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Preface

"The Wings of the Dove," published in 1902,representsto my memory a
very oldNif | shouldn't perhaps rather say a very youngNmotive; | can
scarceremember the time when the situation on which this long-drawn

fiction mainly restswas not vividly presentto me. The idea, reduced to
its essence,is that a of [emendation: of a] young person conscious of a
great capacity for life, but early stricken and doomed, condemned to die
under short respite, while also enamoured of the world; aware moreover
of the condemnation and passionately desiring to "put in" before extinc-
tion as many of the finer vibrations as possible, and so achieve, however
briefly and brokenly, the sense of having lived. Long had | turned it
over, standing off from it, yet coming back to it; convinced of what might
be done with it, yet seeingthe theme asformidable. The image so figured

would be, at best, but half the matter; the rest would be all the picture of
the struggle involved, the adventure brought about, the gain recorded or
the loss incurred, the precious experience somehow compassed. These
things, | had from the first felt, would require much working-out; that in-
deed was the casewith most things worth working at all; yet there are
subjects and subjects, and this one seemed particularly to bristle. It was
formed, | judged, to make the wary adventurer walk round and round

itNit had in fact a charm that invited and mystified alike that attention:
not being somehow what one thought of as a "frank" subject, after the
fashion of some, with its elementswell in view and its whole characterin
its face. It stood there with secrets and compartments, with possible
treacheriesand traps; it might have a great deal to give, but would prob-
ably ask for equal servicesin return, and would collect this debt to the
last shilling. It involved, to begin with, the placing in the strongestlight a
person infirm and illNa casesure to prove difficult and to require (vi)
much handling; though giving perhaps, with other matters, one of those
chancesfor good taste, possibly even for the play of the very bestin the
world, that are not only always to be invoked and cultivated, but that are
absolutely to be jumped at from the moment they make a sign.

Yesthen, the caseprescribed for its central figure a sick young woman,
at the whole course of whose disintegration and the whole ordeal of
whose consciousnessone would have quite honestly to assist. The ex-
pression of her state and that of one'sintimate relation to it might there-
fore well need to be discreet and ingenious; a reflexion that fortunately
grew and grew, however, in proportion as | focussed my im-
ageNroundabout which, as it persisted, | repeat, the interesting



possibilities and the attaching wonderments, not to say the insoluble
mysteries, thickened apace.Why had one to look so straight in the face
and so closely to cross-question that idea of making one's protagonist
"sick"?Nas if to be menacedwith death or danger hadn't beenfrom time
immemorial, for heroine or hero, the very shortest of all cuts to the inter-
esting state. Why should a figure be disqualified for a central position by
the particular circumstance that might most quicken, that might crown
with a fine intensity, its liability to many accidents, its consciousnessof
all relations? This circumstance, true enough, might disqualify it for
many activitiesNeven though we should have imputed to it the unsur-
passable activity of passionate, of inspired resistance. This last fact was
the real issue, for the way grew straight from the moment one recognised
that the poet essentially CAN'T be concerned with the act of dying. Let
him deal with the sickestof the sick, it is still by the act of living that they
appeal to him, and appeal the more as the conditions plot against them
and prescribe the battle. The processof life gives way fighting, and often
may so shine out on the lost ground asin no other connexion. One had
had moreover, as a various chronicler, one's secondary physical weak-
lings and failures, one's accessoryinvalidsNintroduced with a compla-
cency that made light of criticism. To Ralph Touchett in "The Portrait of a
Lady," (vii) for instance, his deplorable state of health was not only no
drawback; | had clearly beenright in counting it, for any happy effect he
should produce, a positive good mark, a direct aid to pleasantnessand
vividness. The reason of this moreover could never in the world have
been his fact of sex;since men, among the mortally afflicted, suffer on the
whole more overtly and more grossly than women, and resist with a
ruder, an inferior strategy. | had thus to take THAT anomaly for what it
was worth, and | give it here but as one of the ambiguities amid which
my subject ended by making itself at home and seating itself quite in
confidence.

With the clearnessl| have just noted, accordingly, the last thing in the
world it proposed to itself was to be the record predominantly of a col-
lapse. | don't mean to say that my offered victim was not present to my
imagination, constantly, as dragged by a greater force than any she her-
self could exert; she had beengiven me from far back ascontesting every
inch of the road, as catching at every object the grasp of which might
make for delay, as clutching these things to the last moment of her
strength. Such an attitude and such movements, the passion they ex-
pressedand the successthey in fact represented, what were they in truth
but the soul of drama?Nwhich is the portrayal, as we know, of a



catastrophe determined in spite of oppositions. My young woman would

HERSELF be the oppositionNto the catastrophe announced by the asso-
ciated Fates, powers conspiring to a sinister end and, with their com-
mand of means, finally achieving it, yet in such straits really to STIFLE
the sacred spark that, obviously, a creature so animated, an adversary so
subtle, couldn't but be felt worthy, under whatever weaknesses,of the
foreground and the limelight. Shewould meanwhile wish, moreover, all
along, to live for particular things, she would found her struggle on par-
ticular human interests, which would inevitably determine, in respectto
her, the attitude of other persons, persons affected in such a manner asto
make them part of the action. If her impulse to wrest from her shrinking

hour still as much of the fruit of life as possible, if this longing can take
effect (viii) only by the aid of others, their participation (appealed to, en-
tangled and coerced as they find themselves) becomes their drama
tooNthat of their promoting her illusion, under her importunity, for
reasons,for interests and advantages, from motives and points of view,
of their own. Some of these promptings, evidently, would be of the
highest orderNothers doubtless mightn't; but they would make up to-
gether, for her, contributively, her sum of experience, represent to her
somehow, in good faith or in bad, what she should have KNOWN.

Somehow, too, at such a rate, one would seethe persons subjectto them
drawn in as by some pool of a LoreleiNsee them terrified and tempted
and charmed; bribed away, it may even be, from more prescribed and
natural orbits, inheriting from their connexion with her strange diffi-

culties and still stranger opportunities, confronted with rare questions
and called upon for new discriminations. Thus the scheme of her situ-
ation would, in a comprehensive way, seeitself constituted; the rest of
the interest would be in the number and nature of the particulars. Strong
among these, naturally, the need that life should, apart from her infirm-

ity, present itself to our young woman as quite dazzlingly liveable, and
that if the great pang for her is in what she must give up we shall appre-
ciate it the more from the sight of all she has.

One would see her then as possessedof all things, all but the single
most precious assurance;freedom and money and a mobile mind and
personal charm, the power to interest and attach; attributes, eachone, en-
hancing the value of a future. From the moment his imagination beganto
deal with her at close quarters, in fact, nothing could more engage her
designer than to work out the detail of her perfect rightness for her part;
nothing above all more solicit him than to recognise fifty reasonsfor her
national and social status. She should be the last fine flowerNblooming



alone, for the fullest attestation of her freedomNof an "old" New York
stem; the happy congruities thus preserved for her being matters,
however, that | may not now go into, and this even though the fine asso-
ciation that shall yet elsewhere (ix) await me is of a sort, at the best,
rather to defy than to encourage exact expression. There goeswith it, for
the heroine of "The Wings of the Dove," a strong and special implication

of liberty, liberty of action, of choice, of appreciation, of con-
tactNproceeding from sources that provide better for large independ-
ence, | think, than any other conditions in the worldNand this would be
in particular what we should feel ourselves deeply concerned with. | had
from far back mentally projected a certain sort of young American as
more the "heir of all the ages"than any other young person whatever
(and precisely on those grounds | have just glanced at but to passthem
by for the moment); so that here was a chance to confer on some such
figure a supremely touching value. To be the heir of all the agesonly to
know yourself, asthat consciousnessshould deepen, balked of your in-
heritance, would be to play the part, it struck me, or at least to arrive at
the type, in the light on the whole the most becoming. Otherwise, truly,

what a perilous part to play OUTNwhat a suspicion of "swagger" in pos-
itively attempting it! Soat least | could reasonNso | even think | HAD

toNto keep my subject to a decent compactness. For already, from an
early stage, it had begun richly to people itself: the difficulty was to see
whom the situation | had primarily projected might, by this, that or the
other turn, NOT draw in. My businesswas to watch its turns asthe fond

parent watches a child perched, for its first riding-lesson, in the saddle;
yet its interest, | had all the while to recall, was just in its making, on
such a scale, for developments.

What one had discerned, at all events, from an early stage,was that a
young person so devoted and exposed, a creature with her security
hanging so by a hair, couldn't but fall somehow into some abysmal
trapNthis being, dramatically speaking, what such a situation most nat-
urally implied and imposed. Didn't the truth and a great part of the in-
terest also reside in the appearancethat she would constitute for others
(given her passionateyearning to live while she might) a complication as
great asany they might (x) constitute for herself?Nwhich is what | mean
when | speak of such matters as "natural." They would be as natural,
thesetragic, pathetic, ironic, theseindeed for the most part sinister, liab-
llities, to her living associates,as they could be to herself as prime sub-
ject. If her story was to consist, asit could so little help doing, of her be-
ing let in, aswe say, for this, that and the other irreducible anxiety, how



could she not have put a premium on the acquisition, by any close sharer
of her life, of a consciousnesssimilarly embarrassed?| have named the
Rhine-maiden, but our young friend's existencewould create rather, all
round her, very much that whirlpool movement of the waters produced
by the sinking of a big vesselor the failure of a great business;when we
figure to ourselves the strong narrowing eddies, the immense force of
suction, the general engulfment that, for any neighbouring object, makes
immersion inevitable. | need scarcesay, however, that in spite of these
communities of doom | saw the main dramatic complication much more
prepared FOR my vessel of sensibility than by herNthe work of other
hands (though with her own imbrued too, after all, in the measure of
their never not being, in some direction, generous and extravagant, and
thereby provoking) .

The great point was, at all events, that if in a predicament she was to
be, accordingly, it would be of the essenceto create the predicament
promptly and build it up solidly, sothat it should have for us asmuch as
possible its ominous air of awaiting her. That reflexion | found, betimes,
not lessinspiring than urgent; one begins so, in such a business, by look-
ing about for one'scompositional key, unable asone canonly be to move
till one has found it. To start without it is to pretend to enter the train
and, still more, to remain in one's seat, without a ticket. WellNin the
steady light and for the continued charm of these verificationsNI had se-
cured my ticket over the tolerably long line laid down for "The Wings of
the Dove" from the moment | had noted that there could be no full
presentation of Milly Theale as ENGAGED with elements amid which
she was to draw her breath in such pain, should not the elements have
been, with (xi) all solicitude, duly prefigured. If one had seenthat her
stricken state was but half her case,the correlative half being the state of
others as affected by her (they too should have a "case,"blessthem, quite
as much asshe!)then | was free to choose,asit were, the half with which
| should begin. If, as| had fondly noted, the little world determined for
her was to "bristle"Nl delighted in the term!Nwith meanings, so, by the
sametoken, could | but make my medal hang free, its obverse and its re-
verse, its face and its back, would beautifully become optional for the
spectator. | somehow wanted them correspondingly embossed, wanted
them inscribed and figured with an equal salience;yet it was none the
less visibly my "key," as | have said, that though my regenerate young
New Yorker, and what might depend on her, should form my centre, my
circumference was every whit astreatable. Therefore | must trust myself
to know when to proceed from the one and when from the other.



Preparatively and, asit were, yearninglyNgiven the whole groundNone
began, in the event, with the outer ring, approaching the centre thus by
narrowing circumvallations. There, full-blown, accordingly, from one
hour to the other, rose one's processNfor which there remained all the
while so many amusing formulae.

The medal DID hang freeN!I felt this perfectly, | remember, from the
moment | had comfortably laid the ground provided in my first Book,
ground from which Milly is superficially so absent.| scarceremember
perhaps a caseNl like even with this public grossnessto insist on itNin
which the curiosity of "beginning far back," as far back as possible, and
even of going, to the same tune, far "behind," that is behind the face of
the subject, was to assertitself with less scruple. The free hand, in this
connexion, was above all agreeableNthe hand the freedom of which |
owed to the fact that the work had ignominiously failed, in advance, of
all power to seeitself "serialised.” This failure had repeatedly waited, for
me, upon shorter fictions; but the considerable production we here dis-
cusswas (as"The Golden Bowl" was to be, two or three years later) born,
not otherwise than (xii) a little bewilderedly, into a world of periodicals
and editors, of roaring "successes'in fine, amid which it was well-nigh
unnotedly to lose itself. There is fortunately something bracing, ever, in
the alpine chill, that of some high icy arete, shed by the cold editorial
shoulder; sour grapes may at moments fairly intoxicate and the story-
teller worth his salt rejoice to feel again how many accommodations he
can practise. Those addressedto "conditions of publication" have in a de-
gree their interesting, or at least their provoking, side; but their charm is
gualified by the fact that the prescriptions here spring from a soil often
wholly alien to the ground of the work itself. They are almost always the
fruit of another air altogether and conceived in alight liable to represent
WITHIN the circle of the work itself little elsethan darkness. Still, when
not too blighting, they often operate as a tax on ingenuityNthat ingenu-
ity of the expert craftsman which likes to be taxed very much to the same
tune to which a well-bred horse likes to be saddled. The best and finest
ingenuities, nevertheless,with all respectto that truth, are apt to be, not
one's compromises, but one's fullest conformities, and | well remember,
in the casebefore us, the pleasure of feeling my divisions, my propor-
tions and general rhythm, rest all on permanent rather than in any de-
gree on momentary proprieties. It was enough for my alternations, thus,
that they were good in themselves;it was in fact so much for them that |
really think any further account of the constitution of the book reduces
itself to a just notation of the law they followed.



There was the "fun,"” to begin with, of establishing one's successive
centresNof fixing them so exactly that the portions of the subject com-
manded by them as by happy points of view, and accordingly treated
from them, would constitute, so to speak, sufficiently solid BLOCKS of
wrought material, squared to the sharp edge, asto have weight and mass
and carrying power; to make for construction, that is, to conduce to effect
and to provide for beauty. Such a block, obviously, is the whole prelim-
inary presentation of Kate Croy, which, from the first, | recall, absolutely
declined to (xiii) enactitself savein terms of amplitude. Terms of amp-
litude, terms of atmosphere, those terms, and those terms only, in which
images asserttheir fulness and roundness, their power to revolve, so that
they have sides and backs, parts in the shade as true as parts in the
sunNthese were plainly to be my conditions, right and left, and | was so
far from overrating the amount of expression the whole thing, as| saw
and felt it, would require, that to retrace the way at presentis, alas, more
than anything else, but to mark the gaps and the lapses,to miss, one by
one, the intentions that, with the best will in the world, were not to
fructify. | have just said that the process of the general attempt is de-
scribed from the moment the "blocks" are numbered, and that would be
a true enough picture of my plan. Yet one's plan, alas, is one thing and
one's result another; so that | am perhaps nearer the point in saying that
this last strikes me at present asmost characterised by the happy features
that WERE, under my first and most blest illusion, to have contributed to
it. | meet them all, as| renew acquaintance, | mourn for them all as| re-
mount the stream, the absent values, the palpable voids, the missing
links, the mocking shadows, that reflect, taken together, the early bloom
of one's good faith. Such casesare of course far from abnormalNso far
from it that some acute mind ought surely to have worked out by this
time the "law" of the degree in which the artist's energy fairly depends
on his fallibility. How much and how often, and in what connexions and
with what almost infinite variety, must he be a dupe, that of his prime
object, to be at all measurably a master, that of his actual substitute for
itNor in other words at all appreciably to exist? He places, after an earn-
estsurvey, the piers of his bridgeNhe has at least sounded deep enough,
heaven knows, for their brave position; yet the bridge spansthe stream,
after the fact, in apparently complete independence of these properties,
the principal grace of the original design. THEY were an illusion, for
their necessaryhour; but the span itself, whether of a single arch or of
many, seemsby the oddest chancein the world to be a reality; since, ac-
tually, the rueful builder, passing under it, (xiv) seesfigures and hears



sounds above: he makes out, with his heart in his throat, that it bearsand
Is positively being "used."

The building-up of Kate Croy's consciousnessto the capacity for the
load little by little to be laid on it was, by way of example, to have beena
matter of asmany hundred close-packedbricks asthere are actually poor
dozens. The image of her so compromised and compromising father was
all effectively to have pervaded her life, was in a certain particular way
to have tampered with her spring; by which | mean that the shame and
the irritation and the depression, the general poisonous influence of him,
were to have been SHOWN, with a truth beyond the compass even of
one's most emphasised "word of honour" for it, to do these things. But
where do we find him, at this time of day, save in a beggarly sceneor
two which scarcearrives at the dignity of functional reference?He but
“looks in," poor beautiful dazzling, damning apparition that he was to
have been; he seeshis place so taken, his company so little missed, that,
cocking again that fine form of hat which hasyielded him for solong his
one effective cover, he turns away with a whistle of indifference that
nobly misrepresents the deepest disappointment of his life. One's poor
word of honour has HAD to pass muster for the show. Every one, in
short, was to have enjoyed so much better a chancethat, like stars of the
theatre condescending to oblige, they have had to take small parts, to
content themselves with minor identities, in order to come on at all. |
haven't the heart now, | confess,to adduce the detail of so many lapsed
importances; the explanation of most of which, after all, | take to have
beenin the crudity of atruth beating full upon me through theserecon-
siderations, the odd inveteracy with which picture, at almost any turn, is
jealous of drama, and drama (though on the whole with a greater pa-
tience, | think) suspicious of picture. Between them, no doubt, they do
much for the theme; yet eachbaffles insidiously the other's ideal and eats
round the edges of its position; eachis too ready to say "l can take the
thing for 'done' only when done in MY way." The residuum of comfort
for the witness of these broils is of course meanwhile in the convenient
reflexion, invented for him in the twilight of time and the infancy of art
by the Angel, not to say by the Demon, of Compromise, that nothing is
so easyto "do" asnot to be thankful for almost any stray help in its get-
ting done. It wasn't, after this fashion, by making good one's dream of
Lionel Croy that my structure was to stand on its feetNany more than it
was by letting him go that | was to be left irretrievably lamenting. The
who and the what, the how and the why, the whence and the whither of
Merton Densher, these, no less, were quantities and attributes that

10



should have danced about him with the antique grace of nymphs and
fauns circling round a bland Hermes and crowning him with flowers.
One's main anxiety, for eachone's agents, is that the air of each shall be
GIVEN; but what doesthe whole thing become,after all, as one goes,but
a seriesof sad places at which the hand of generosity has been cautioned
and stayed? The young man's situation, personal, professional, social,
was to have been so decanted for us that we should get all the taste; we
were to have been penetrated with Mrs. Lowder, by the sametoken, sat-
urated with her presence,her "personality,” and felt all her weight in the
scale.We were to have revelled in Mrs. Stringham, my heroine's attend-
ant friend, her fairly choral Bostonian, a subjectfor innumerable touches,
and in an extended and above all an ANIMATED reflexion of Milly
Theale's experience of English society; just as the strength and sense of
the situation in Venice, for our gathered friends, was to have come to us
in a deeper draught out of a larger cup, and just as the pattern of
Densher'sfinal position and fullest consciousnessthere was to have been
marked in fine stitches, all silkk and gold, all pink and silver, that have
had to remain, alas, but entwined upon the reel.

