the light of her question: "Do you act on that?" and the "God forbid!" he
had instantly flashed back to her. He turned to Mr. Tredegar with his
answer.

Amherst knew that any large theoretical exposition of the casewould
be as much wasted on the two men as on his wife. To gain his point he
must take only one step at a time, and it seemed to him that the first
thing needed at Westmore was that the hands should work and live un-
der healthier conditions. To attain this, two important changeswere ne-
cessary:the floor-space of the mills must be enlarged, and the company
must ceaseto rent out tenements, and give the operatives the opportun-
ity to buy land for themselves.Both thesechangesinvolved the upheaval
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of the existing order. Whenever the Westmore mills had beenenlarged, it
had been for the sole purpose of increasing the revenues of the company;
and now Amherst asked that these revenues should be materially and
permanently reduced. As to the suppression of the company tenement,
such a measure struck at the roots of the baneful paternalism which was
choking out every germ of initiative in the workman. Once the operat-
ives had room to work in, and the hope of homes of their own to go to
when work was over, Amherst was willing to trust to time for the satis-
faction of their other needs.He believed that a sounder understanding of
these needs would develop on both sides the moment the employers
proved their good faith by the deliberate and permanent sacrifice of ex-
cessive gain to the well-being of the employed; and once the two had
learned to regard each other not as antagonists but as collaborators, a
long step would have been taken toward a readjustment of the whole in-
dustrial relation. In regard to general and distant results, Amherst tried
not to be too sanguine, even in his own thoughts. His aim was to remedy
the abusenearest at hand, in the hope of thus getting gradually closer to
the central evil; and, had his action been unhampered, he would still
have preferred the longer and more circuitous path of practical experi-
ment to the sweeping adoption of a new industrial system.

But his demands, moderate as they were, assumed in his hearers the
consciousnessof a moral claim superior to the obligation of making one's
business "pay"; and it was the futility of this assumption that chilled the
arguments on his lips, since in the orthodox creed of the business world
it was a weakness and not a strength to be content with five per cent
where ten was obtainable. Businesswas one thing, philanthropy another;
and the enthusiasts who tried combining them were usually reduced,
after a brief flight, to paying fifty cents on the dollar, and handing over
their stock to a promoter presumably unhampered by humanitarian
ideals.

Amherst knew that this was the answer with which his plea would be
met; knew, moreover, that the plea was given a hearing simply because
his judges deemed it so pitiably easy to refute. But the knowledge, once
he had begun to speak, fanned his argument to a white heat of pleading,
since, with failure so plainly ahead, small concessionsand compromises
were not worth making. Reasonwould be wasted on all; but eloquence
might at least prevail with BessyÉ .
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When, late that night, he went upstairs after long pacings of the
garden, he was surprised to seea light in her room. Shewas not given to
midnight study, and fearing that shemight be ill he knocked at her door.
There was no answer, and after a short pause he turned the handle and
entered.

In the great canopied Westmore couch, her arms flung upward and
her hands clasped beneath her head, she lay staring fretfully at the globe
of electric light which hung from the centre of the embossedand gilded
ceiling. Seenthus, with the soft curves of throat and arms revealed, and
her face childishly set in a cloud of loosened hair, she looked no older
than CicelyÑand, like Cicely, inaccessible to grown-up arguments and
the stronger logic of experience.

It was a trick of hers, in such moods, to ignore any attempt to attract
her notice; and Amherst was prepared for her remaining motionless as
he paused on the threshold and then advanced toward the middle of the
room. There had been a time when he would have been exasperatedby
her pretenseof not seeinghim, but a deep weariness of spirit now dulled
him to these surface pricks.

"I was afraid you were not well when I saw the light burning," he
began.

"Thank youÑI am quite well," she answered in a colourless voice,
without turning her head.

"Shall I put it out, then? You can't sleep with such a glare in your
eyes."

"I should not sleep at any rate; and I hate to lie awake in the dark."

"Why shouldn't you sleep?"He moved nearer, looking down compas-
sionately on her perturbed face and struggling lips.