It isn't, no doubt, howeverNto recover, after all, our critical bal-
anceNthat the pattern didn't, for each compartment, get itself somehow
wrought, and that we mightn't thus, piece by piece, opportunity offering,
trace it over and (xvi) study it. The thing has doubtless, as a whole, the
advantage that eachpiece s true to its pattern, and that while it pretends
to make no simple statement it yet never lets go its schemeof clearness.
Applications of this scheme are continuous and exemplary enough,
though | scarceleave myself room to glance at them. The clearnessis ob-
tained in Book FirstNor otherwise, as | have said, in the first "piece,"
each Book having its subordinate and contributive patternNthrough the
associated consciousnessof my two prime young persons, for whom |
early recognisedthat | should have to consent, under stress,to a practical
FUSION of consciousness.It is into the young woman's "ken" that Mer-
ton Densher is represented as swimming; but her mind is not here, rigor-
ously, the one reflector. There are occasionswhen it plays this part, just
asthere are others when his plays it, and an intelligible plan consists nat-
urally not alittle in fixing such occasionsand making them, on one side
and the other, sufficient to themselves. Do | sometimes in fact forfeit the
advantage of that distinctness? Do | ever abandon one centre for another
after the former has been postulated? From the moment we proceed by
"centres"Nand | have never, | confess,embraced the logic of any superi-
or processNthey must BE, each, as a basis, selected and fixed; after
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which it is that, in the high interest of economy of treatment, they de-
termine and rule. There is no economy of treatment without an adopted,
a related point of view, and though | understand, under certain degrees
of pressure, a represented community of vision between several parties
to the action when it makes for concentration, | understand no breaking-
up of the register, no sacrifice of the recording consistency, that doesn't
rather scatter and weaken. In this truth resides the secretof the discrim-
inated occasionNthat aspect of the subject which we have our noted
choice of treating either as picture or scenically, but which is apt, | think,
to show its fullest worth in the Scene.Beautiful exceedingly, for that mat-
ter, those occasions or parts of an occasion when the boundary line
between picture and scene bears a little the weight of the double
pressure.

(xvii) Suchwould be the case,l can't but surmise, for the long passage
that forms here before us the opening of Book Fourth, where all the
offered life centres,to intensity, in the disclosure of Milly's single throb-
bing consciousness,but where, for a due rendering, everything hasto be
brought to a head. This passage,the view of her introduction to Mrs.
Lowder's circle, hasits mate, for illustration, later on in the book and at a
crisis for which the occasion submits to another rule. My registers or
“reflectors,” as | so conveniently name them (burnished indeed as they
generally are by the intelligence, the curiosity, the passion, the force of
the moment, whatever it be, directing them), work, as we have seen,in
arranged alternation; sothat in the secondconnexion | here glanceat it is
Kate Croy who is, "for all she is worth," turned on. Sheis turned on
largely at Venice, where the appearances,rich and obscure and portent-
ous (another word | rejoice in) asthey have by that time becomeand al-
together exquisite asthey remain, are treated almost wholly through her
vision of them and Densher's (asto the lucid interplay of which conspir-
ing and conflicting agents there would be a great deal to say). It is in
Kate's consciousnessthat at the stagein question the drama is brought to
a head, and the occasionon which, in the splendid saloon of poor Milly's
hired palace, she takesthe measure of her friend's festal evening, squares
itself to the same synthetic firmness asthe compact constructional block
inserted by the sceneat Lancaster Gate. Milly's situation ceasesat a given
moment to be "renderable” in terms closer than those supplied by Kate's
intelligence, or, in aricher degree, by Densher's, or, for one fond hour, by
poor Mrs. Stringham's (since to that sole brief futility is this last parti-
cipant, crowned by my original plan with the quaintest functions, in fact
reduced); just as Kate's relation with Densher and Densher's with Kate
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have ceasedpreviously, and are then to ceaseagain, to be projected for
us, so far asMilly is concernedwith them, on any more responsible plate
than that of the latter's admirable anxiety. It is asif, for these aspects,the
impersonal plateNin other words the poor author's comparatively (xviii)
cold affirmation or thin guaranteeNhad felt itself a figure of attestation
at oncetoo gross and too bloodless, likely to affect us asan abuse of priv-
ilege when not as an abuse of knowledge.

Heaven forbid, we say to ourselves during almost the whole Venetian
climax, heaven forbid we should "know" anything more of our ravaged
sister than what Densher darkly piecestogether, or than what Kate Croy
pays, heroically, it must be owned, at the hour of her visit alone to
Densher'slodging, for her superior handling and her dire profanation of.
For we have time, while this passagelasts, to turn round critically; we
have time to recognise intentions and proprieties; we have time to catch
glimpses of an economy of composition, as | put it, interesting in itself:
all in spite of the author's scarcemore than half-dissimulated despair at
the inveterate displacement of his general centre. "The Wings of the
Dove" happens to offer perhaps the most striking example | may cite
(though with public penancefor it already performed) of my regular fail-
ure to keep the appointed halves of my whole equal. Here the makeshift
middleNfor which the best| can say is that it's always rueful and never
impudentNreigns with even more than its customary contrition, though
passing itself off perhaps too with more than its usual craft. Nowhere, |
seem to recall, had the need of dissimulation been felt so as anguish;
nowhere had | condemned a luckless theme to complete its revolution,
burdened with the accumulation of its difficulties, the difficulties that
grow with atheme's development, in quarters so cramped. Of course, as
every novelist knows, it is difficulty that inspires; only, for that perfec-
tion of charm, it must have been difficulty inherent and congenital, and
not difficulty "caught" by the wrong frequentations. The latter half, that
Is the false and deformed half, of "The Wings" would verily, | think, form
a signal object lessonfor a literary critic bent on improving his occasion
to the profit of the budding artist. This whole corner of the picture
bristles with "dodges"Nsuch as he should feel himself all committed to
recogniseand (xix) denounceNfor disguising the reduced scaleof the ex-
hibition, for foreshortening at any cost, for imparting to patches the
value of presences,for dressing objectsin an AIR as of the dimensions
they can't possibly have. Thus he would have his free hand for pointing
out what a tangled web we weave whenNwell, when, through our mis-
laying or otherwise trifling with our blest pair of compasses,we have to
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produce the illusion of masswithout the illusion of extent. THERE is a
job quite to the measure of most of our monitorsNand with the interest
for them well enhanced by the preliminary cunning quest for the spot
where deformity has begun.

| recognise meanwhile, throughout the long earlier reach of the book,
not only no deformities but, | think, a positively close and felicitous ap-
plication of method, the preserved consistenciesof which, often illusive,
but never really lapsing, it would be of a certain diversion, and might be
of some profit, to follow. The author's accepted task at the outset has
beento suggestwith force the nature of the tie formed between the two
young persons first introducedNto give the full impression of its peculi-
ar worried and baffled, yet clinging and confident, ardour. The picture
constituted, so far as may be, is that of a pair of natures well-nigh con-
sumed by a senseof their intimate affinity and congruity, the reciprocity
of their desire, and thus passionately impatient of barriers and delays,
yet with qualities of intelligence and character that they are meanwhile
extraordinarily able to draw upon for the enrichment of their relation,
the extension of their prospect and the support of their "game." They are
far from a common couple, Merton Densher and Kate Croy, as befits the
remarkable fashion in which fortune was to waylay and opportunity was
to distinguish themNthe whole strange truth of their responseto which
opening involves also, in its order, no vulgar art of exhibition; but what
they have most to tell us is that, all unconsciously and with the bestfaith
in the world, all by mere force of the terms of their superior passion com-
bined with their superior diplomacy, they are laying atrap for the great
(xx) innocence to come. If | like, as | have confessed, the "portentous"
look, | was perhaps never to set so high a value on it as for all this
prompt provision of forces unwittingly waiting to closeround my eager
heroine (to the eventual deep chill of her eagerness)as the result of her
mere lifting of a latch. Infinitely interesting to have built up the relation
of the others to the point at which its aching restlessnessi,ts need to af-
firm itself otherwise than by an exasperated patience, meets as with in-
stinctive relief and recognition the possibilities shining out of Milly
Theale. Infinitely interesting to have prepared and organised, corres-
pondingly, that young woman's precipitations and liabilities, to have
constructed, for Drama essentially to take possession,the whole bright
house of her exposure.

These references, however, reflect too little of the detail of the treat-
ment imposed; such a detail as | for instance get hold of in the fact of
Densher's interview with Mrs. Lowder before he goes to America. It
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forms, in this preliminary picture, the one patch not strictly seenover
Kate Croy's shoulder; though it's notable that immediately after, at the
first possible moment, we surrender again to our major convenience, as
it happens to be at the time, that of our drawing breath through the
young woman's lungs. Once more, in other words, before we know it,
Densher's direct vision of the sceneat Lancaster Gate is replaced by her
apprehension, her contributive assimilation, of his experience: it melts
back into that accumulation, which we have been, asit were, saving up.
Does my apparent deviation here count accordingly as a muddle?None

of the muddles ever blooming so thick in any soil that fails to grow reas-
ons and determinants. No, distinctly not; for | had definitely opened the
door, asattention of perusal of the first two Books will show, to the sub-
jective community of my young pair. (Attention of perusal, | thus confess
by the way, is what | at every point, as well as here, absolutely invoke
and take for granted; a truth | avail myself of this occasionto note once
for allNin the interest of that variety of ideal reigning, | gather, in the
connexion. The enjoyment of a (xxi) work of art, the acceptanceof an ir-
resistible illusion, constituting, to my sense,our highest experience of
“luxury,” the luxury is not greatest, by my consequent measure, when
the work asksfor aslittle attention as possible. It is greatest, it is delight-

fully, divinely great, when we feel the surface, like the thick ice of the
skater's pond, bear without cracking the strongest pressure we throw on
it. The sound of the crack one may recognise, but never surely to call it a
luxury.) That | had scarceavailed myself of the privilege of seeing with

Densher's eyes is another matter; the point is that | had intelligently

marked my possible, my occasionalneed of it. So, at all events, the con-
structional "block" of the first two Books compactly forms itself. A new
block, all of the squarestand not a little of the smoothest, begins with the
ThirdNby which | mean of course a new massof interest governed from

a new centre. Here again | make prudent PROVISIONNto be sure to
keep my centre strong. It dwells mainly, we at once see,in the depths of
Milly Theale's"case,"where, close beside it, however, we meet a supple-
mentary reflector, that of the lucid eventhough so quivering spirit of her
dedicated friend.

The more or less associated consciousnessof the two women deals
thus, unequally, with the next presented face of the subjectNdeals with it
to the exclusion of the dealing of others; and if, for a highly particular
moment, | allot to Mrs. Stringham the responsibility of the direct appeal
to us, it is again, charming to relate, on behalf of that play of the portent-
ous which | cherish so asa "value" and am accordingly for ever setting in
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motion. There is an hour of evening, on the alpine height, at which it be-
comesof the last importance that our young woman should testify emin-
ently in this direction. But as| was to find it long since of a blest wisdom
that no expense should be incurred or met, in any corner of picture of
mine, without some concrete image of the account kept of it, that is of its
being organically re-economised, so under that dispensation Mrs. String-
ham has to register the transaction. Book Fifth is a new block mainly in
its provision of a new set of occasions,(xxii) which readopt, for their or-
der, the previous centre, Milly's now almost full-blown consciousness.At
my game, with renewed zest, of driving portents home, | have by this
time all the choice of those that are to brush that surface with a dark
wing. They are used, to our profit, on an elastic but a definite system; by
which | mean that having to sound here and there a little deep, asa test,
for my basisof method, | find it everywhere obstinately present. It draws
the "occasion"into tune and keepsit so, to repeat my tiresome term; my
nearest approach to muddlement is to have sometimesNbut not too of-
tenNto break my occasionssmall. Some of them succeedin remaining
ample and in really aspiring then to the higher, the sustained lucidity.

The whole actual centre of the work, resting on a misplaced pivot and
lodged in Book Fifth, pretends to along reach, or at any rate to the larger
foreshorteningNthough bringing home to me, on re-perusal, what | find

striking, charming and curious, the author's instinct everywhere for the
INDIRECT presentation of his main image. | note how, again and again,
| go but alittle way with the directNthat is with the straight exhibition of
Milly; it resorts for relief, this process,whenever it can, to some kinder,
some merciful indirection: all asif to approach her circuitously, deal with

her at second hand, as an unspotted princessis ever dealt with; the pres-
sure all round her kept easy for her, the sounds, the movements regu-
lated, the forms and ambiguities made charming. All of which proceeds,
obviously, from her painter's tendernessof imagination about her, which
reduces him to watching her, asit were, through the successivewindows

of other people's interest in her. So, if we talk of princesses,do the bal-
conies opposite the palace gates,do the coigns of vantage and respecten-
joyed for a fee, rake from afar the mystic figure in the gilded coachasit
comesforth into the great PLACE. But my use of windows and balconies
Is doubtless at best an extravagance by itself, and as to what there may
be to note, of this and other supersubtleties, other arch-refinements, of
tact and taste, of design and instinct, in "The Wings of the Dove," | be-
come conscious of overstepping my space(xxiii) without having brought
the full quantity to light. The failure leaves me with a burden of
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residuary comment of which | yet boldly hope elsewhere to discharge
myself.
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Part 1
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Chapter 1

Shewaited, Kate Croy, for her father to come in, but he kept her uncon-
scionably, and there were moments at which she showed herself, in the
glass over the mantel, a face positively pale with the irritation that had
brought her to the point of going away without sight of him. It was at
this point, however, that she remained; changing her place, moving from

the shabby sofato the armchair upholstered in a glazed cloth that gave at
onceNshe had tried itNthe senseof the slippery and of the sticky. She
had looked at the sallow prints on the walls and at the lonely magazine,
a year old, that combined, with a small lamp in coloured glass and a
knitted white centre-piece wanting in freshness,to enhancethe effect of
the purplish cloth on the principal table; she had above all from time to
time taken a brief stand on the small balcony to which the pair of long
windows gave access.The vulgar little street, in this view, offered scant
relief from the vulgar little room; its main office was to suggestto her
that the narrow black house-fronts, adjusted to a standard that would

have beenlow even for backs, constituted quite the publicity implied by
such privacies. One felt them in the room exactly as one felt the
roomNthe hundred like it or worseNin the street. Eachtime she turned

In again, eachtime, in her impatience, she gave him up, it was to sound
to a deeper depth, while shetasted the faint flat emanation of things, the
failure of fortune and of honour. If she continued to wait it was really in
a manner that she mightn't add the shame of fear, of individual, of per-
sonal collapse, to all the other shames.To feel the street, to feel the room,
to feel the table-cloth and the centre-pieceand the lamp, gave her a small
salutary senseat least of neither shirking nor lying. This whole vision

was the worst thing yetNas including in particular the interview to
which she had braced herself; and for what had she come but for the
worst? Shetried to be sad so as not to be angry, but it made her angry
that she couldn't be sad. And yet where was misery, misery too beaten
for blame and chalk-marked by fate like a "lot" at a common auction, if
not in these merciless signs of mere mean stale feelings?
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Her father's life, her sister's, her own, that of her two lost brothersNthe
whole history of their house had the effect of some fine florid volumin-
ous phrase, say even a musical, that dropped first into words and notes
without sense and then, hanging unfinished, into no words nor any
notes at all. Why should a setof people have beenput in motion, on such
a scaleand with such an air of being equipped for a profitable journey,
only to break down without an accident, to stretch themselves in the
wayside dust without a reason?The answer to these questions was not
in Chirk Street, but the questions themselves bristled there, and the girl's
repeated pause before the mirror and the chimney-place might have rep-
resented her nearest approach to an escapefrom them. Wasn't it in fact
the partial escapefrom this "worst" in which she was steepedto be able
to make herself out again as agreeable to see?She stared into the tar-
nished glasstoo hard indeed to be staring at her beauty alone. Sheread-
justed the poise of her black closely-feathered hat; retouched, beneath it,
the thick fall of her dusky hair; kept her eyesaslant no lesson her beauti-
ful averted than on her beautiful presented oval. She was dressed alto-
gether in black, which gave an even tone, by contrast, to her clear face
and made her hair more harmoniously dark. Outside, on the balcony,
her eyes showed as blue; within, at the mirror, they showed almost as
black. Shewas handsome, but the degree of it was not sustained by items
and aids; a circumstance moreover playing its part at almost any time in
the impression she produced. The impression was one that remained,
but asregards the sourcesof it no sum in addition would have made up
the total. Shehad stature without height, grace without motion, presence
without mass. Slender and simple, frequently soundless, she was some-
how always in the line of the eyeNshe counted singularly for its pleas-
ure. More "dressed," often, with fewer accessoriesthan other women, or
less dressed, should occasionrequire, with more, she probably couldn't
have given the key to these felicities. They were mysteries of which her
friends were consciousNthose friends whose general explanation was to
say that she was clever, whether or no it were taken by the world asthe
causeor asthe effect of her charm. If she saw more things than her fine
face in the dull glass of her father's lodgings she might have seen that
after all she was not herself a fact in the collapse. Shedidn't hold herself
cheap, she didn't make for misery. Personally, no, she wasn't chalk-
marked for auction. Shehadn't given up yet, and the broken sentence,if
she was the last word, WOULD end with a sort of meaning. There was a
minute during which, though her eyeswere fixed, she quite visibly lost
herself in the thought of the way she might still pull things round had
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she only been a man. It was the name, above all, she would take in
handNthe precious name she so liked and that, in spite of the harm her
wretched father had done it, wasn't yet past praying for. Sheloved it in
fact the more tenderly for that bleeding wound. But what could a penni-
less girl do with it but let it go?

When her father at last appeared she became,as usual, instantly aware
of the futility of any effort to hold him to anything. He had written her
he was ill, too ill to leave his room, and that he must see her without
delay; and if this had been, as was probable, the sketch of a design he
was indifferent even to the moderate finish required for deception. He
had clearly wanted, for the perversities he called his reasons,to seeher,
just as she herself had sharpened for atalk; but she now again felt, in the
inevitability of the freedom he used with her, all the old ache, her poor
mother's very own, that he couldn't touch you ever so lightly without
setting up. No relation with him could be so short or so superficial asnot
to be somehow to your hurt; and this, in the strangestway in the world,
not because he desired it to beNfeeling often, as he surely must, the
profit for him of its not beingNbut becausethere was never a mistake for
you that he could leave unmade, nor a conviction of his impossibility in
you that he could approach you without strengthening. He might have
awaited her on the sofain his sitting-room, or might have stayed in bed
and received her in that situation. Shewas glad to be spared the sight of
such penetralia, but it would have reminded her a little less that there
was no truth in him. This was the weariness of every fresh meeting; he
dealt out lies ashe might the cards from the greasy old pack for the game
of diplomacy to which you were to sit down with him. The inconveni-
enceNas always happens in such casesNwas not that you minded what
was false, but that you missed what was true. He might be ill and it
might suit you to know it, but no contact with him, for this, could ever
be straight enough. Justso he even might die, but Kate fairly wondered
on what evidence of his own she would some day have to believe it.

He had not at present come down from his room, which she knew to
be above the one they were in: he had already been out of the house,
though he would either, should she challenge him, deny it or present it
as a proof of his extremity. She had, however, by this time, quite ceased
to challenge him; not only, faceto facewith him, vain irritation dropped,
but he breathed upon the tragic consciousnessin such a way that after a
moment nothing of it was left. The difficulty was not less that he
breathed in the sameway upon the comic: she almost believed that with
this latter she might still have found a foothold for clinging to him. He
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had ceasedto be amusingNhe was really too inhuman. His perfect look,
which had floated him so long, was practically perfect still; but one had
long since for every occasion taken it for granted. Nothing could have
better shown than the actual how right one had been. He looked exactly
asmuch asusualNall pink and silver asto skin and hair, all straightness
and starch as to figure and dress; the man in the world least connected
with anything unpleasant. He was so particularly the English gentleman
and the fortunate settled normal person. Seenat a foreign table d'hote he
suggested but one thing: "In what perfection England produces them!"
He had kind safe eyes, and a voice which, for all its clean fulness, told
the quiet tale of its having never had once to raise itself. Life had met
him so, halfway, and had turned round so to walk with him, placing a
hand in his arm and fondly leaving him to choosethe pace. Those who
knew him alittle said "How he does dress!"Nthose who knew him better
said "How DOES he?" The one stray gleam of comedy just now in his
daughter's eyeswas the absurd feeling he momentarily made her have of
being herself "looked up" by him in sordid lodgings. For a minute after
he came in it was as if the place were her own and he the visitor with
susceptibilities. He gave you absurd feelings, he had indescribable arts,
that quite turned the tables: this had beenalways how he cameto seeher
mother so long as her mother would seehim. He came from placesthey
had often not known about, but he patronised Lexham Gardens. Kate's
only actual expression of impatience, however, was "I'm glad you're so
much better!"

"I'm not so much better, my dearNI'm exceedingly unwell; the proof
of which is precisely that I've been out to the chemist'sNthat beastly fel-
low at the corner.” So Mr. Croy showed he could qualify the humble
hand that assuagedhim. "I'm taking something he has made up for me.
It's just why I've sent for youNthat you may see me as | really am."

"Oh papa, it's long since I've ceasedto seeyou otherwise than as you
really are!l think we've all arrived by this time at the right word for that:
'You're beautifulNn'en parlons plus.' You're as beautiful as everNyou
look lovely." He judged meanwhile her own appearance, as she knew
she could always trust him to do; recognising, estimating, sometimes dis-
approving, what she wore, showing her the interest he continued to take
in her. He might really take none at all, yet shevirtually knew herself the
creature in the world to whom he was least indifferent. She had often
enough wondered what on earth, at the passhe had reached, could give
him pleasure, and had come back on these occasionsto that. It gave him
pleasure that she was handsome, that she was in her way a tangible
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value. It was at least as marked, nevertheless,that he derived none from
similar conditions, so far as they WERE similar, in his other child. Poor
Marian might be handsome, but he certainly didn't care. The hitch here
of course was that, with whatever beauty, her sister, widowed and al-
most in want, with four bouncing children, had no such measure. She
asked him the next thing how long he had been in his actual quarters,
though aware of how little it mattered, how little any answer he might
make would probably have in common with the truth. Shefailed in fact
to notice his answer, truthful or not, already occupied as she was with
what she had on her own side to say to him. This was really what had
made her waitNwhat superseded the small remainder of her resentment
at his constant practical impertinence; the result of all of which was that
within a minute she had brought it out. "YesNeven now I'm willing to
go with you. | don't know what you may have wished to say to me, and
even if you hadn't written you would within a day or two have heard
from me. Things have happened, and I've only waited, for seeing you,
till | should be quite sure. | AM quite sure. I'll go with you."

It produced an effect. "Go with me where?"

"Anywhere. I'll stay with you. Even here." Shehad taken off her gloves
and, as if she had arrived with her plan, she sat down.

Lionel Croy hung about in his disengaged wayNhovered there as if
looking, in consequenceof her words, for a pretext to back out easily: on
which she immediately saw she had discounted, as it might be called,
what he had himself been preparing. He wished her not to come to him,
still lessto settle with him, and had sentfor her to give her up with some
style and state; a part of the beauty of which, however, was to have been
his sacrifice to her own detachment. There was no style, no state, unless
she wished to forsake him. His idea had accordingly beento surrender
her to her wish with all nobleness;it had by no means beento have pos-
itively to keep her off. Shecared, however, not a straw for his embarrass-
mentN feeling how little, on her own part, she was moved by charity.
Shehad seenhim, first and last, in so many attitudes that she could now
deprive him quite without compunction of the luxury of a new one. Yet
she felt the disconcerted gasp in his tone as he said: "Oh my child, | can
never consent to that!"

"What then are you going to do?"

“I'm turning it over," said Lionel Croy. "You may imagine if I'm not
thinking."

"Haven't you thought then," his daughter asked, "of what | speak of? |
mean of my being ready."
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Standing before her with his hands behind him and his legs a little
apart, he swayed slightly to and fro, inclined toward her asif rising on
his toes. It had an effect of conscientious deliberation. "NoNI haven't. |
couldn't. I wouldn't." It was so respectable a show that she felt afresh,
and with the memory of their old despair, the despair at home, how little
his appearance ever by any chancetold about him. His plausibility had
been the heaviest of her mother's crosses;inevitably so much more
present to the world than whatever it was that was horridNthank God
they didn't really know!Nthat he had done. He had positively been, in
his way, by the force of his particular type, aterrible husband not to live
with; his type reflecting so invidiously on the woman who had found
him distasteful. Had this thereby not kept directly present to Kate her
self that it might, on some sides, prove no light thing for her to leave
uncompanion'd a parent with such a face and such a manner? Yet if
there was much she neither knew nor dreamed of it passed between
them at this very moment that he was quite familiar with himself asthe
subject of such quandaries. If he recognised his younger daughter's
happy aspectas a tangible value, he had from the first still more exactly
appraised every point of his own. The great wonder was not that in spite
of everything these points had helped him; the great wonder was that
they hadn't helped him more. However, it was, to its eternal recurrent
tune, helping him all the while; her drop into patience with him showed
how it was helping him at this moment. She saw the next instant pre-
cisely the line he would take. "Do you really ask me to believe you've
been making up your mind to that?"

Shehad to consider her own line. "l don't think | care, papa, what you
believe. | never, for that matter, think of you as believing anything;
hardly more," she permitted herself to add, "than | ever think of you as
yourself believed. | don't know you, father, you see."

"And it's your idea that you may make that up?"

"Oh dear, no; not at all. That's no part of the question. If | haven't un-
derstood you by this time | never shall, and it doesn't matter. It has
seemedto me you may be lived with, but not that you may be under-
stood. Of course I've not the least idea how you get on."

"l don't get on," Mr. Croy almost gaily replied.

His daughter took the place in again, and it might well have seemed
odd that with so little to meet the eye there should be so much to show.
What showed was the uglinessNso positive and palpable that it was
somehow sustaining. It was a medium, a setting, and to that extent, after
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all, adreadful sign of life; sothat it fairly gave point to her answer. "Oh |
beg your pardon. You flourish."

"Do you throw it up at me again,” he pleasantly put to her, "that I've
not made away with myself?"

She treated the question as needing no reply; she sat there for real
things. "You know how all our anxieties, under mamma's will, have
come out. Shehad still lessto leave than she feared. We don't know how
we lived. It all makes up about two hundred a year for Marian, and two
for me, but | give up a hundred to Marian."

"Oh you weak thing!" her father sighed asfrom depths of enlightened
experience.

"For you and me together," shewent on, "the other hundred would do
something."

"And what would do the rest?"

“Can you yourself do nothing?"

He gave her a look; then, slipping his hands into his pockets and turn-
ing away, stood for a little at the window she had left open. She said
nothing moreNshe had placed him there with that question, and the si-
lence lasted a minute, broken by the call of an appealing costermonger,
which camein with the mild March air, with the shabby sunshine, fear-
fully unbecoming to the room, and with the small homely hum of Chirk
Street. Presently he moved nearer, but as if her question had quite
dropped. "I don't see what has so suddenly wound you up."

"l should have thought you might perhaps guess.Let me at any rate
tell you. Aunt Maud has made me a proposal. But she has also made me
a condition. She wants to keep me."

"And what in the world else COULD she possibly want?"

"Oh | don't knowNmany things. I'm not so precious a capture," the
girl a little dryly explained. "No one has ever wanted to keep me before."

Looking always what was proper, her father looked now still more
surprised than interested. "You've not had proposals?" He spoke as if
that were incredible of Lionel Croy's daughter; asif indeed such an ad-
mission scarceconsorted, evenin filial intimacy, with her high spirit and
general form.

"Not from rich relations. She'sextremely kind to me, but it's time, she
says, that we should understand each other."

Mr. Croy fully assented."Of course it isNhigh time; and | can quite
imagine what she means by it."

"Are you very sure?"
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"Oh perfectly. She means that she'll 'do’ for you handsomely if you'l
break off all relations with me. You speak of her condition. Her
condition's of course that."

"Well then," said Kate, "it's what has wound me up. Here | am."

He showed with a gesture how thoroughly he had taken it in; after
which, within a few seconds,he had quite congruously turned the situ-
ation about. "Do you really suppose me in a position to justify your
throwing yourself upon me?"

She waited a little, but when she spoke it was clear. "Yes."

"Well then, you're of feebler intelligence than | should have ventured
to suppose you."

"Why so? You live. You flourish. You bloom."

"Ah how you've all always hated me!" he murmured with a pensive
gaze again at the window.

"No one could be lessof a mere cherished memory," she declared asif
she had not heard him. "You're an actual person, if there ever was one.
We agreed just now that you're beautiful. You strike me, you know,
asNin your own wayNmuch more firm on your feet than I. Don't put it
to me therefore as monstrous that the fact that we're after all parent and
child should at present in some manner count for us. My idea has been
that it should have some effect for eachof us. | don't at all, as| told you
just now," she pursued, "make out your life; but whatever it is | hereby
offer to accept it. And, on my side, I'll do everything | can for you."

"l see,"said Lionel Croy. Then with the sound of extreme relevance:
"And what CAN you?" Sheonly, at this, hesitated, and he took up her si-
lence. "You can describe yourselfNTO vyourselfNas, in a fine flight, giv-
ing up your aunt for me; but what good, | should like to know, would
your fine flight do me?" As she still said nothing he developed a little.
"We're not possessedof so much, at this charming pass,pleaseto remem-
ber, as that we can afford not to take hold of any perch held out to us. |
like the way you talk, my dear, about 'giving up'! One doesn't give up
the use of a spoon becauseone's reduced to living on broth. And your
spoon, that is your aunt, pleaseconsider, is partly mine aswell." Sherose
now, asif in sight of the term of her effort, in sight of the futility and the
weariness of many things, and moved back to the poor little glass with
which she had communed before. Sheretouched here again the poise of
her hat, and this brought to her father's lips another remarkNin which
iImpatience, however, had already beenreplaced by a free flare of appre-
ciation. "Oh you're all right! Don't muddle yourself up with ME!"
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His daughter turned round to him. "The condition Aunt Maud makes
Is that | shall have absolutely nothing to do with you; never seeyou, nor
speak nor write to you, never go near you nor make you a sign, nor hold
any sort of communication with you. What she requires is that you shall
simply cease to exist for me."

He had always seemedNit was one of the marks of what they called
the "unspeakable" in himNto walk a littte more on his toes, as if for
jauntiness, under the touch of offence. Nothing, however, was more
wonderful than what he sometimes would take for offence, unless it
might be what he sometimes wouldn't. He walked at any rate on his toes
now. "A very proper requirement of your Aunt Maud, my dearNI don't
hesitate to say it!" Yet asthis, much asshe had seen,left her silent at first
from what might have been a senseof sickness, he had time to go on:
“That's her condition then. But what are her promises? Just what does
she engage to do? You must work it, you know."

"You mean make her feel," Kate asked after a moment, "how much I'm
attached to you?"

"Well, what a cruel invidious treaty it is for you to sign. I'm a poor ruin
of an old dad to make a stand about giving upNI quite agree.But I'm
not, after all, quite the old ruin not to get something FOR giving up."

"Oh | think her idea," said Kate almost gaily now, "is that | shall get a
great deal.”

He met her with his inimitable amenity. "But does she give you the
items?"

The girl went through the show. "More or less, | think. But many of
them are things | dare say | may take for grantedNthings women can do
for each other and that you wouldn't understand.”

“There's nothing | understand so well, always, asthe things | needn't!
But what | want to do, you see,"he went on, "is to put it to your con-
sciencethat you've an admirable opportunity; and that it's moreover one
for which, after all, damn you, you've really to thank ME."

"l confess| don't see,"Kate observed, "what my ‘conscience'has to do
with it."

“Then, my dear girl, you ought simply to be ashamed of yourself. Do
you know what you're a proof of, all you hard hollow people together?"
He put the question with a charming air of sudden spiritual heat. "Of the
deplorably superficial morality of the age. The family sentiment, in our
vulgarised brutalised life, has gone utterly to pot. There was a day when
aman like meNby which | mean a parent like meNwould have been for
a daughter like you quite a distinct value; what's called in the business
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world, | believe, an 'asset.'"" He continued sociably to make it out. "I'm
not talking only of what you might, with the right feeling, do FOR me,
but of what you mightNit's what | call your opportunityNdo WITH me.
Unlessindeed," he the next moment imperturbably threw off, "they come
a good deal to the samething. Your duty aswell asyour chance,if you're
capable of seeingit, is to use me. Show family feeling by seeingwhat I'm
good for. If you had it as| have it you'd seel'm still goodNwell, for alot
of things. There'sin fact, my dear," Mr. Croy wound up, "a coach-and-
four to be got out of me." His lapse, or rather his climax, failed a little of
effect indeed through an undue precipitation of memory. Something his
daughter had said came back to him. "You've settled to give away half
your little inheritance?"

Her hesitation broke into laughter. "NoNI haven't 'settled' anything."

"But you mean practically to let Marian collar it?" They stood there
faceto face, but she so denied herself to his challenge that he could only
go on. "You've aview of three hundred ayear for her in addition to what
her husband left her with? Is THAT," the remote progenitor of such wan-
tonness audibly wondered, "your morality?"

Kate found her answer without trouble. "Is it your idea that | should
give you everything?"

The "everything" clearly struck himNto the point even of determining
the tone of his reply. "Far from it. How can you ask that when | refuse
what you tell me you came to offer? Make of my idea what you can; |
think I've sufficiently expressedit, and it's at any rate to take or to leave.
It's the only one, | may neverthelessadd; it's the basketwith all my eggs.
It's my conception, in short, of your duty."

The girl's tired smile watched the word as if it had taken on a small
grotesque visibility. "You're wonderful on such subjects!| think | should
leave you in no doubt,” she pursued, "that if | were to sign my aunt's
agreement | should carry it out, in honour, to the letter."

"Rather, my own love! It's just your honour that | appeal to. The only
way to play the game ISto play it. There'sno limit to what your aunt can
do for you."

"Do you mean in the way of marrying me?"

"What else should | mean? Marry properlyN"

"And then?" Kate asked as he hung fire.

"And thenNwell, | WILL talk with you. I'll resume relations."

Shelooked about her and picked up her parasol. "Becauseyou're not
so afraid of any one elsein the world asyou are of HER? My husband, if
| should marry, would be at the worst lessof a terror? If that's what you
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mean there may be something in it. But doesn't it depend a little also on
what you mean by my getting a proper one? However," Kate added as
she picked out the frill of her little umbrella, "I don't suppose your idea
of him is QUITE that he should persuade you to live with us."

"Dear noNnot a bit." He spoke as not resenting either the fear or the
hope sheimputed; met both imputations in fact with a sort of intellectual
relief. "I place the casefor you wholly in your aunt's hands. | take her
view with my eyesshut; | acceptin all confidence any man she selects.If
he's good enough for HERNelephantine snob as she isNhe's good
enough for me; and quite in spite of the fact that she'll be sure to select
one who can be trusted to be nasty to me. My only interest is in your do-
ing what shewants. You shan't be so beastly poor, my darling,” Mr. Croy
declared, "if | can help it."

"Well then good-bye, papa,” the girl said after a reflexion on this that
had perceptibly ended for her in a renunciation of further debate. "Of
course you understand that it may be for long."

Her companion had hereupon one of his finest inspirations. "Why not
frankly for ever? You must do me the justice to seethat | don't do things,
that I've never done them, by halvesNthat if | offer you to efface myself
it's for the final fatal sponge | ask, well saturated and well applied."

She turned her handsome quiet face upon him at such length that it
might indeed have been for the last time. "l don't know what you're like."

"No more do |, my dear. I've spent my life in trying in vain to discover.
Like nothingNmore's the pity. If there had been many of us and we
could have found each other out there's no knowing what we mightn't
have done. But it doesn't matter now. Good-bye, love." He looked even
not sure of what shewould wish him to suppose on the subject of a kiss,
yet also not embarrassed by his uncertainty.

She forbore in fact for a moment longer to clear it up. "l wish there
were some one here who might serveNfor any contingencyNas a wit-
ness that | HAVE put it to you that I'm ready to come."

"Would you like me," her father asked, "to call the landlady?"

"You may not believe me," she pursued, "but | camereally hoping you
might have found someway. I'm very sorry at all eventsto leave you un-
well." He turned away from her on this and, as he had done before, took
refuge, by the window, in a stare at the street. "Let me put
itNunfortunately without a witness," she added after a moment, "that
there's only one word you really need speak."
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When he took these words up it was still with his back to her. "If |
don't strike you ashaving already spoken it our time has been singularly
wasted."

"Il engage with you in respectto my aunt exactly to what she wants
of me in respect to you. She wants me to choose. Very well, | WILL
choose. I'll wash my hands of her for you to just that tune."

He at last brought himself round. "Do you know, dear, you make me
sick? I've tried to be clear, and it isn't fair."

But she passed this over; she was too visibly sincere. "Father!"

"I don't quite seewhat's the matter with you," he said, "and if you can't
pull yourself together IINupon my honourNtake you in hand. Put you
into a cab and deliver you again safe at Lancaster Gate."

She was really absent, distant. "Father."