She lay silent a moment; then she faltered out: "BÑbecause I'm so
unhappy!"

The pretense of indifference was swept away by a gush of childish
sobs as she flung over on her side and buried her face in the em-
broidered pillows.

Amherst, bending down, laid a quieting hand on her shoulder.
"BessyÑÑ"

She sobbed on.

He seatedhimself silently in the arm-chair beside the bed, and kept his
soothing hold on her shoulder. The time had come when he went
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through all these accustomed acts of pacification as mechanically as a
nurse soothing a fretful child. And once he had thought her weeping elo-
quent! He looked about him at the spacious room, with its heavy
hangings of damask and the thick velvet carpet which stifled his steps.
Everywhere were the graceful tokens of her presenceÑthe vast lace-
draped toilet-table strewn with silver and crystal, the embroidered
muslin cushions heaped on the lounge, the little rose-lined slippers she
had just put off, the lace wrapper, with a scent of violets in its folds,
which he had pushed aside when he sat down beside her; and he re-
membered how full of a mysterious and intimate charm thesethings had
once appeared to him. It was characteristic that the remembrance made
him more patient with her now. Perhaps, after all, it was his failure that
she was crying overÉ .

"Don't be unhappy. You decided as seemed best to you," he said.

She pressed her handkerchief against her lips, still keeping her head
averted. "But I hate all these arguments and disputes. Why should you
unsettle everything?" she murmured.

His mother's words! Involuntarily he removed his hand from her
shoulder, though he still remained seated by the bed.

"You are right. I seethe uselessnessof it," he assented,with an uncon-
trollable note of irony.

Sheturned her head at the tone, and fixed her plaintive brimming eyes
on him. "You are angry with me!"

"Was that troubling you?" He leaned forward again, with compassion
in his face. Sancta simplicitas! was the thought within him.

"I am not angry," he went on; "be reasonable and try to sleep."

Shestarted upright, the light massesof her hair floating about her like
silken sea-weedlifted on an invisible tide. "Don't talk like that! I can't en-
dure to be humoured like a baby. I am unhappy becauseI can't seewhy
all these wretched questions should be dragged into our life. I hate to
have you always disagreeing with Mr. Tredegar, who is so clever and
has so much experience; and yet I hate to seeyou give way to him, be-
cause that makes it appear as ifÉ as ifÉ ."

"He didn't care a straw for my ideas?" Amherst smiled. "Well, he
doesn'tÑand I never dreamed of making him. Sodon't worry about that
either."

"You never dreamed of making him care for your ideas?But then why
do youÑÑ"
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"Why do I go on setting them forth at such great length?" Amherst
smiled again. "To convince youÑthat's my only ambition."

Shestared at him, shaking her head back to toss a loose lock from her
puzzled eyes.A tear still shone on her lashes,but with the motion it fell
and trembled down her cheek.

"To convince me? But you know I am so ignorant of such things."

"Most women are."

"I never pretended to understand anything aboutÑeconomics, or
whatever you call it."

"No."

"Then howÑÑ"

He turned and looked at her gently. "I thought you might have begun
to understand something about me."

"About you?" The colour flowered softly under her clear skin.

"About what my ideas on such subjects were likely to be
worthÑjudging from what you know of me in other respects." He
paused and glanced away from her. "Well," he concluded deliberately, "I
suppose I've had my answer tonight."

"Oh, JohnÑÑ!"

He rose and wandered across the room, pausing a moment to finger
absently the trinkets on the dressing-table. The act recalled with a curi-
ous vividness certain dulled sensationsof their first days together, when
to handle and examine these frail little accessoriesof her toilet had been
part of the wonder and amusement of his new existence.He could still
hear her laugh asshe leaned over him, watching his mystified look in the
glass,till their reflected eyesmet there and drew down her lips to his. He
laid down the fragrant powder-puff he had been turning slowly between
his fingers, and moved back toward the bed. In the interval he had
reached a decision.

"WellÑisn't it natural that I should think so?" he began again, as he
stood beside her. "When we married I never expected you to care or
know much about economics. It isn't a quality a man usually chooseshis
wife for. But I had a fancyÑperhaps it shows my conceitÑthat when we
had lived together a year or two, and you'd found out what kind of a fel-
low I was in other waysÑways any woman can judge ofÑI had a fancy
that you might take my opinions on faith when it came to my own spe-
cial businessÑthe thing I'm generally supposed to know about."
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He knew that he was touching a sensitive chord, for Bessyhad to the
full her sex'spride of possessorship.He was human and faulty till others
criticized himÑthen he becamea god. But in this casea conflicting influ-
ence restrained her from complete response to his appeal.

"I do feel sure you knowÑabout the treatment of the hands and all
that; but you said yourself onceÑthe first time we ever talked about
WestmoreÑthat the business part was differentÑÑ"

Here it was again, the ancient ineradicable belief in the separablebody
and soul! Even an industrial organization was supposed to be subject to
the old theological distinction, and Bessy was ready to co-operate with
her husband in the emancipation of Westmore's spiritual part if only its
body remained under the law.

Amherst controlled his impatience, as it was always easyfor him to do
when he had fixed on a definite line of conduct.

"It was my situation that was different; not what you call the business
part. That is inextricably bound up with the treatment of the hands. If I
am to have anything to do with the mills now I can deal with them only
as your representative; and as such I am bound to take in the whole
question."

Bessy'sface clouded: was he going into it all again? But he read her
look and went on reassuringly: "That was what I meant by saying that I
hoped you would take me on faith. If I want the welfare of Westmore it's
above all, I believe, becauseI want Westmore to seeyou as I doÑas the
dispenser of happiness, who could not endure to benefit by any wrong
or injustice to others."

"Of course, of course I don't want to do them injustice!"

"Well, thenÑÑ"

He had seatedhimself beside her again, clasping in his the hand with
which she was fretting the lace-edged sheet. He felt her restless fingers
surrender slowly, and her eyes turned to him in appeal.

"But I care for what people say of you too! And you knowÑit's horrid,
but one must consider itÑif they say you're spending my money im-
prudentlyÉ ." The blood rose to her neck and face."I don't mind for my-
selfÉ even if I have to give up as many things as papa and Mr. Tredegar
thinkÉ but there is CicelyÉ and if people saidÉ ."

"If people said I was spending Cicely's money on improving the condi-
tion of the people to whose work she will some day owe all her
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wealthÑ" Amherst paused: "Well, I would rather hear that said of me
than any other thing I can think of, except one."

"Except what?"

"That I was doing it with her mother's help and approval."

Shedrew a long tremulous sigh: he knew it was always a relief to her
to have him assert himself strongly. But a residue of resistance still
clouded her mind.

"I should always want to help you, of course; but if Mr. Tredegar and
Halford Gaines think your plan unbusinesslikeÑÑ"

"Mr. Tredegar and Halford Gainesare certain to think it so. And that is
why I said, just now, that it comes,in the end, to your choosing between
us; taking them on experience or taking me on faith."

She looked at him wistfully. "Of course I should expect to give up
thingsÉ . You wouldn't want me to live here?"

"I should not ask you to," he said, half-smiling.

"I suppose there would be a good many things we couldn't doÑÑ"

"You would certainly have less money for a number of years; after
that, I believe you would have more rather than less; but I should not
want you to think that, beyond a reasonablepoint, the prosperity of the
mills was ever to be measured by your dividends."

"No." She leaned back wearily among the pillows. "I suppose, for in-
stance, we should have to give up Europe this summerÑÑ?"

Here at last was the bottom of her thought! It was always on the im-
mediate pleasure that her soul hung: she had not enough imagination to
look beyond, even in the projecting of her own desires.And it was on his
knowledge of this limitation that Amherst had deliberately built.

"I don't see how you could go to Europe," he said.

"The doctor thinks I need it," she faltered.