It was too much, and he met it sharply. "Well?"

"Strange as it may be to you to hear me say it, there's a good you can
do me and a help you can render."

"Isn't it then exactly what I've been trying to make you feel?"

"Yes,"she answered patiently, "but soin the wrong way. I'm perfectly
honest in what | say, and | know what I'm talking about. It isn't that I'l
pretend | could have believed a month ago in anything to call aid or sup-
port from you. The caseis changedNthat's what has happened; my diffi-
culty is a new one. But even now it's not a question of anything | should
ask you in a way to 'do.' It's simply a question of your not turning me
awayNtaking yourself out of my life. It's simply a question of your say-
ing: 'Yesthen, sinceyou will, we'll stand together. We won't worry in ad-
vance about how or where; we'll have a faith and find a way.' That's
allNTHAT would be the good you'd do me. | should HAVE you, and it
would be for my benefit. Do you see?"

If he didn't it wasn't for want of looking at her hard. "The matter with
you is that you're in love, and that your aunt knows andNfor reasons,
I'm sure, perfectNhates and opposes it. Well she may! It's a matter in
which | trust her with my eyesshut. Go, please."Though he spoke not in
angerNrather in infinite sadnessNhe fairly turned her out. Before she
took it up he had, as the fullest expression of what he felt, opened the
door of the room. He had fairly, in his deep disapproval, a generous
compassionto spare."I'm sorry for her, deluded woman, if she builds on
you."

Kate stood a moment in the draught. "She'snot the person i pity most,
for, deluded in many ways though she may be, she's not the person
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who's most so. | mean," she explained, "if it's a question of what you call
building on me."

He took it asif what she meant might be other than her description of
it. "You're deceiving TWO persons then, Mrs. Lowder and somebody
else?"

She shook her head with detachment. "I've no intention of that sort
with respect to any one nowNto Mrs. Lowder least of all. If you fail
me"Nshe seemedto make it out for herselfN"that has the merit at least
that it simplifies. | shall go my wayNas | see my way."

"Your way, you mean then, will beto marry some blackguard without
a penny?"

"You demand a great deal of satisfaction,” she observed, "for the little
you give."

It brought him up again before her aswith a sensethat she was not to
be hustled, and though he glared at her a little this had long been the
practical limit to his general power of objection. "If you're baseenough to
incur your aunt's reprobation you're base enough for my argument.
What, if you're not thinking of an utterly improper person, do your
speechesto me signify? Who IS the beggarly sneak?"he went on as her
response failed.

Her response,when it came, was cold but distinct. "He has every dis-
position to make the best of you. He only wants in fact to be kind to
you."

“Then he MUST be an ass!And how in the world can you consider it
to improve him for me," her father pursued, "that he's also destitute and
impossible? There are boobies and boobies evenNthe right and the
wrongNand you appear to have carefully picked out one of the wrong.
Your aunt knows THEM, by good fortune; | perfectly trust, as| tell you,
her judgement for them; and you may take it from me once for all that |
won't hear of any one of whom SHE won't." Which led up to his last
word. "If you should really defy us bothN!"

"Well, papa?"

"Well, my sweet child, | think thatNreduced to insignificance as you
may fondly believe meNI should still not be quite without some way of
making you regret it."

She had a pause, a grave one, but not, as appeared, that she might
measure this danger. "If | shouldn't do it, you know, it wouldn't be be-
cause I'm afraid of you."

"Oh if you don't do it," he retorted, "you may be as bold as you like!"

“Then you can do nothing at all for me?"
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He showed her, this time unmistakeablyNit was before her there on
the landing, at the top of the tortuous stairs and in the midst of the
strange smell that seemed to cling to themNhow vain her appeal re-
mained. "I've never pretended to do more than my duty; I've given you
the best and the clearest advice." And then came up the spring that
moved him. "If it only displeasesyou, you can go to Marian to be con-
soled." What he couldn't forgive was her dividing with Marian her scant

share of the provision their mother had been able to leave them. She
should have divided it with HIM.
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e 2

Chapter

She had gone to Mrs. Lowder on her mother's deathNgone with an ef-
fort the strain and pain of which made her at present, as she recalled
them, reflect on the long way she had travelled since then. There had
beennothing elseto doNnot apenny in the other house, nothing but un-
paid bills that had gathered thick while its mistress lay mortally ill, and
the admonition that there was nothing she must attempt to raise money
on, since everything belonged to the "estate."How the estatewould turn
out at best presented itself as a mystery altogether gruesome; it had
proved in fact since then aresiduum atrifle lessscantthan, with her sis-
ter, she had for some weeks feared; but the girl had had at the beginning
rather awounded senseof its being watched on behalf of Marian and her
children. What on earth was it supposed that SHE wanted to do to it?
She wanted in truth only to give upNto abandon her own interest,
which shedoubtless would already have done hadn't the point beensub-
ject to Aunt Maud's sharp intervention. Aunt Maud's intervention was
all sharp now, and the other point, the great one, was that it was to be, in
this light, either all put up with or all declined. Yet at the winter's end,
nevertheless, she could scarce have said what stand she conceived she
had taken. It wouldn't be the first time she had seenherself obliged to ac-
cept with smothered irony other people's interpretation of her conduct.
She often ended by giving up to themNit seemed really the way to
liveNthe version that met their convenience.

The tall rich heavy house at Lancaster Gate, on the other side of the
Park and the long South Kensington stretches, had figured to her,
through childhood, through girlhood, asthe remotest limit of her vague
young world. It was further off and more occasional than anything else
in the comparatively compact circle in which sherevolved, and seemed,
by arigour early marked, to be reached through long, straight, discour-
aging vistas, perfect telescopesof streets, and which kept lengthening
and straightening, whereas almost everything else in life was either at
the worst roundabout Cromwell Road or at the furthest in the nearer
parts of Kensington Gardens. Mrs. Lowder was her only "real" aunt, not

33



the wife of an uncle, and had been thereby, both in ancient days and
when the greater trouble came, the person, of all persons, properly to
make some sign; in accord with which our young woman's feeling was
founded on the impression, quite cherished for years, that the signs
made acrossthe interval just mentioned had never beenreally in the note
of the situation. The main office of this relative for the young
CroysNapart from giving them their fixed measure of social great-
nessNhad struck them as being to form them to a conception of what
they were not to expect. When Kate came to think matters over with

wider knowledge, she failed quite to see how Aunt Maud could have
been differentNshe had rather perceived by this time how many other
things might have been; yet she also made out that if they had all con-
sciously lived under a liability to the chill breath of ultima Thule they
couldn't either, on the facts, very well have done less.What in the event
appeared established was that if Mrs. Lowder had disliked them she yet
hadn't disliked them so much asthey supposed. It had at any rate been
for the purpose of showing how she struggled with her aversion that she
sometimes came to seethem, that she at regular periods invited them to
her house and in short, asit now looked, kept them along on the terms
that would best give her sister the perennial luxury of a grievance. This
sister, poor Mrs. Croy, the girl knew, had always judged her resentfully,

and had brought them up, Marian, the boys and herself, to the idea of a
particular attitude, for signs of the practice of which they watched each
other with awe. The attitude was to make plain to Aunt Maud, with the
same regularity as her invitations, that they sufficedNthanks aw-
fullyNto themselves.But the ground of it, Kate lived to discern, was that
this was only becauseSHE didn't suffice to them. The little she offered
was to be acceptedunder protest, yet not really becauseit was excessive.
It wounded themNthere was the rub!Nbecause it fell short.

The number of new things our young lady looked out on from the
high south window that hung over the ParkNthis number was so great
(though some of the things were only old onesaltered and, asthe phrase
was of other matters, done up) that life at present turned to her view
from week to week more and more the face of a striking and distin-
guished stranger. Shehad reached a great ageNfor it quite seemedto her
that at twenty-five it was late to reconsider, and her most general sense
was a shade of regret that she hadn't known earlier. The world was dif-
ferentNwhether for worse or for betterNfrom her rudimentary readings,
and it gave her the feeling of a wasted past. If she had only known soon-
er she might have arranged herself more to meet it. She made at all
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events discoveries every day, some of which were about herself and oth-
ers about other persons. Two of theseNone under eachheadNmore par-
ticularly engaged, in alternation, her anxiety. She saw as she had never
seenbefore how material things spoke to her. She saw, and she blushed
to see,that if in contrast with some of its old aspectslife now affected her
as a dress successfully "done up," this was exactly by reason of the trim-
mings and lace, was a matter of ribbons and silk and velvet. Shehad a
dire accessibility to pleasure from such sources. She liked the charming
quarters her aunt had assigned herNliked them literally more than she
had in all her other days liked anything; and nothing could have been
more uneasy than her suspicion of her relative's view of this truth. Her
relative was prodigiousNshe had never done her relative justice. These
larger conditions all tasted of her, from morning till night; but shewas a
person in respect to whom the growth of acquaintance could
onlyNstrange as it might seemNkeep your heart in your mouth.

The girl's second great discovery was that, so far from having beenfor
Mrs. Lowder a subject of superficial consideration, the blighted home in
Lexham Gardens had haunted her nights and her days. Kate had spent,
all winter, hours of observation that were not less pointed for being
spent alone; recent events, which her mourning explained, assured her a
measure of isolation, and it was in the isolation above all that her
neighbour's influence worked. Sitting far downstairs Aunt Maud was yet
a presencefrom which a sensitive niece could feel herself extremely un-
der pressure. She knew herself now, the sensitive niece, as having been
marked from far back. Sheknew more than she could have told you, by
the upstairs fire, in a whole dark December afternoon. She knew so
much that her knowledge was what fairly kept her there, making her at
times circulate more endlessly between the small silk-covered sofa that
stood for her in the firelight and the great grey map of Middlesex spread
beneath her lookout. To go down, to forsake her refuge, was to meet
some of her discoveries halfway, to have to face them or fly before them;
whereas they were at such a height only like the rumble of a far-off siege
heard in the provisioned citadel. She had almost liked, in these weeks,
what had created her suspenseand her stress:the loss of her mother, the
submersion of her father, the discomfort of her sister, the confirmation of
their shrunken prospects, the certainty, in especial, of her having to re-
cognise that should she behave, as she called it, decentlyNthat is still do
something for othersNshe would be herself wholly without supplies.
She held that she had a right to sadnessand stillness; she nursed them
for their postponing power. What they mainly postponed was the
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guestion of a surrender, though she couldn't yet have said exactly of
what: a general surrender of everythingNthat was at moments the way
it presented itselfNto Aunt Maud's looming "personality." It was by her
personality that Aunt Maud was prodigious, and the great mass of it
loomed because,in the thick, the foglike air of her arranged existence,
there were parts doubtless magnified and parts certainly vague. They
represented at all events alike, the dim and the distinct, a strong will and
a high hand. It was perfectly presentto Kate that she might be devoured,
and she compared herself to a trembling kid, kept apart a day or two till
her turn should come, but sure sooner or later to be introduced into the
cage of the lioness.

The cagewas Aunt Maud's own room, her office, her counting-house,
her battlefield, her especial scene, in fine, of action, situated on the
ground-floor, opening from the main hall and figuring rather to our
young woman on exit and entrance as a guard-house or a toll-gate. The
lioness waitedNthe kid had at least that consciousnesswas aware of the
neighbourhood of a morsel she had reasonto suppose tender. Shewould
have been meanwhile a wonderful lioness for a show, an extraordinary
figure in a cage or anywhere; majestic, magnificent, high-coloured, all
brilliant gloss, perpetual satin, twinkling bugles and flashing gems, with
a lustre of agate eyes, a sheenof raven hair, a polish of complexion that
was like that of well-kept china and thatNas if the skin were too
tightNtold especially at curves and corners. Her niece had a quiet name
for herNshe kept it quiet: thinking of her, with a free fancy, as somehow
typically insular, she talked to herself of Britannia of the Market
PlaceNBritannia unmistakeable but with a pen on her earNand felt she
should not be happy till she might on some occasion add to the rest of
the panoply a helmet, a shield, a trident and a ledger. It wasn't in truth,
however, that the forces with which, as Kate felt, shewould have to deal
were those most suggested by an image simple and broad; she was
learning after all each day to know her companion, and what she had
already most perceived was the mistake of trusting to easy analogies.
There was a whole side of Britannia, the side of her florid philistinism,
her plumes and her train, her fantastic furniture and heaving bosom, the
false gods of her taste and false notes of her talk, the sole contemplation
of which would be dangerously misleading. She was a complex and
subtle Britannia, as passionate as she was practical, with areticule for her
prejudices as deep asthat other pocket, the pocket full of coins stamped
in her image, that the world best knew her by. She carried on in short,
behind her aggressive and defensive front, operations determined by her
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wisdom. It was in fact as a besieger, we have hinted, that our young
lady, in the provisioned citadel, had for the present most to think of her,
and what made her formidable in this character was that she was un-
scrupulous and immoral. Soat all eventsin silent sessionsand a youthful
off-hand way Kate conveniently pictured her: what this sufficiently rep-
resented being that her weight was in the scaleof certain dangersNthose
dangers that, by our showing, made the younger woman linger and lurk
above, while the elder, below, both militant and diplomatic, covered as
much of the ground as possible. Yet what were the dangers, after all, but
just the dangers of life and of London? Mrs. Lowder WAS London, WAS
lifeNthe roar of the siege and the thick of the fray. There were some
things, after all, of which Britannia was afraid; but Aunt Maud was
afraid of nothingNnot even, it would appear, of arduous thought.
Theseimpressions, none the less,Kate kept so much to herself that she
scarceshared them with poor Marian, the ostensible purpose of her fre-
quent visits to whom yet continued to be to talk over everything. One of
her reasonsfor holding off from the last concessionto Aunt Maud was
that she might be the more free to commit herself to this so much nearer
and so much lessfortunate relative, with whom Aunt Maud would have
almost nothing direct to do. The sharpest pinch of her state, meanwhile,
was exactly that all intercourse with her sister had the effect of casting
down her courage and tying her hands, adding daily to her senseof the
part, not always either uplifting or sweetening, that the bond of blood
might play in one's life. Shewas face to face with it now, with the bond
of blood; the consciousnessof it was what she seemed most clearly to
have "come into" by the death of her mother, much of that consciousness
as her mother had absorbed and carried away. Her haunting harassing
father, her menacing uncompromising aunt, her portionless little neph-
ews and nieces, were figures that causedthe chord of natural piety su-
perabundantly to vibrate. Her manner of putting it to herselfNbut more
especially in respect to MarianNwas that she saw what you might be
brought to by the cultivation of consanguinity. Shehad taken, in the old
days, as she supposed, the measure of this liability; those being the days
when, asthe second-born, she had thought no one in the world so pretty
as Marian, no one so charming, so clever, so assured in advance of hap-
piness and success.The view was different now, but her attitude had
been obliged, for many reasons,to show asthe same. The subject of this
estimate was no longer pretty, asthe reasonfor thinking her clever was
no longer plain; yet, bereaved, disappointed, demoralised, querulous,
shewas all the more sharply and insistently Kate's elder and Kate's own.

37



Kate's most constant feeling about her was that she would make her,
Kate, do things; and always, in comfortless Chelsea, at the door of the
small house the small rent of which she couldn't help having on her
mind, she fatalistically asked herself, before going in, which thing it
would probably be this time. She noticed with profundity that disap-
pointment made people selfish; she marvelled at the serenityNit was the
poor woman's only oneNof what Marian took for granted: her own state
of abasementas the second-born, her life reduced to mere inexhaustible
sisterhood. She existed in that view wholly for the small house in
Chelsea;the moral of which moreover, of course, was that the more you
gave yourself the less of you was left. There were always people to
snatch at you, and it would never occur to THEM that they were eating
you up. They did that without tasting.

There was no such misfortune, or at any rate no such discomfort, she
further reasoned, asto be formed at once for being and for seeing. You
always saw, in this casesomething elsethan what you were, and you got
In consequencenone of the peace of your condition. However, as she
never really let Marian see what she was Marian might well not have
been aware that she herself saw. Kate was accordingly to her own vision
not a hypocrite of virtue, for she gave herself up; but shewas a hypocrite
of stupidity, for she kept to herself everything that was not herself. What
she most kept was the particular sentiment with which she watched her
sister instinctively neglect nothing that would make for her submission
to their aunt; a state of the spirit that perhaps marked most sharply how
poor you might become when you minded so much the absence of
wealth. It was through Kate that Aunt Maud should be worked, and
nothing mattered less than what might become of Kate in the process.
Kate was to burn her ships in short, so that Marian should profit; and
Marian's desire to profit was quite oblivious of a dignity that had after
all its reasonsNif it had only understood themNfor keeping itself a little
stiff. Kate, to be properly stiff for both of them, would therefore have had
to be selfish, have had to prefer an ideal of behaviourNthan which noth-
ing ever was more selfishNto the possibility of stray crumbs for the four
small creatures. The tale of Mrs. Lowder's disgust at her elder niece's
marriage to Mr. Condrip had lost little of its point; the incredibly fatuous
behaviour of Mr. Condrip, the parson of a dull suburban parish, with a
saintly profile which was always in evidence, being so distinctly on re-
cord to keep criticism consistent. He had presented his profile on system,
having, goodness knew, nothing else to presentNnothing at all to full-
face the world with, no imagination of the propriety of living and
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minding his business. Criticism had remained on Aunt Maud's part con-
sistent enough; she was not a person to regard such proceedings as less
of a mistake for having acquired more of the privilege of pathos. She
hadn't been forgiving, and the only approach she made to overlooking

them was by overlookingNwith the surviving delinquentNthe solid
little phalanx that now represented them. Of the two sinister ceremonies
that she lumped together, the marriage and the interment, she had been
present at the former, just as she had sent Marian before it a liberal
cheque; but this had not beenfor her more than the shadow of an admit-
ted link with Mrs. Condrip's course. Shedisapproved of clamorous chil-
dren for whom there was no prospect; she disapproved of weeping wid-

ows who couldn't make their errors good; and she had thus put within

Marian's reach one of the few luxuries left when so much else had gone,
an easy pretext for a constant grievance. Kate Croy remembered well

what their mother, in a different quarter, had made of it; and it was
Marian's marked failure to pluck the fruit of resentment that committed

them as sisters to an almost equal fellowship in abjection. If the theory
was that, yes, alas, one of the pair had ceasedto be noticed, but that the
other was noticed enough to make up for it, who would fail to seethat
Kate couldn't separate herself without a cruel pride? That lesson became
sharp for our young lady the day after her interview with her father.

"l can't imagine," Marian on this occasion said to her, "how you can
think of anything else in the world but the horrid way we're situated.”

"And, pray, how do you know," Kate enquired in reply, "anything
about my thoughts? It seemsto me | give you sufficient proof of how
much | think of YOU. | don't really, my dear, know what elseyou've to
do with!"