"In that case,of courseÑ" He stood up, not abruptly, or with any show
of irritation, but as if accepting this as her final answer. "What you need
most, in the meantime, is a little sleep," he said. "I will tell your maid not
to disturb you in the morning." He had returned to his soothing way of
speech,as though definitely resigned to the inutility of farther argument.
"And I will say goodbye now," he continued, "becauseI shall probably
take an early train, before you wakeÑÑ"

She sat up with a start. "An early train? Why, where are you going?"
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"I must go to Chicago some time this month, and as I shall not be
wanted here tomorrow I might as well run out there at once, and join
you next week at Lynbrook."

Bessy had grown pale. "But I don't understandÑÑ"

Their eyes met. "Can't you understand that I am human enough to
prefer, under the circumstances, not being present at tomorrow's meet-
ing?" he said with a dry laugh.

Shesank back with a moan of discouragement, turning her face away
as he began to move toward his room.

"Shall I put the light out?" he asked,pausing with his hand on the elec-
tric button.

"Yes, please."

He pushed in the button and walked on, guided through the obscurity
by the line of light under his door. As he reached the threshold he heard
a little choking cry.

"JohnÑoh, John!"

He paused.

"I can't bear it!" The sobs increased.

"Bear what?"

"That you should hate meÑÑ"

"Don't be foolish," he said, groping for his door-handle.

"But you do hate meÑand I deserve it!"

"Nonsense, dear. Try to sleep."

"I can't sleep till you've forgiven me. Say you don't hate me! I'll do
anythingÉ only say you don't hate me!"

He stood still a moment, thinking; then he turned back, and made his
way across the room to her side. As he sat down beside her, he felt her
arms reach for his neck and her wet face press itself against his cheek.

"I'll do anythingÉ " she sobbed; and in the darkness he held her to
him and hated his victory.
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Chapter5
MRS. ANSELL was engaged in what she called picking up threads. She
had been abroad for the summerÑhad, in, fact, transferred herself but a
few hours earlier from her returning steamer to the little station at Lyn-
brookÑand was now, in the bright September afternoon, which left her
in sole possessionof the terrace of Lynbrook House, using that pleasant
eminence as a point of observation from which to gather up some of the
loose ends of history dropped at her departure.

It might have been thought that the actual scene out-spread below
herÑthe descending gardens, the tennis-courts, the farm-lands sloping
away to the blue sea-like shimmer of the Hempstead plainsÑoffered, at
the moment, little material for her purpose; but that was to view them
with a superficial eye. Mrs. Ansell's trained gaze was, for example,
greatly enlightened by the fact that the tennis-courts were fringed by a
group of people indolently watchful of the figures agitating themselves
about the nets; and that, as she turned her head toward the entrance av-
enue, the receding view of a station omnibus, followed by a luggage-cart,
announced that more guests were to be added to those who had almost
taxed to its limits the expansibility of the luncheon-table.

All this, to the initiated eye, was full of suggestion; but its significance
was as nothing to that presented by the approach of two figures which,
as Mrs. Ansell watched, detached themselves from the cluster about the
tennis-ground and struck, obliquely and at a desultory pace, across the
lawn toward the terrace. The figuresÑthose of a slight young man with
stooping shoulders, and of a lady equally youthful but slenderly
erectÑmoved forward in absorbed communion, as if unconscious of
their surroundings and indefinite as to their direction, till, on the brink of
the wide grass terrace just below their observer's parapet, they paused a
moment and faced each other in closer speech. This interchange of
words, though brief in measure of time, lasted long enough to add a
vivid strand to Mrs. Ansell's thickening skein; then, on a gesture of the
lady's, and without signs of formal leave-taking, the young man struck
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into a path which regained the entrance avenue, while his companion,
quickening her pace, crossed the grass terrace and mounted the wide
stone steps sweeping up to the house.

These brought her out on the upper terrace a few yards from Mrs.
Ansell's post, and exposed her, unprepared, to the full beam of welcome
which that lady's rapid advance threw like a searchlight across her path.

"Dear Miss Brent! I was just wondering how it was that I hadn't seen
you before." Mrs. Ansell, as she spoke, drew the girl's hand into a long
soft clasp which served to keep them confronted while she delicately
groped for whatever thread the encounter seemed to proffer.

Justine made no attempt to evade the scrutiny to which she found her-
self exposed; she merely released her hand by a movement instinctively
evasive of the mechanical endearment, explaining, with a smile that
softened the gesture: "I was out with Cicely when you arrived. We've
just come in."

"The dear child! I haven't seenher either." Mrs. Ansell continued to be-
stow upon the speaker's clear dark face an intensity of attention in
which, for the moment, Cicely had no perceptible share. "I hear you are
teaching her botany, and all kinds of wonderful things."

Justine smiled again. "I am trying to teach her to wonder: that is the
hardest faculty to cultivate in the modern child."

"YesÑI suppose so; in myself," Mrs. Ansell admitted with a responsive
brightness, "I find it develops with age.The world is a remarkable place."
She threw this off absently, as though leaving Miss Brent to apply it
either to the inorganic phenomena with which Cicely was supposed to
be occupied, or to those subtler manifestations that engaged her own
attention.

"It's a great thing," she continued, "for Bessy to have had your
helpÑfor Cicely, and for herself too. There is so much that I want you to
tell me about her. As an old friend I want the benefit of your fresher eye."

"About Bessy?"Justine hesitated, letting her glance drift to the distant
group still anchored about the tennis-nets. "Don't you find her looking
better?"

"Than when I left? So much so that I was unduly disturbed, just now,
by seeing that clever little doctorÑit was he, wasn't it, who came up the
lawn with you?"

"Dr. Wyant? Yes." Miss Brent hesitated again. "But he merely
calledÑwith a message."
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"Not professionally? Tant mieux! The truth is, I was anxious about
Bessywhen I leftÑI thought sheought to have gone abroad for a change.
But, as it turns out, her little excursion with you did as well."

"I think she only needed rest. Perhaps her six weeks in the Adiron-
dacks were better than Europe."

"Ah, under your careÑthat made them better!" Mrs. Ansell in turn
hesitated, the lines of her face melting and changing as if a rapid stage-
hand had shifted them. When she spoke again they were as open as a
public square, but also as destitute of personal significance, as flat and
smooth as the painted drop before the real scene it hides.

"I have always thought that Bessy,for all her health and activity, needs
as much care as CicelyÑthe kind of care a clever friend can give. She is
so wasteful of her strength and her nerves, and so unwilling to listen to
reason.Poor Dick Westmore watched over her as if she were a baby; but
perhaps Mr. Amherst, who must have been used to such a different type
of woman, doesn't realizeÉ and then he's so little hereÉ ." The drop was
lit up by a smile that seemed to make it more impenetrable. "As an old
friend I can't help telling you how much I hope she is to have you with
her for a long timeÑa long, long time."

Miss Brent bent her head in slight acknowledgment of the tribute. "Oh,
soon she will not need any careÑÑ"

"My dear Miss Brent, she will always need it!" Mrs. Ansell made a
movement inviting the young girl to share the bench from which, at the
latter's approach, she had risen. "But perhaps there is not enough in such
a life to satisfy your professional energies."

She seated herself, and after an imperceptible pause Justine sank into
the seatbeside her. "I am very glad, just now, to give my energiesa holi-
day," she said, leaning back with a little sigh of retrospective weariness.

"You are tired too? Bessywrote me you had been quite used up by a
trying case after we saw you at Hanaford."

Miss Brent smiled. "When a nurse is fit for work she calls a trying case
a 'beautiful' one."

"But meanwhileÑ?" Mrs. Ansell shone on her with elder-sisterly soli-
citude. "Meanwhile, why not stay on with CicelyÑabove all, with Bessy?
Surely she's a 'beautiful' case too."

"Isn't she?" Justine laughingly agreed.
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