Marian's retort on this was a stroke asto which she had supplied her-
self with several kinds of preparation, but there was none the less
something of an unexpected note in its promptitude. She had foreseen
her sister's general fear; but here, ominously, was the special one. "Well,
your own business is of course your own business, and you may say
there's no one lessin a position than | to preach to you. But, all the same,
if you wash your hands of me for ever in consequence,l won't, for this
once, keep back that | don't consider you've a right, as we all stand, to
throw yourself away."

It was after the children's dinner, which was also their mother's, but
which their aunt mostly contrived to keep from ever becoming her own
luncheon; and the two young women were still in the presence of the
crumpled table cloth, the dispersed pinafores, the scraped dishes, the
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lingering odour of boiled food. Kate had asked with ceremony if she
might put up awindow alittle, and Mrs. Condrip had replied without it
that she might do as she liked. She often received such enquiries as if
they reflected in a manner on the pure essenceof her little ones. The four
had retired, with much movement and noise, under imperfect control of
the small Irish governesswhom their aunt had hunted up for them and
whose brooding resolve not to prolong so uncrowned a martyrdom she
already more than suspected. Their mother had become for KateNwho

took it just for the effect of being their motherNquite a different thing
from the mild Marian of the past: Mr. Condrip's widow expansively ob-
scured that image. Shewas little more than aragged relic, a plain prosaic
result of himNas if she had somehow been pulled through him as
through an obstinate funnel, only to be left crumpled and uselessand
with nothing in her but what he accounted for. She had grown red and
almost fat, which were not happy signs of mourning; less and less like
any Croy, particularly a Croy in trouble, and sensibly like her husband's
two unmarried sisters,who cameto seeher, in Kate's view, much too of-
ten and stayed too long, with the consequenceof inroads upon the tea
and bread-and-butterNmatters asto which Kate, not unconcerned with

the tradesmen's books, had feelings. About them moreover Marian WAS
touchy, and her nearer relative, who observed and weighed things,
noted asan oddity that shewould have taken any reflexion on them asa
reflexion on herself. If that was what marriage necessarily did to you
Kate Croy would have questioned marriage. It was at any rate a grave
example of what a manNand such a man!Nmight make of a woman.
Shecould seehow the Condrip pair pressedtheir brother's widow on the
subject of Aunt MaudNwho wasn't, after all, THEIR aunt; made her,
over their interminable cups, chatter and even swagger about Lancaster
Gate, made her more vulgar than it had seemedwritten that any Croy
could possibly becomeon such a subject. They laid it down, they rubbed
it in, that Lancaster Gate was to be kept in sight, and that she, Kate, was
to keep it; so that, curiously, or at all events sadly, our young woman
was sure of being in her own person more permitted to them asan object
of comment than they would in turn ever be permitted to herself. The
beauty of which too was that Marian didn't love them. But they were
CondripsNthey had grown near the rose; they were almost like Bertie
and Maudie, like Kitty and Guy. They talked of the dead to her, which
Kate never did; it being a relation in which Kate could but mutely listen.
She couldn't indeed too often say to herself that if that was what mar-
riage did to youN! It may easily be guessedtherefore that the ironic light
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of such reservesfell straight acrossthe field of Marian's warning. "I don't
quite see," she answered, "where in particular it strikes you that my
danger lies. I'm not conscious, | assure you, of the least disposition to
‘throw' myself anywhere. | feel that for the present I've been quite suffi-
ciently thrown."

"You don't feel"NMarian brought it all outN"that you'd like to marry
Merton Densher?"

Kate took a moment to meet this enquiry. "Is it your idea that if |
should feel so | would be bound to give you notice, so that you might
step in and head me off? Is that your idea?" the girl asked. Then as her
sister also had a pause, "l don't know what makes you talk of Mr. Den-
sher," she observed.

"l talk of him just becauseyou don't. That you never do, in spite of
what | knowNthat's what makes me think of him. Or rather perhaps it's
what makes me think of YOU. If you don't know by this time what |
hope for you, what | dream ofNmy attachment being what it isNit's no
use my attempting to tell you." But Marian had in fact warmed to her
work, and Kate was sure she had discussed Mr. Densher with the Miss
Condrips. "If | name that person | suppose it's becausel'm so afraid of
him. If you want really to know, he fills me with terror. If you want
really to know, in fact, | dislike him as much as | dread him."

"And yet don't think it dangerous to abuse him to me?"

"Yes,"Mrs. Condrip confessed,"l do think it dangerous; but how can |
speak of him otherwise? | dare say, | admit, that | shouldn't speak of him
at all. Only | do want you for once, as | said just now, to know."

“To know what, my dear?"

“That | should regard it," Marian promptly returned, "asfar and away
the worst thing that has happened to us yet."

"Do you mean because he hasn't money?"

"Yes, for one thing. And because | don't believe in him."

Kate was civil but mechanical. "What do you mean by not believing in
him?"

"Well, being sure he'll never get it. And you MUST have it. You
SHALL have it."

“To give it to you?"

Marian met her with a readiness that was practically pert. "To HAVE
it, first. Not at any rate to go on not having it. Then we should see."

"We should indeed!" said Kate Croy. It was talk of a kind she loathed,
but if Marian choseto be vulgar what was one to do? It made her think
of the Miss Condrips with renewed aversion. "l like the way you arrange
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thingsNI like what you take for granted. If it's so easy for us to marry
men who want us to scatter gold, | wonder we any of us do anything
else.| don't seeso many of them about, nor what interest | might ever
have for them. You live, my dear," she presently added, "in a world of
vain thoughts."

"Not so much asyou, Kate; for | seewhat | seeand you can't turn it off
that way." The elder sister paused long enough for the younger's faceto
show, in spite of superiority, an apprehension. "I'm not talking of any
man but Aunt Maud's man, nor of any money even, if you like, but Aunt
Maud's money. I'm not talking of anything but your doing what SHE
wants. You're wrong if you speak of anything that | want of you; | want
nothing but what she does. That's good enough for me!"Nand Marian's
tone struck her companion as of the lowest. "If | don't believe in Merton
Densher | do at least in Mrs. Lowder."

"Your ideas are the more striking,” Kate returned, "that they're the
sameas papa's. | had them from him, you'll be interested to knowNand
with all the brilliancy you may imagineNyesterday."

Marian clearly was interested to know. "He has been to see you?"

"No, | went to him."

"Really?" Marian wondered. "For what purpose?"

"“To tell him I'm ready to go to him."

Marian stared. "To leave Aunt MaudN?"

"For my father, yes."

She had fairly flushed, poor Mrs. Condrip, with horror. "You're
readyN?"

"So | told him. | couldn't tell him less."

"And pray could you tell him more?" Marian gasped in her distress.
"What in the world is he TO us? You bring out such a thing as that this
way?"

They faced each otherNthe tearswere in Marian's eyes.Kate watched
them there a moment and then said: "I had thought it well overNover
and over. But you needn't feel injured. I'm not going. He won't have me."

Her companion still pantedNit took time to subside. "Well, i wouldn't
have youNwouldn't receive you at all, | can assureyouNif he had made
you any other answer. | do feel injuredNat your having beenwilling. If
you were to go to papa, my dear, you'd have to stop coming to me."
Marian put it thus, indefinably, asa picture of privation from which her
companion might shrink. Such were the threats she could complacently
make, could think herself masterful for making. "But if he won't take
you," she continued, "he shows at least his sharpness."
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Marian had always her views of sharpness; she was, as her sister
privately commented, great on that resource. But Kate had her refuge
from irritation. "He won't take me," she simply repeated. "But he be-
lieves, like you, in Aunt Maud. He threatens me with his curseif | leave
her."

"So you WON'T?" As the girl at first said nothing her companion
caught at it. "You won't, of course?l seeyou won't. But | don't seewhy,
conveniently, | shouldn't insist to you once for all on the plain truth of
the whole matter. The truth, my dear, of your duty. Do you ever think
about THAT? It's the greatest duty of all.”

“There you are again,” Kate laughed. "Papa'’s also immense on my
duty."

"Oh | don't pretend to be immense, but | pretend to know more than
you do of life; more even perhaps than papa.” Marian seemedto seethat
personage at this moment, nevertheless, in the light of a kinder irony.
"Poor old papa!"

Shesighed it with as many condonations as her sister's ear had more
than once caught in her "Dear old Aunt Maud!" Thesewere things that
made Kate turn for the time sharply away, and she gathered herself now
to go. They were the note again of the abject;it was hard to say which of
the persons in question had most shown how little they liked her. The
younger woman proposed at any rate to let discussion rest, and she be-
lieved that, for herself, she had done so during the ten minutes elapsing,
thanks to her wish not to break off short, before she could gracefully
withdraw. It then appeared, however, that Marian had been discussing
still, and there was something that at the last Kate had to take up.
"Whom do you mean by Aunt Maud's young man?"

"Whom should | mean but Lord Mark?"

"And where do you pick up such vulgar twaddle?" Kate demanded
with her clear face. "How does such stuff, in this hole, get to you?"

Shehad no sooner spoken than she asked herself what had become of
the grace to which she had sacrificed. Marian certainly did little to save
it, and nothing indeed was so inconsequent as her ground of complaint.
She desired her to "work" Lancaster Gate as she believed that scene of
abundance could be worked; but she now didn't see why advantage
should be taken of the bloated connexion to put an affront on her own
poor home. Sheappeared in fact for the moment to take the position that
Kate kept her in her "hole" and then heartlessly reflected on her being in
it. Yet shedidn't explain how she had picked up the report on which her
sister had challenged herNso that it was thus left to her sister to seein it
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once more a sign of the creeping curiosity of the Miss Condrips. They
lived in a deeper hole than Marian, but they kept their ear to the ground,
they spent their days in prowling, whereas Marian, in garments and
shoes that seemed steadily to grow looser and larger, never prowled.

There were times when Kate wondered if the Miss Condrips were
offered her by fate as a warning for her own futureNto be taken as
showing her what she herself might become at forty if she let things too
recklessly go. What was expected of her by othersNand by so many of
themNcould, all the same, on occasion, present itself as beyond a joke;
and this was just now the aspectit particularly wore. Shewas not only to
guarrel with Merton Densher for the pleasure of her five spectat-
orsNwith the Miss Condrips there were five; she was to setforth in pur-
suit of Lord Mark on some preposterous theory of the premium attached
to success.Mrs. Lowder's hand had hung out the premium, and it
figured at the end of the course as a bell that would ring, break out into
public clamour, assoon astouched. Kate reflected sharply enough on the
weak points of this fond fiction, with the result at last of a certain chill
for her sister's confidence; though Mrs. Condrip still took refuge in the
pleaNwhich was after all the great pointNthat their aunt would be mu-
nificent when their aunt should be content. The exactidentity of her can-
didate was a detail; what was of the essencewas her conception of the
kind of match it was open to her niece to make with her aid. Marian al-
ways spoke of marriages as "matches," but that was again a detail. Mrs.
Lowder's "aid" meanwhile awaited themNif not to light the way to Lord
Mark, then to somebody better. Marian would put up, in fine, with

somebody better; she only wouldn't put up with somebody so much
worse. Kate had once more to go through all this before a graceful issue
was reached. It was reached by her paying with the sacrifice of Mr. Den-
sher for her reduction of Lord Mark to the absurd. So they separated
softly enough. Shewas to be let off hearing about Lord Mark so long as
she made it good that she wasn't underhand about any one else.Shehad
denied everything and every one, she reflected as she went awayNand

that was a relief; but it also made rather a clean sweep of the future. The
prospect put on a barenessthat already gave her something in common
with the Miss Condrips.
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Part 2
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Chapter 1

Merton Densher, who passedthe besthours of eachnight at the office of
his newspaper, had at times, during the day, to make up for it, a sense,
or at least an appearance, of leisure, in accordance with which he was
not infrequently to be met in different parts of the town at moments
when men of business are hidden from the public eye. More than once
during the present winter's end he had deviated toward three o'clock, or
toward four, into Kensington Gardens, where he might for a while, on
each occasion, have been observed to demean himself as a person with
nothing to do. He made his way indeed, for the most part, with a certain
directness over to the north side; but once that ground was reached his
behaviour was noticeably wanting in point. He moved, seemingly at ran-
dom, from alley to alley; he stopped for no reason and remained idly
agaze; he sat down in a chair and then changed to a bench; after which
he walked about again, only again to repeat both the vaguenessand the
vivacity. Distinctly he was a man either with nothing at all to do or with
ever so much to think about; and it was not to be denied that the impres-
sion he might often thus easily make had the effect of causing the burden
of proof in certain directions to rest on him. It was a little the fault of his
aspect, his personal marks, which made it almost impossible to name his
profession.

He was a longish, leanish, fairish young Englishman, not unamenable,
on certain sides, to classificationNas for instance by being a gentleman,
by being rather specifically one of the educated, one of the generally
sound and generally civil; yet, though to that degree neither extraordin-
ary nor abnormal, he would have failed to play straight into an
observer's hands. He was young for the House of Commons, he was
loose for the Army. He was refined, as might have beensaid, for the City
and, quite apart from the cut of his cloth, sceptical, it might have been
felt, for the Church. On the other hand he was credulous for diplomacy,
or perhaps even for science,while he was perhaps at the sametime too
much in his mere sensesfor poetry and yet too little in them for art. You
would have got fairly near him by making out in his eyesthe potential
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recognition of ideas; but you would have quite fallen away again on the
question of the ideas themselves. The difficulty with Densher was that he
looked vague without looking weakNidle without looking empty. It was
the accident, possibly, of his long legs, which were apt to stretch them-
selves; of his straight hair and his well-shaped head, never, the latter,
neatly smooth, and apt into the bargain, at the time of quite other calls
upon it, to throw itself suddenly back and, supported behind by his up-
lifted arms and interlocked hands, place him for unconscionable periods
in communion with the ceiling, the tree-tops, the sky. He was in short
visibly absent-minded, irregularly clever, liable to drop what was near
and to take up what was far; he was more a prompt critic than a prompt
follower of custom. He suggested above all, however, that wondrous
state of youth in which the elements, the metals more or less precious,
are soin fusion and fermentation that the question of the final stamp, the
pressure that fixes the value, must wait for comparative coolness.And it
was a mark of his interesting mixture that if he was irritable it was by a
law of considerable subtletyNa law that in intercourse with him it might
be of profit, though not easy, to master. One of the effects of it was that
he had for you surprises of tolerance as well as of temper.

He loitered, on the best of the relenting days, the several occasionswe
speak of, along the part of the Gardens nearestto Lancaster Gate, and
when, always, in due time, Kate Croy came out of her aunt's house,
crossedthe road and arrived by the nearestentrance, there was a general
publicity in the proceeding which made it slightly anomalous. If their
meeting was to be bold and free it might have taken place within doors;
if it was to be shy or secretit might have taken place almost anywhere
better than under Mrs. Lowder's windows. They failed indeed to remain
attached to that spot; they wandered and strolled, taking in the course of
more than one of theseinterviews a considerable walk, or else picked out
a couple of chairs under one of the great trees and sat as much
apartNapart from every one elseNas possible. But Kate had each time,
at first, the air of wishing to exposeherself to pursuit and capture if those
things were in question. Shemade the point that she wasn't underhand,
any more than she was vulgar; that the Gardens were charming in them-
selvesand this use of them a matter of taste;and that, if her aunt choseto
glare at her from the drawing-room or to cause her to be tracked and
overtaken, she could at least make it convenient that this should be eas-
ily done. The fact was that the relation between these young persons
abounded in such oddities as were not inaptly symbolised by assigna-
tions that had a good deal more appearancethan motive. Of the strength
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of the tie that held them we shall sufficiently take the measure;but it was
meanwhile almost obvious that if the great possibility had come up for
them it had done so, to an exceptional degree,under the protection of the
famous law of contraries. Any deep harmony that might eventually gov-
ern them would not be the result of their having much in com-
monNhaving anything in fact but their affection; and would really find
its explanation in some sense,on the part of each, of being poor where
the other was rich. It is nothing new indeed that generousyoung persons
often admire most what nature hasn't given themNfrom which it would
appear, after all, that our friends were both generous.

Merton Densher had repeatedly said to himselfNand from far
backNthat he should be a fool not to marry a woman whose value
would bein her differences; and Kate Croy, though without having quite
so philosophised, had quickly recognised in the young man a precious
unlikeness. He represented what her life had never given her and cer-
tainly, without some such aid as his, never would give her; all the high
dim things she lumped together as of the mind. It was on the side of the
mind that Densher was rich for her and mysterious and strong; and he
had rendered her in especial the sovereign service of making that ele-
ment real. Shehad had all her days to take it terribly on trust, no creature
she had ever encountered having been able to testify for it directly.
Vague rumours of its existence had made their precarious way to her;
but nothing had, on the whole, struck her as more likely than that she
should live and die without the chanceto verify them. The chance had
comeNit was an extraordinary oneNon the day she first met Densher;
and it was to the girl's lasting honour that she knew on the spot what she
was in presenceof. That occasionindeed, for everything that straightway
flowered in it, would be worthy of high commemoration; Densher's per-
ception went out to meet the young woman's and quite kept pace with
her own recognition. Having so often concluded on the fact of his weak-
ness,as he called it, for lifeNhis strength merely for thoughtNlife, he lo-
gically opined, was what he must somehow arrange to annex and pos-
sess.This was so much a necessity that thought by itself only went on in
the void; it was from the immediate air of life that it must draw its
breath. So the young man, ingenious but large, critical but ardent too,
made out both his caseand Kate Croy's. They had originally met before
her mother's deathNan occasionmarked for her asthe last pleasure per-
mitted by the approach of that event; after which the dark months had
interposed a screenand, for all Kate knew, made the end one with the
beginning.
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The beginningNto which she often went backNhad been a scene,for
our young woman, of supreme brilliancy; a party given at a "gallery"
hired by a hostesswho fished with big nets. A Spanish dancer, under-
stood to be at that moment the delight of the town, an American reciter,
the joy of a kindred people, an Hungarian fiddler, the wonder of the
world at largeNin the name of these and other attractions the company
in which Kate, by a rare privilege, found herself had been freely con-
voked. Shelived under her mother's roof, as she considered, obscurely,
and was acquainted with few personswho entertained on that scale;but
she had had dealings with two or three connected, as appeared, with
suchNtwo or three through whom the stream of hospitality, filtered or
diffused, could thus now and then spread to outlying receptacles. A
good-natured lady in fine, a friend of her mother and a relative of the
lady of the gallery, had offered to take her to the party in question and
had there fortified her, further, with two or three of those introductions
that, at large parties, lead to other thingsNthat had at any rate on this oc-
casion culminated for her in conversation with a tall fair, a slightly un-
brushed and rather awkward, but on the whole a not dreary, young
man. The young man had affected her as detached, asNit was indeed
what he called himselfNawfully at sea,as much more distinct from what
surrounded them than any one else appeared to be, and even as prob-
ably quite disposed to be making his escapewhen pulled up to be placed
in relation with her. He gave her his word for it indeed, this same even-
ing, that only their meeting had prevented his flight, but that now he
saw how sorry he should have been to miss it. This point they had
reached by midnight, and though for the value of such remarks
everything was in the tone, by midnight the tone was there too. She had
had originally her full apprehension of his coerced, certainly of his
vague, conditionNfull apprehensions often being with her immediate;
then she had had her equal consciousnessthat within five minutes
something between them hadNwell, she couldn't call it anything but
COME. It was nothing to look at or to handle, but was somehow
everything to feel and to know; it was that something for each of them
had happened.

They had found themselves regarding each other straight, and for a
longer time on end than was usual even at parties in galleries; but that in
itself after all would have beena small affair for two such handsome per-
sons. It wasn't, in aword, simply that their eyeshad met; other conscious
organs, faculties, feelers had met as well, and when Kate afterwards im-
aged to herself the sharp deep fact she saw it, in the oddest way, as a
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particular performance. Shehad observed a ladder against a garden-wall

and had trusted herself so to climb it asto be able to seeover into the
probable garden on the other side. On reaching the top she had found

herself face to face with a gentleman engagedin a like calculation at the
same moment, and the two enquirers had remained confronted on their
ladders. The great point was that for the rest of that evening they had
been perchedNthey had not climbed down; and indeed during the time
that followed Kate at least had had the perched feelingNit was asif she
were there aloft without a retreat. A simpler expression of all this is
doubtless but that they had taken each other in with interest; and
without a happy hazard six months later the incident would have closed
in that account of it. The accident meanwhile had beenas natural asany-
thing in London ever is: Kate had one afternoon found herself opposite
Mr. Densher on the Underground Railway. Shehad entered the train at
Sloane Squareto go to Queen's Road, and the carriage in which she took
her place was all but full. Densher was already in itNon the other bench
and at the furthest angle; she was sure of him before they had again star-
ted. The day and the hour were darkness, there were six other persons
and she had beenbusy seating herself; but her consciousnesshad gone to
him as straight asif they had come together in some bright stretch of a
desert. They had on neither part a second'shesitation; they looked across
the choked compartment exactly asif she had known he would be there
and he had expected her to come in; so that, though in the conditions
they could only exchange the greeting of movements, smiles, absten-
tions, it would have been quite in the key of these passagesthat they
should have alighted for easeat the very next station. Kate was in fact
sure the very next station was the young man's true goalNwhich made it
clear he was going on only from the wish to speakto her. He had to go
on, for this purpose, to High StreetKensington, asit was not till then that
the exit of a passenger gave him his chance.

His chanceput him however in quick possessionof the seatfacing her,
the alertness of his capture of which seemedto show her his impatience.
It helped them moreover, with strangers on either side, little to talk;
though this very restriction perhaps made such a mark for them as noth-
ing else could have done. If the fact that their opportunity had again
come round for them could be so intensely expressed without a word,
they might very well feel on the spot that it had not come round for
nothing. The extraordinary part of the matter was that they were not in
the least meeting where they had left off, but ever so much further on,
and that these added links added still another between High Streetand
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Notting Hill Gate, and then worked between the latter station and
Queen's Road an extension really inordinate. At Notting Hill Gate Kate's
right-hand neighbour descended, whereupon Densher popped straight
into that seat;only there was not much gained when a lady the next in-
stant popped into Densher's. He could say almost nothingNKate scarce
knew, at least, what he said; she was so occupied with a certainty that
one of the persons opposite, a youngish man with a single eye-glass
which he kept constantly in position, had made her out from the first as
visibly, as strangely affected. If such a person made her out what then
did Densher do?Na question in truth sufficiently answered when, on
their reaching her station, he instantly followed her out of the train. That
had beenthe real beginningNthe beginning of everything else;the other
time, the time at the party, had been but the beginning of THAT. Never
in life before had she so let herself go; for always beforeNso far as small
adventures could have beenin question for herNthere had been, by the
vulgar measure, more to go upon. He had walked with her to Lancaster
Gate, and then she had walked with him away from itNfor all the world,

she said to herself, like the housemaid giggling to the baker.

This appearance,she was afterwards to feel, had beenall in order for a
relation that might precisely best be described in the terms of the baker
and the housemaid. Shecould say to herself that from that hour they had
kept company: that had come to represent, technically speaking, alike
the range and the limit of their tie. He had on the spot, naturally, asked
leave to call upon herNwhich, as a young person who wasn't really
young, who didn't pretend to be a sheltered flower, she as rationally
gave. ThatNshe was promptly clear about itNwas now her only possible
basis; she was just the contemporary London female, highly modern, in-
evitably battered, honourably free. She had of course taken her aunt
straight into her confidenceNhad gone through the form of asking her
leave; and she subsequently remembered that though on this occasion
she had left the history of her new alliance as scant as the facts them-
selves,Mrs. Lowder had struck her at the time as surprisingly mild. The
occasionhad beenin every way full of the reminder that her hostesswas
deep: it was definitely then that she had begun to ask herself what Aunt
Maud was, in vulgar parlance, "up to." "You may receive, my dear,
whom you like"Nthat was what Aunt Maud, who in general objected to
people's doing as they liked, had replied; and it bore, this unexpected-
ness, a good deal of looking into. There were many explanations, and
they were all amusingNamusing, that is, in the line of the sombre and
brooding amusement cultivated by Kate in her actual high retreat.
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Merton Densher came the very next Sunday; but Mrs. Lowder was so
consistently magnanimous asto make it possible to her niece to seehim
alone. Shesaw him, however, on the Sunday following, in order to invite
him to dinner; and when, after dining, he came againNwhich he did
three times, she found meansto treat his visit as preponderantly to her-
self. Kate's conviction that she didn't like him made that remarkable; it
added to the evidence, by this time voluminous, that shewas remarkable
all round. If she had been,in the way of energy, merely usual she would
have kept her dislike direct; whereasit was now asif shewere seekingto
know him in order to seebestwhere to "have" him. That was one of the
reflexions made in our young woman's high retreat; she smiled from her
lookout, in the silencethat was only the fact of hearing irrelevant sounds,
as she caught the truth that you could easily accept people when you
wanted them so to be delivered to you. When Aunt Maud wished them
dispatched it was not to be done by deputy; it was clearly always a mat-
ter reserved for her own hand.

But what made the girl wonder most was the implication of so much
diplomacy in respectto her own value. What view might she take of her
position in the light of this appearancethat her companion feared so as
yet to upset her? It was as if Densher were accepted partly under the
dread that if he hadn't been she would act in resentment. Hadn't her
aunt considered the danger that she would in that casehave broken off,
have seceded?The danger was exaggeratedNshe would have done noth-
Ing so gross; but that, it would seem,was the way Mrs. Lowder saw her
and believed her to be reckoned with. What importance therefore did she
really attach to her, what strange interest could she take in their keeping
on terms? Her father and her sister had their answer to thisNeven
without knowing how the question struck her: they saw the lady of Lan-
caster Gate as panting to make her fortune, and the explanation of that
appetite was that, on the accident of a nearer view than she had before
enjoyed, she had been charmed, been dazzled. They approved, they ad-
mired in her one of the belated fancies of rich capricious violent old wo-
menNthe more marked moreover becausethe result of no plot; and they
piled up the possible fruits for the person concerned. Kate knew what to
think of her own power thus to carry by storm; she saw herself as hand-
some, no doubt, but ashard, and felt herself as clever but ascold; and as
so much too imperfectly ambitious, futhermore [sic], that it was a pity,
for a quiet life, she couldn't decide to be either finely or stupidly indiffer-
ent. Her intelligence sometimes kept her stillNtoo stillNbut her want of
it was restless; so that she got the good, it seemed to her, of neither
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extreme. She saw herself at present, none the less, in a situation, and
even her sad disillusioned mother, dying, but with Aunt Maud inter-
viewing the nurse on the stairs, had not failed to remind her that it was
of the essenceof situations to be, under Providence, worked. The dear
woman had died in the belief that she was actually working the one then
recognised.

Kate took one of her walks with Densher just after her visit to Mr.
Croy; but most of it went, as usual, to their sitting in talk. They had un-
der the trees by the lake the air of old friendsNparticular phasesof ap-
parent earnestnessin which they might have been settling every ques-
tion in their vast young world; and periods of silence, side by side, per-
haps even more, when "A long engagement!" would have been the final
reading of the signs on the part of a passerstruck with them, asit was so
easy to be. They would have presented themselves thus as very old
friends rather than asyoung personswho had met for the first time but a
year before and had spent most of the interval without contact. It was in-
deed for each,already, asif they were older friends; and though the suc-
cession of their meetings might, between them, have been straightened
out, they only had a confused senseof a good many, very much alike,
and a confused intention of a good many more, aslittle different as pos-
sible. The desire to keep them just as they were had perhaps to do with
the fact that in spite of the presumed diagnosis of the stranger there had
been for them asyet no formal, no final understanding. Densher had at
the very first pressed the question, but that, it had been easy to reply,
was too soon; so that a singular thing had afterwards happened. They
had acceptedtheir acquaintance astoo short for an engagement, but they
had treated it aslong enough for almost anything else,and marriage was
somehow before them like a temple without an avenue. They belonged
to the temple and they met in the grounds; they were in the stage at
which grounds in general offered much scattered refreshment. But Kate
had meanwhile had sofew confidants that shewondered at the source of
her father's suspicions. The diffusion of rumour was of course always re-
markable in London, and for Marian not lessNas Aunt Maud touched
neither directlyNthe mystery had worked. No doubt she had been seen.
Of course she had been seen. She had taken no trouble not to be seen,
and it was a thing she was clearly incapable of taking. But she had been
seen how?Nand what WAS there to see?She was in loveNshe knew
that: but it was wholly her own business, and she had the senseof hav-
ing conducted herself, of still so doing, with almost violent conformity.
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"I've an ideaNin fact | feel sureNthat Aunt Maud means to write to
you; and | think you had better know it." Somuch asthis she said to him
as soon as they met, but immediately adding to it: "So as to make up
your mind how to take her. | know pretty well what she'll say to you."

“Then will you kindly tell me?"

Shethought a little. "I can't do that. | should spoil it. She'll do the best
for her own idea."

"Her idea, you mean, that I'm a sort of a scoundrel; or, at the best, not
good enough for you?"

They were side by side again in their penny chairs, and Kate had an-
other pause. "Not good enough for HER."

"Oh | see. And that's necessary."

He put it asatruth rather more than asa question; but there had been
plenty of truths between them that each had contradicted. Kate,
however, let this one sufficiently pass, only saying the next moment:
"She has behaved extraordinarily."

"And so have we," Densher declared. "l think, you know, we've been
awfully decent.”

"For ourselves, for each other, for people in general, yes. But not for
HER. For her," said Kate, "we've been monstrous. Shehas beengiving us
rope. So if she does send for you," the girl repeated, "you must know
where you are."

“That | always know. It's where YOU are that concerns me."

"Well," said Kate after an instant, "her idea of that is what you'll have
from her." He gave her a long look, and whatever else people who
wouldn't let her alone might have wished, for her advancement, his long
looks were the thing in the world she could never have enough of. What
she felt was that, whatever might happen, she must keep them, must
make them most completely her possession;and it was already strange
enough that she reasoned, or at all events began to act, as if she might
work them in with other and alien things, privately cherish them and
yet, as regards the rigour of it, pay no price. Shelooked it well in the
face, she took it intensely home, that they were lovers; she rejoiced to
herself and, frankly, to him, in their wearing of the name; but, distin-
guished creature that, in her way, she was, she took a view of this char-
acter that scarcesquared with the conventional. The character itself she
insisted on as their right, taking that so for granted that it didn't seem
even bold; but Densher, though he agreed with her, found himself
moved to wonder at her simplifications, her values. Life might prove dif-
ficultNwas evidently going to; but meanwhile they had each other, and

54



that was everything. This was her reasoning, but meanwhile, for HIM,
each other was what they didn't have, and it was just the point.
Repeatedly, however, it was a point that, in the face of strange and spe-
cial things, he judged it rather awkwardly gross to urge. It was im-
possible to keep Mrs. Lowder out of their scheme. She stood there too
closeto it and too solidly; it had to open a gate, at a given point, do what
they would, to take her in. And she came in, always, while they sat to-
gether rather helplessly watching her, asin a coach-and-four; she drove
round their prospect asthe principal lady at the circus drives round the
ring, and she stopped the coachin the middle to alight with majesty. It
was our young man's sensethat she was magnificently vulgar, but yet
quite that this wasn't all. It wasn't with her vulgarity that she felt his
want of means,though that might have helped her richly to embroider it;
nor was it with the same infirmity that she was strong original
dangerous.

His want of meansNof means sufficient for any one but himselfNwas
really the great ugliness, and was moreover at no time more ugly for him
than when it rose there, asit did seemto rise, all shameless,face to face
with the elementsin Kate's life colloquially and conveniently classedby
both of them asfunny. He sometimesindeed, for that matter, asked him-
self if these elements were as funny asthe innermost fact, so often vivid
to him, of his own consciousnessNhis private inability to believe he
should ever be rich. His conviction on this head was in truth quite posit-
ive and athing by itself; he failed, after analysis, to understand it, though
he had naturally more lights on it than any one else. He knew how it
subsisted in spite of an equal consciousnessof his being neither mentally
nor physically quite helpless, neither a dunce nor a cripple; he knew it to
be absolute, though secret,and also, strange to say, about common un-
dertakings, not discouraging, not prohibitive. Only now was he having
to think if it were prohibitive in respectto marriage; only now, for the
first time, had he to weigh his casein scales.The scales,as he sat with
Kate, often dangled in the line of his vision; he saw them, large and
black, while he talked or listened, take, in the bright air, singular posi-
tions. Sometimes the right was down and sometimes the left; never a
happy equipoiseNone or the other always kicking the beam. Thus was
kept before him the question of whether it were more ignoble to ask a
woman to take her chancewith you, or to acceptit from your conscience
that her chance could be at the best but one of the degrees of privation;
whether too, otherwise, marrying for money mightn't after all be a smal-
ler cause of shame than the mere dread of marrying without. Through
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these variations of mood and view, nevertheless, the mark on his fore-
head stood clear; he saw himself remain without whether he married or
not. It was aline on which his fancy could be admirably active; the innu-
merable ways of making money were beautifully present to him; he
could have handled them for his newspaper as easily as he handled
everything. He was quite aware how he handled everything; it was an-
other mark on his forehead: the pair of smudges from the thumb of for-
tune, the brand on the passive fleece, dated from the primal hour and
kept each other company. He wrote, as for print, with deplorable ease;
since there had been nothing to stop him even at the age of ten, so there
was aslittle at twenty; it was part of his fate in the first place and part of
the wretched public's in the second. The innumerable ways of making
money were, no doubt, at all events, what his imagination often was
busy with after he had tilted his chair and thrown back his head with his
hands clasped behind it. What would most have prolonged that attitude,
moreover, was the reflexion that the ways were ways only for others.
Within the minute nowNhowever this might beNhe was aware of a
nearer view than he had yet quite had of those circumstances on his
companion's part that made least for simplicity of relation. He saw above
all how she saw them herself, for she spoke of them at present with the
last frankness, telling him of her visit to her father and giving him, in an
account of her subsequent scenewith her sister, an instance of how she
was perpetually reduced to patching-up, in one way or another, that un-
fortunate woman's hopes.

“The tune," she exclaimed, "to which we're a failure asa family!" With
which he had it all again from herNand this time, asit seemedto him,
more than all: the dishonour her father had brought them, his folly and
cruelty and wickedness; the wounded state of her mother, abandoned
despoiled and helpless, yet, for the management of such a home as re-
mained to them, dreadfully unreasonable too; the extinction of her two
young brothersNone, at nineteen, the eldest of the house, by typhoid
fever contracted at a poisonous little place, asthey had afterwards found
out, that they had taken for a summer; the other, the flower of the flock, a
middy on the Britannia, dreadfully drowned, and not even by an acci-
dent at sea,but by cramp, unrescued, while bathing, too late in the au-
tumn, in a wretched little river during a holiday visit to the home of a
shipmate. Then Marian's unnatural marriage, in itself a kind of spiritless
turning of the other cheek to fortune: her actual wretchedness and
plaintiveness, her greasy children, her impossible claims, her odious vis-
itorsNthese things completed the proof of the heaviness,for them all, of
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the hand of fate. Kate confessedly described them with an excessof im-
patience; it was much of her charm for Densher that she gave in general
that turn to her descriptions, partly asif to amuse him by free and hu-
morous colour, partlyNand that charm was the greatestNas if to work
off, for her own relief, her constant perception of the incongruity of
things. Shehad seenthe general show too early and too sharply, and was
so intelligent that she knew it and allowed for that misfortune; therefore
when, in talk with him, she was violent and almost unfeminine, it was
quite asif they had settled, for intercourse, on the short cut of the fantast-
ic and the happy language of exaggeration. It had come to be definite
between them at a primary stage that, if they could have no other
straight way, the realm of thought at least was open to them. They could
think whatever they liked about whatever they wouldNin other words
they could say it. Saying it for each other, for each other alone, only of
course added to the taste. The implication was thereby constant that
what they said when not together had no taste for them at all, and noth-
ing could have served more to launch them, at special hours, on their
small floating island than such an assumption that they were only mak-
ing believe everywhere else.Our young man, it must be added, was con-
scious enough that it was Kate who profited most by this particular play
of the fact of intimacy. It always struck him she had more life than he to
react from, and when she recounted the dark disasters of her house and
glanced at the hard odd offset of her present exaltationNsince as exalta-
tion it was apparently to be consideredNhe felt his own grey domestic
annals make little show. It was naturally, in all such reference,the ques-
tion of her father's character that engaged him most, but her picture of
her adventure in Chirk Streetgave him a senseof how little as yet that
character was clear to him. What was it, to speak plainly, that Mr. Croy
had originally done?

"| don't knowNand | don't want to. | only know that years and years
agoNwhen | was about fifteenNsomething or other happened that made
him impossible. | mean impossible for the world at large first, and then,
little by little, for mother. We of course didn't know it at the time," Kate
explained, "but we knew it later; and it was, oddly enough, my sister
who first made out that he had done something. | can hear her nowNthe
way, one cold black Sunday morning when, on account of an extraordin-
ary fog, we hadn't gone to church, she broke it to me by the school-room
fire. | was reading a history-book by the lampNwhen we didn't go to
church we had to read history-booksNand | suddenly heard her say, out
of the fog, which was in the room, and apropos of nothing: 'Papa has
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done something wicked." And the curious thing was that | believed it on
the spot and have believed it ever since, though she could tell me noth-
ing moreNneither what was the wickedness, nor how she knew, nor
what would happen to him, nor anything elseabout it. We had our sense
always that all sorts of things HAD happened, were all the while hap-
pening, to him; so that when Marian only said she was sure, tremend-
ously sure, that she had made it out for herself, but that that was enough,
| took her word for itNit seemed somehow so natural. We were not,
however, to ask motherNwhich made it more natural still, and | said
never a word. But mother, strangely enough, spoke of it to me, in time,

of her own accordNthis was very much later on. He hadn't beenwith us
for ever solong, but we were used to that. Shemust have had some fear,
some conviction that | had an idea, some idea of her own that it was the
best thing to do. She came out as abruptly as Marian had done: 'If you

hear anything against your fatherNanything | mean exceptthat he's odi-

ous and vileNremember it's perfectly false.' That was the way | knew it
was true, though | recall my saying to her then that | of course knew it
wasn't. She might have told me it was true, and yet have trusted me to
contradict fiercely enough any accusation of him that | should meetNto

contradict it much more fiercely and effectively, | think, than she would

have done herself. As it happens, however," the girl went on, "I've never
had occasion,and I've been conscious of it with a sort of surprise. It has
made the world seem at times more decent. No one has so much as
breathed to me. That has been a part of the silence, the silence that sur-
rounds him, the silence that, for the world, has washed him out. He
doesn't exist for people. And yet I'm as sure as ever. In fact, though |

know no more than | did then, I'm more sure. And that," she wound up,

“is what | sit here and tell you about my own father. If you don't call it a
proof of confidence | don't know what will satisfy you."

"It satisfies me beautifully," Densher returned, "but it doesn't, my dear
child, very greatly enlighten me. You don't, you know, really tell me any-
thing. It's sovague that what am | to think but that you may very well be
mistaken? What has he done, if no one can name it?"

"He has done everything."

"OhNeverything! Everything's nothing."

"Well then,” said Kate, "he has done some particular thing. It's
knownNonly, thank God, not to us. But it has beenthe end of him. YOU
could doubtless find out with a little trouble. You can ask about."
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Densher for a moment said nothing; but the next moment he made it
up. "l wouldn't find out for the world, and I'd rather lose my tongue than
put a question "

"And yet it's a part of me," said Kate.

"A part of you?"

"My father's dishonour." Then she sounded for him, but more deeply
than ever yet, her note of proud still pessimism. "How can such a thing
as that not be the great thing in one's life?"

Shehad to take from him again, on this, one of his long looks, and she
took it to its deepest, its headiest dregs. "l shall ask you, for the great
thing in your life," he said, "to depend on ME a little more." After which,
just debating, "Doesn't he belong to some club?" he asked.

She had a grave headshake. "He used toNto many."

"But he has dropped them?"

"They've dropped HIM. Of that I'm sure. It ought to do for you. |
offered him," the girl immediately continuedN"and it was for that | went
to himNto come and be with him, make a home for him so far asis pos-
sible. But he won't hear of it."

Densher took this in with marked but generous wonder. "You offered
himN'impossible’ asyou describe him to meNto live with him and share
his disadvantages?" The young man saw for the moment only the high
beauty of it. "You ARE gallant!"

"Becauseit strikes you as being brave for him?" She wouldn't in the
least have this. "It wasn't courageNit was the opposite. | did it to save
myselfNto escape.”

He had his air, so constant at this stage, as of her giving him finer
things than any one to think about. "Escape from what?"

"From everything."

"Do you by any chance mean from me?"

"No; | spoke to him of you, told himNor what amounted to itNthat |
would bring you, if he would allow it, with me."

"But he won't allow it," said Densher.

"Won't hear of it on any terms. He won't help me, won't save me,
won't hold out afinger to me," Kate went on. "He simply wriggles away,
in his inimitable manner, and throws me back."

"Back then, after all, thank goodness," Densher concurred, "on me."

But she spoke again aswith the sole vision of the whole sceneshe had
evoked. "It's a pity, becauseyou'd like him. He's wonderfulNhe's charm-
ing." Her companion gave one of the laughs that showed again how in-
veterately he felt in her tone something that banished the talk of other
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women, so far as he knew other women, to the dull desert of the conven-
tional, and she had already continued. "He would make himself delight-
ful to you."

"Even while objecting to me?"

"Well, he likes to please,"the girl explainedN"personally. I've seenit
make him wonderful. He would appreciate you and be clever with you.
It's to ME he objectsNthat is as to my liking you."

"Heaven be praised then," cried Densher, “that you like me enough for
the objection!”

But she met it after an instant with some inconsequence."l don't. |
offered to give you up, if necessary,to go to him. But it made no differ-
ence,and that's what | mean," she pursued, "by his declining me on any
terms. The point is, you see, that | don't escape."

Densher wondered. "But if you didn't wish to escape ME?"

"l wished to escapeAunt Maud. But he insists that it's through her and
through her only that | may help him; just as Marian insists that it's
through her, and through her only, that | can help HER. That's what |
mean," she again explained, "by their turning me back."

The young man thought. "Your sister turns you back too?"

"Oh with a push!"

"But have you offered to live with your sister?"

"| would in a moment if she'd have me. That's all my virtueNa narrow
little family feeling. I've a small stupid pietyNI don't know what to call
it." Kate bravely stuck to that; she made it out. "Sometimes, alone, I've to
smother my shrieks when | think of my poor mother. Shewent through
thingsNthey pulled her down; | know what they were nowNI didn't
then, for | was a pig; and my position, compared with hers, is an in-
solenceof success.That's what Marian keeps before me; that's what papa
himself, as| say, so inimitably does. My position's a value, a great value,
for them both"Nshe followed and followed. Lucid and ironic, she knew
no merciful muddle. "It's THE valueNthe only one they have."

Everything between our young couple moved today, in spite of their
pauses, their margin, to a quicker measureNthe quickness and anxiety
playing lightning-like in the sultriness. Densher watched, decidedly, as
he had never done before. "And the fact you speak of holds you!"

"Of course it holds me. It's a perpetual sound in my ears. It makes me
ask myself if I've any right to personal happiness, any right to anything
but to be as rich and overflowing, as smart and shining, as | can be
made."
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Densher had a pause. "Oh you might by good luck have the personal
happiness too."

Her immediate answer to this was a silence like his own; after which
she gave him straight in the face, but quite simply and quietly: "Darling!"

It took him another moment; then he was also quiet and simple. "Will
you settle it by our being married to-morrowNas we can, with perfect
ease, civilly?"

“Let us wait to arrange it," Kate presently replied, "till after you've seen
her."

"Do you call that adoring me?" Densher demanded.

They were talking, for the time, with the strangest mixture of delibera-
tion and directness, and nothing could have been more in the tone of it
than the way she at last said: "You're afraid of her yourself."

He gave rather a glazed smile. "For young persons of a great distinc-
tion and a very high spirit we're a caution!"

"Yes," she took it straight up; "we're hideously intelligent. But there's
fun in it too. We must get our fun where we can. | think," she added, and
for that matter not without courage, "our relation's quite beautiful. It's
not a bit vulgar. | cling to some saving romance in things."

It made him break into a laugh that had more freedom than his smile.
"How you must be afraid you'll chuck me!"

“No, no, THAT would be vulgar. But of course," she admitted, "l do
see my danger of doing something base."

“Then what can be so base as sacrificing me?"

"I SHAN'T sacrifice you. Don't cry out till you're hurt. | shall sacrifice
nobody and nothing, and that's just my situation, that | want and that |
shall try for everything. That," she wound up, "is how | seemyself (and
how | see you quite as much) acting for them."

"For 'them'?"Nand the young man extravagantly marked his coldness.
"Thank you!"

"Don't you care for them?"

"Why should 1?7 What are they to me but a serious nuisance?"

As soon as he had permitted himself this qualification of the unfortu-
nate persons she so perversely cherished he repented of his rough-
nessNand partly becausehe expected a flash from her. But it was one of
her finest sides that she sometimes flashed with a mere mild glow. "I
don't seewhy you don't make out a little more that if we avoid stupidity
we may do ALL. We may keep her."

He stared. "Make her pension us?"

"Well, wait at least till we've seen."
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He thought. "Seen what can be got out of her?"

Kate for a moment said nothing. "After all | never asked her; never,
when our troubles were at the worst, appealed to her nor went near her.
She fixed upon me herself, settled on me with her wonderful gilded
claws."

"You speak," Densher observed, "as if she were a vulture."

"Call it an eagleNwith a gilded beak aswell, and with wings for great
flights. If she'sathing of the air, in shortNsay at once a great seamedsilk
balloonNI never myself got into her car. | was her choice."

It had really, her sketch of the affair, a high colour and a great style; at
all of which he gazed a minute as at a picture by a master. "What she
must see in you!"

"Wonders!" And, speaking it loud, she stood straight up. "Everything.
There itis."

Yes,there it was, and as sheremained before him he continued to face
it. "Sothat what you mean is that I'm to do my part in somehow squar-
ing her?"

"See her, see her," Kate said with impatience.

"And grovel to her?"

"Ah do what you like!" And she walked in her impatience away.
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Chapter 2

His eyeshad followed her at this time quite long enough, before he over-
took her, to make out more than ever in the poise of her head, the pride
of her stepNhe didn't know what bestto call itNa part at least of Mrs.
Lowder's reasons.He consciously winced while he figured his present-
ing himself as a reason opposed to these;though at the same moment,
with the source of Aunt Maud's inspiration thus before him, he was pre-
pared to conform, by almost any abject attitude or profitable comprom-
ise, to his companion's easy injunction. He would do as SHE likedNhis
own liking might come off asit would. He would help her to the utmost
of his power; for, all the rest of this day and the next, her easyinjunction,
tossed off that way assheturned her beautiful back, was like the crack of
a great whip in the blue air, the high element in which Mrs. Lowder
hung. He wouldn't grovel perhapsNhe wasn't quite ready for that; but
he would be patient, ridiculous, reasonable,unreasonable, and above all
deeply diplomatic. He would be clever with all his clevernessNwhich he
now shook hard, ashe sometimes shook his poor dear shabby old watch,
to start it up again. It wasn't, thank goodness, asif there weren't plenty
of that "factor”" (to use one of his great newspaper-words), and with what
they could muster between them it would be little to the credit of their
star, however pale, that defeat and surrenderNsurrender so early, soim-
mediateNshould have to ensue.It was not indeed that he thought of that
disaster as at the worst a direct sacrifice of their possibilities: he imaged
itNwhich was enoughNas some proved vanity, some exposed fatuity in
the idea of bringing Mrs. Lowder round. When shortly afterwards, in
this lady's vast drawing-roomNthe apartments at Lancaster Gate had
struck him from the first asof prodigious extentNhe awaited her, at her
request, conveyed in a "reply-paid" telegram, his theory was that of their
still clinging to their idea, though with a senseof the difficulty of it really
enlarged to the scale of the place.

He had the place for a long timeNit seemedto him a quarter of an
hourNto himself; and while Aunt Maud kept him and kept him, while
observation and reflexion crowded on him, he asked himself what was
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to be expected of a person who could treat one like that. The visit, the
hour were of her own proposing, so that her delay, no doubt, was but
part of a general plan of putting him to inconvenience. As he walked to
and fro, however, taking in the messageof her massive florid furniture,
the immense expression of her signs and symbols, he had as little doubt
of the inconvenience he was prepared to suffer. He found himself even
facing the thought that he had nothing to fall back on, and that that was
as great an humiliation in a good causeas a proud man could desire. It
hadn't yet been so distinct to him that he made no showNliterally not
the smallest; so complete a show seemedmade there all about him; so al-
most abnormally affirmative, so aggressively erect, were the huge heavy
objectsthat syllabled his hostess'sstory. "When all's said and done, you
know, she's colossally vulgar"Nhe had once all but noted that of her to
her niece; only just keeping it back at the last, keeping it to himself with
all its danger about it. It mattered becauseit bore so directly, and he at
all events quite felt it a thing that Kate herself would some day bring out
to him. It bore directly at present, and really all the more that somehow,
strangely, it didn't in the least characterise the poor woman as dull or
stale. Shewas vulgar with freshness,almost with beauty, since there was
beauty, to a degree, in the play of so big and bold a temperament. She
was in fine quite the largest possible quantity to deal with; and he was in
the cage of the lioness without his whipNthe whip, in a word, of a sup-
ply of proper retorts. He had no retort but that he loved the girlNwhich
in such a house asthat was painfully cheap.Kate had mentioned to him
more than once that her aunt was Passionate,speaking of it asa kind of
offset and uttering it aswith a capital P, marking it as something that he
might, that he in fact ought to, turn about in some way to their advant-
age. He wondered at this hour to what advantage he could turn it; but
the case grew less simple the longer he waited. Decidedly there was
something he hadn't enough of.

His slow march to and fro seemedto give him the very measure;ashe
paced and paced the distance it becamethe desert of his poverty; at the
sight of which expanse moreover he could pretend to himself aslittle as
before that the desert looked redeemable. Lancaster Gate looked
richNthat was all the effect; which it was unthinkable that any state of
his own should ever remotely resemble.He read more vividly, more crit-
ically, ashas beenhinted, the appearancesabout him; and they did noth-
ing so much as make him wonder at his aesthetic reaction. He hadn't
knownNand in spite of Kate's repeated reference to her own rebellions
of tasteNthat he should "mind" so much how an independent lady might
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decorate her house. It was the language of the house itself that spoke to
him, writing out for him with surpassing breadth and freedom the asso-
ciations and conceptions, the ideals and possibilities of the mistress.
Never, he felt sure, had he seen so many things so unanimously
uglyNoperatively, ominously so cruel. He was glad to have found this
last name for the whole character; "cruel" somehow played into the sub-
ject for an articleNan article that his impression put straight into his
mind. He would write about the heavy horrors that could still flourish,
that lifted their undiminished heads,in an age so proud of its short way
with false gods; and it would be funny if what he should have got from
Mrs. Lowder were to prove after all but a small amount of copy. Yet the
great thing, really the dark thing, was that, even while he thought of the
qguick column he might add up, he felt it lesseasyto laugh at the heavy
horrors than to quail before them. He couldn't describe and dismiss them
collectively, call them either Mid-Victorian or EarlyNnot being certain
they were rangeable under one rubric. It was only manifest they were
splendid and were furthermore conclusively British. They constituted an
order and abounded in rare materialNprecious woods, metals, stuffs,
stones. He had never dreamed of anything so fringed and scalloped, so
buttoned and corded, drawn everywhere sotight and curled everywhere
so thick. He had never dreamed of so much gilt and glass, so much satin
and plush, so much rosewood and marble and malachite. But it was
above all the solid forms, the wasted finish, the misguided cost, the gen-
eral attestation of morality and money, a good conscienceand a big bal-
ance. These things finally represented for him a portentous negation of
his own world of thoughtNof which, for that matter, in presence of
them, he becameas for the first time hopelessly aware. They revealed it
to him by their merciless difference.

His interview with Aunt Maud, none the less, took by no means the
turn he had expected. Passionate though her nature, no doubt, Mrs.
Lowder on this occasion neither threatened nor appealed. Her arms of
aggression, her weapons of defence,were presumably close at hand, but
she left them untouched and unmentioned, and was in fact so bland that
he properly perceived only afterwards how adroit she had been. He
properly perceived something else as well, which complicated his case;
he shouldn't have known what to call it if he hadn't called it her really
imprudent good nature. Her blandness, in other words, wasn't mere
policyNhe wasn't dangerous enough for policy: it was the result, he
could see,of her fairly liking him alittle. From the moment she did that
she herself becamemore interesting, and who knew what might happen
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should he take to liking HER? Well, it was a risk he naturally must face.
Shefought him at any rate but with one hand, with a few loose grains of
stray powder. He recognised at the end of ten minutes, and even without
her explaining it, that if she had made him wait it hadn't beento wound
him; they had by that time almost directly met on the fact of her inten-
tion. She had wanted him to think for himself of what she proposed to
say to himNnot having otherwise announced it; wanted to let it come
home to him on the spot, as she had shrewdly believed it would. Her
first question, on appearing, had practically beenasto whether he hadn't
taken her hint, and this enquiry assumed so many things that it immedi-
ately made discussion frank and large. He knew, with the question put,
that the hint was just what he HAD taken; knew that she had made him
quickly forgive her the display of her power; knew that if he didn't take
care he should understand her, and the strength of her purpose, to say
nothing of that of her imagination, nothing of the length of her purse,
only too well. Yet he pulled himself up with the thought too that he
wasn't going to be afraid of understanding her; he was just going to un-
derstand and understand without detriment to the feeblest, even, of his
passions. The play of one's mind gave one away, at the best, dreadfully,
in action, in the need for action, where simplicity was all; but when one
couldn't prevent it the thing was to make it complete. There would never
be mistakes but for the original fun of mistakes. What he must USE his
fatal intelligence for was to resist. Mrs. Lowder meanwhile might use it
for whatever she liked.

It was after she had begun her statement of her own idea about Kate
that he began on his side to reflect thatNwith her manner of offering it as
really sufficient if he would take the trouble to embraceitNshe couldn't
half hate him. That was all, positively, she seemedto show herself for the
time as attempting; clearly, if she did her intention justice she would
have nothing more disagreeableto do. "If | hadn't beenready to go very
much further, you understand, | wouldn't have gone so far. | don't care
what you repeat to herNthe more you repeat to her perhaps the better;
and at any rate there's nothing she doesn't already know. | don't say it
for her; | say it for youNwhen | want to reach my niece | know how to
do it straight." So Aunt Maud delivered herselfNas with homely bene-
volence, in the simplest but the clearestterms; virtually conveying that,
though a word to the wise was doubtless, in spite of the adage, NOT al-
ways enough, a word to the good could never fail to be. The senseour
young man read into her words was that she liked him becausehe was
goodNwas really by her measure good enough: good enough that is to
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give up her niece for her and go his way in peace. But WAS he good
enoughNby his own measure?He fairly wondered, while she more fully

expressed herself, if it might be his doom to prove so. "She'sthe finest
possible creatureNof course you flatter yourself you know it. But | know

it quite aswell asyou possibly canNby which | mean a good deal better
yet; and the tune to which I'm ready to prove my faith compares favour-

ably enough, | think, with anything you can do. | don't say it because
she'smy nieceNthat's nothing to me: | might have had fifty nieces,and |

wouldn't have brought one of them to this place if | hadn't found her to
my taste.| don't say | wouldn't have done something else,but | wouldn't

have put up with her presence. Kate's presence, by good fortune, |

marked early. Kate's presenceNunluckily for YOUNis everything |

could possibly wish. Kate's presenceis, in short, as fine as you know,

and I've been keeping it for the comfort of my declining years. I've
watched it long; I've beensaving it up and letting it, asyou say of invest-
ments, appreciate; and you may judge whether, now it has begun to pay
so, I'm likely to consentto treat for it with any but a high bidder. | cando
the best with her, and I've my idea of the best.”

"Oh | quite conceive," said Densher, "that your idea of the bestisn't
me."

It was an oddity of Mrs. Lowder's that her face in speechwas like a
lighted window at night, but that silence immediately drew the curtain.
The occasionfor reply allowed by her silence was never easyto take, yet
she was still less easyto interrupt. The great glaze of her surface, at all
events, gave her visitor no present help. "I didn't ask you to cometo hear
what it isn'tNI asked you to come to hear what it IS."

"Of course," Densher laughed, "that's very great indeed."

His hostesswent on as if his contribution to the subject were barely
relevant. "l want to see her high, high upNhigh up and in the light."

"Ah you naturally want to marry her to a duke and are eager to
smooth away any hitch."

She gave him so, on this, the mere effect of the drawn blind that it
quite forced him at first into the sense,possibly just, of his having shown
for flippant, perhaps even for low. He had beenlooked at so, in blighted
moments of presumptuous youth, by big cold public men, but never, so
far ashe could recall, by any private lady. More than anything yet it gave
him the measure of his companion's subtlety, and thereby of Kate's pos-
sible career."Don't be TOO impossible!"Nhe feared from his friend, for a
moment, some such answer as that; and then felt, as she spoke other-
wise, as if she were letting him off easily. "I want her to marry a great
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man." That was all; but, more and more, it was enough; and if it hadn't
been her next words would have made it so."And | think of her what |
think. There you are."

They sat for a little face to face upon it, and he was conscious of
something deeper still, of something she wished him to understand if he
only would. To that extent she did appealNappealed to the intelligence
she desired to show she believed him to possess.He was meanwhile, at
all events, not the man wholly to fail of comprehension. "Of course I'm
aware how little | can answer to any fond proud dream. You've a
viewNa grand one;into which | perfectly enter. | thoroughly understand
what I'm not, and I'm much obliged to you for not reminding me of it in
any rougher way." She said nothingNshe kept that up; it might even
have been to let him go further, if he was capable of it, in the way of
poorness of spirit. It was one of those casesin which a man couldn't
show, if he showed at all, save for poor; unless indeed he preferred to
show for asinine. It was the plain truth: he WASNon Mrs. Lowder's
basis, the only one in questionNa very small quantity, and he did know,
damnably, what made quantities large. He desired to be perfectly
simple, yet in the midst of that effort a deeper apprehension throbbed.
Aunt Maud clearly conveyed it, though he couldn't later on have said
how. "You don't really matter, | believe, so much asyou think, and I'm
not going to make you a martyr by banishing you. Your performances
with Kate in the Park are ridiculous so far asthey're meant as considera-
tion for me; and | had much rather seeyou myselfNsince you're, in your
way, my dear young man, delightfulNand arrange with you, count with
you, as| easily, as| perfectly should. Do you suppose me so stupid asto
quarrel with you if it's not really necessary?t won'tNit would be too ab-
surd!NBE necessary.| can bite your head off any day, any day | really
open my mouth; and I'm dealing with you now, seeNand successfully
judgeNwithout opening it. |1 do things handsomely all roundNI place
you in the presenceof the plan with which, from the moment it's a case
of taking you seriously, you're incompatible. Come then asnear it asyou
like, walk all round itNdon't be afraid you'll hurt it'Nand live on with it
before you."

He afterwards felt that if she hadn't absolutely phrased all this it was
becauseshe so soon made him out asgoing with her far enough. He was
so pleasantly affected by her asking no promise of him, her not propos-
ing he should pay for her indulgence by his word of honour not to inter-
fere, that he gave her a kind of general assuranceof esteem.Immediately
afterwards then he was to speak of thesethings to Kate, and what by that
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time came back to him first of all was the way he had said to herNhe
mentioned it to the girlNvery much as one of a pair of lovers saysin a
rupture by mutual consent: "l hope immensely of course that you'll al-
ways regard me as a friend." This had perhaps been going farNhe sub-
mitted it all to Kate; but really there had beenso much in it that it was to
be looked at, as they might say, wholly in its own light. Other things
than those we have presented had come up before the close of his scene
with Aunt Maud, but this matter of her not treating him asa peril of the
first order easily predominated. There was moreover plenty to talk about
on the occasion of his subsequent passagewith our young woman, it
having been put to him abruptly, the night before, that he might give
himself a lift and do his newspaper a serviceNso flatteringly was the
case expressedNby going for fifteen or twenty weeks to America. The
idea of a series of letters from the United Statesfrom the strictly social
point of view had for some time been nursed in the inner sanctuary at
whose door he sat, and the moment was now deemed happy for letting
it loose. The imprisoned thought had, in a word, on the opening of the
door, flown straight out into Densher's face, or perched at least on his
shoulder, making him look up in surprise from his mere inky office-
table. His account of the matter to Kate was that he couldn't refuseNnot
being in a position asyet to refuse anything; but that his being chosenfor
such an errand confounded his senseof proportion. He was definite asto
his scarce knowing how to measure the honour, which struck him as
equivocal; he hadn't quite supposed himself the man for the classof job.
This confused consciousness,he intimated, he had promptly enough be-
trayed to his manager; with the effect, however, of seeing the question
surprisingly clear up. What it came to was that the sort of twaddle that
wasn't in his chords was, unexpectedly, just what they happened this
time not to want. They wanted his letters, for queer reasons, about as
good as he could let them come; he was to play his own little tune and
not be afraid: that was the whole point.

It would have beenthe whole, that is, had there not beena sharper one
still in the circumstance that he was to start at once. His mission, asthey
called it at the office, would probably be over by the end of June,which
was desirable; but to bring that about he must now not lose a week; his
enquiries, he understood, were to cover the whole ground, and there
were reasons of stateNreasons operating at the seat of empire in Fleet
StreetNwhy the nail should be struck on the head. Densher made no
secretto Kate of his having asked for a day to decide; and his account of
that matter was that he felt he owed it to her to speak to her first. She

69



assured him on this that nothing so much asthat scruple had yet shown
her how they were bound together: shewas clearly proud of his letting a
thing of such importance depend on her, but she was clearer still asto
his instant duty. Sherejoiced in his prospect and urged him to his task;
she should miss him too dreadfullyNof course she should miss him; but
she made so little of it that she spoke with jubilation of what he would

see and would do. She made so much of this last quantity that he
laughed at her innocence, though also with scarcethe heart to give her
the real size of his drop in the daily bucket. He was struck at the same
time with her happy grasp of what had really occurred in Fleet
StreetNall the more that it was his own final reading. He was to pull the
subject upNthat was just what they wanted; and it would take more
than all the United Statestogether, visit them each as he might, to let
HIM down. It was just becausehe didn't nose about and babble, because
he wasn't the usual gossip-monger, that they had picked him out. It was
a branch of their correspondence with which they evidently wished a
new tone associated,such a tone as,from now on, it would have always
to take from his example.

"How you ought indeed, when you understand so well, to be a
journalist's wife!" Densher exclaimed in admiration even while she
struck him as fairly hurrying him off.

But she was almost impatient of the praise. "What do you expect one
NOT to understand when one cares for you?"

“Ah then I'll put it otherwise and say '"How much you care for me!" "

"Yes," she assented;"it fairly redeems my stupidity. | SHALL, with a
chance to show it," she added, "have some imagination for you."

She spoke of the future this time as so little contingent that he felt a
gueerness of consciencein making her the report that he presently ar-
rived at on what had passedfor him with the real arbiter of their destiny.
The way for that had been blocked a little by his news from Fleet Street;
but in the crucible of their happy discussion this element soon melted in-
to the other, and in the mixture that ensued the parts were not to be dis-
tinguished. The young man moreover, before taking his leave, was to see
why Kate had spoken with a wisdom indifferent to that, and was to
come to the vision by a devious way that deepenedthe final cheer. Their
faceswere turned to the illumined quarter as soon as he had answered
her question on the score of their being to appearance able to play pa-
tience, a prodigious game of patience, with success.t was for the possib-
ility of the appearance that she had a few days before so earnestly
pressed him to seeher aunt; and if after his hour with that lady it had
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not struck Densher that he had seenher to the happiest purpose the poor
facts flushed with a better meaning as Kate, one by one, took them up.

"If she consents to your coming why isn't that everything?"

"It IS everything; everything SHE thinks it. It's the probabilityNl mean
asMrs. Lowder measuresprobabilityNthat | may be prevented from be-
coming a complication for her by some arrangement, ANY arrangement,
through which you shall seeme often and easily. She'ssure of my want
of money, and that gives her time. She believes in my having a certain
amount of delicacy, in my wishing to better my state before | put the pis-
tol to your head in respectto sharing it. The time this will take figures for
her asthe time that will help her if she doesn't spoil her chanceby treat-
ing me badly. She doesn't at all wish moreover," Densher went on, "to
treat me badly, for | believe, upon my honour, odd asit may sound to
you, that she personally rather likes me and that if you weren't in ques-
tion | might almost becomeher pet young man. Shedoesn't disparage in-
tellect and cultureNquite the contrary; she wants them to adorn her
board and be associatedwith her name; and I'm sure it has sometimes
cost her a real pang that | should be so desirable, at once, and so im-
possible." He paused a moment, and his companion then saw how
strange a smile was in his faceNa smile as strange even as the adjunct in
her own of this informing vision. "l quite suspecther of believing that, if
the truth were known, she likes me literally better thanNdeep
downNyou yourself do: wherefore she does me the honour to think |
may be safely left to kil my own cause.There, asl| say,comesin her mar-
gin. I'm not the sort of stuff of romance that wears, that washes, that sur-
vives use, that resists familiarity. Once in any degree admit that, and
your pride and prejudice will take care of the rest!Nthe pride fed full,
meanwhile, by the system she meansto practise with you, and the preju-
dice excited by the comparisons she'll enable you to make, from which |
shall come off badly. Shelikes me, but she'll never like me so much as
when she has succeededa little better in making me look wretched. For
then YOU'LL like me less."

Kate showed for this evocation a due interest, but no alarm; and it was
a little asif to pay his tender cynicism back in kind that she after an in-
stant replied: "l see,| seeNwhat an immense affair she must think me!
One was aware, but you deepen the impression."

"l think you'll make no mistake," said Densher, "in letting it go asdeep
as it will."

He had given her indeed, she made no scruple of showing, plenty to
amuse herself with. "Her facing the music, her making you boldly as
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welcome as you sayNthat's an awfully big theory, you know, and
worthy of all the other big things that in one's acquaintance with people
give her a place so apart."

"Oh she'sgrand,” the young man allowed; "she'son the scalealtogeth-
er of the car of JuggernautNwhich was a kind of image that cameto me
yesterday while | waited for her at Lancaster Gate. The things in your
drawing-room there were like the forms of the strange idols, the mystic
excrescences, with which one may suppose the front of the car to bristle.”

"Yes, aren't they?" the girl returned; and they had, over all that aspect
of their wonderful lady, one of those deep and free interchanges that
made everything but confidence a false note for them. There were com-
plications, there were questions; but they were so much more together
than they were anything else.Kate uttered for a while no word of refuta-
tion of Aunt Maud's "big" diplomacy, and they left it there, as they
would have left any other fine product, for a monument to her powers.
But, Densher related further, he had had in other respectstoo the car of
Juggernaut to face; he omitted nothing from his account of his visit, least
of all the way Aunt Maud had frankly at lastNthough indeed only under
artful pressureNfallen foul of his very type, his want of the right marks,
his foreign accidents, his queer antecedents.Shehad told him he was but
half a Briton, which, he granted Kate, would have been dreadful if he
hadn't so let himself in for it.

"I was really curious, you see," he explained, "to find out from her
what sort of queer creature, what sort of social anomaly, in the light of
such conventions as hers, such an education as mine makes one pass
for."

Kate said nothing for a little; but then, "Why should you care?"she
asked.

"Oh," he laughed, "I like her so much; and then, for a man of my trade,
her views, her spirit, are essentially a thing to get hold of: they belong to
the great public mind that we meet at every turn and that we must keep
setting up 'codes' with. Besides," he added, "I want to please her
personally.”

"Ah yes, we must please her personally!" his companion echoed; and
the words may represent all their definite recognition, at the time, of
Densher's politic gain. They had in fact between this and his start for
New York many matters to handle, and the question he now touched
upon came up for Kate above all. Shelooked at him asif he had really
told her aunt more of his immediate personal story than he had ever told
herself. This, if it had been so, was an accident, and it perched him there
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with her for half an hour, like a cicerone and his victim on a tower-top,

before as much of the bird's-eye view of his early years abroad, his mi-
gratory parents, his Swiss schools, his German university, as she had
easy attention for. A man, he intimated, a man of their world, would

have spotted him straight as to many of these points; a man of their
world, so far asthey had a world, would have beenthrough the English
mill. But it was none the less charming to make his confessionto a wo-
man; women had in fact for such differences blessedly more imagination

and blessedly more sympathy. Kate showed at present as much of both
as his casecould require; when shehad had it from beginning to end she
declared that she now made out more than ever yet what sheloved him
for. She had herself, as a child, lived with some continuity in the world

across the Channel, coming home again still a child; and had particip-

ated after that, in her teens,in her mother's brief but repeated retreats to
Dresden, to Florence, to Biarritz, weak and expensive attempts at eco-
nomy from which there stuck to herNthough in general coldly ex-
pressed, through the instinctive avoidance of cheap rapturesNthe reli-
gion of foreign things. When it was revealed to her how many more for-
eign things were in Merton Densher than he had hitherto taken the
trouble to catalogue, she almost faced him asif he were a map of the con-
tinent or a handsome present of a delightful new "Murray." He hadn't
meant to swagger, he had rather meant to plead, though with Mrs.
Lowder he had meant also a little to explain. His father had been, in
strange countries, in twenty settlements of the English, British chaplain,
resident or occasional,and had had for years the unusual luck of never
wanting a billet. His career abroad had therefore been unbroken, and as
his stipend had never been great he had educated his children, at the
smallest cost, in the schools nearest, which was also a saving of railway-

fares. Densher's mother, it further appeared, had practised on her side a
distinguished industry, to the successof whichNso far as successever
crowned itNthis period of exile had much contributed: she copied, pa-
tient lady, famous pictures in great museums, having begun with a
happy natural gift and taking in betimes the scale of her opportunity.

Copyists abroad of course swarmed, but Mrs. Densher had had a sense
and a hand of her own, had arrived at a perfection that persuaded, that
even deceived, and that made the "placing” of her work blissfully usual.
Her son, who had lost her, held her image sacred, and the effect of his
telling Kate all about her, aswell asabout other matters until then mixed
and dim, was to render his history rich, his sourcesfull, his outline any-
thing but common. He had come round, he had come back, he insisted
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abundantly, to being a Briton: his Cambridge years, his happy connex-
lon, asit had proved, with his father's college, amply certified to that, to
say nothing of his subsequent plunge into London, which filled up the
measure. But brave enough though his descentto English earth, he had
passed, by the way, through zones of air that had left their ruffle on his
wingsNhe had been exposed to initiations indelible. Something had
happened to him that could never be undone.

When Kate Croy said to him asmuch he besought her not to insist, de-
claring that this indeed was what was gravely the matter with him, that
he had been but too probably spoiled for native, for insular use. On
which, not unnaturally, sheinsisted the more, assuring him, without mit-
igation, that if he was various and complicated, complicated by wit and
taste, shewouldn't for the world have had him more helpless; so that he
was driven in the end to accuseher of putting the dreadful truth to him
in the hollow guise of flattery. Shewas making him out as all abnormal
in order that she might eventually find him impossible, and since she
could make it out but with his aid she had to bribe him by feigned de-
light to help her. If her last word for him in the connexion was that the
way he saw himself was just a precious proof the more of his having
tasted of the tree and being thereby prepared to assist her to eat, this
gives the happy tone of their whole talk, the measure of the flight of time
in the near presenceof his settled departure. Kate showed, however, that
she was to be more literally taken when she spoke of the relief Aunt
Maud would draw from the prospect of his absence.

"Yet one can scarcely see why," he replied, "when she fears me so
little."

His friend weighed his objection. "Your idea is that she likes you so
much that she'll even go so far as to regret losing you?"

Well, he saw it in their constant comprehensive way. "Since what she
builds on is the gradual process of your alienation, she may take the
view that the processconstantly requires me. Mustn't | be there to keep it
going? It's in my exile that it may languish."

He went on with that fantasy, but at this point Kate ceasedto attend.
He saw after a little that she had been following some thought of her
own, and he had beenfeeling the growth of something determinant even
through the extravagance of much of the pleasantry, the warm transpar-
ent irony, into which their livelier intimacy kept plunging like a confid-
ent swimmer. Suddenly shesaid to him with extraordinary beauty: "l en-
gage myself to you for ever."
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The beauty was in everything, and he could have separated noth-
ingNcouldn't have thought of her face asdistinct from the whole joy. Yet
her face had a new light. "And | pledge youNI call God to wit-
ness!Nevery spark of my faith; | give you every drop of my life." That
was all, for the moment, but it was enough, and it was almost as quiet as
if it were nothing. They were in the open air, in an alley of the Gardens;
the great space,which seemedto arch just then higher and spread wider
for them, threw them back into deep concentration. They moved by a
common instinct to a spot, within sight, that struck them as fairly se-
guestered, and there, before their time together was spent, they had ex-
torted from concentration every advance it could make them. They had
exchanged vows and tokens, sealed their rich compact, solemnised, so
far as breathed words and murmured sounds and lighted eyes and
clasped hands could do it, their agreementto belong only, and to belong
tremendously, to eachother. They were to leave the place accordingly an
affianced couple, but before they left it other things still had passed.
Densher had declared his horror of bringing to a premature end her
happy relation with her aunt; and they had worked round together to a
high level of discretion. Kate's free profession was that she wished not to
deprive HIM of Mrs. Lowder's countenance, which in the long run she
was convinced he would continue to enjoy; and as by a blest turn Aunt
Maud had demanded of him no promise that would tie his hands they
should be able to propitiate their star in their own way and yet remain
loyal. One difficulty alone stood out, which Densher named.

"Of course it will never doNwe must remember thatNfrom the mo-
ment you allow her to found hopes of you for any one elsein particular.
Solong asher view is content to remain as general as at present appears
| don't seethat we deceive her. At a given hour, you see,she must be un-
deceived: the only thing therefore is to be ready for the hour and to face
it. Only, after all, in that case,"the young man observed, "one doesn't
quite make out what we shall have got from her."

"What she'll have got from US?"Kate put it with a smile. "What she'll
have got from us," the girl went on, "is her own affairNit's for HER to
measure. | asked her for nothing,” she added; "I never put myself upon
her. Shemust take her risks, and she surely understands them. What we
shall have got from her is what we've already spoken of," Kate further
explained; "it's that we shall have gained time. And so, for that matter,
will she."
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Densher gazed a little at all this clearness;his gaze was not at the
present hour into romantic obscurity. "Yes; no doubt, in our particular
situation, time's everything. And then there's the joy of it."

She hesitated. "Of our secret?"

"Not so much perhaps of our secretin itself, but of what's represented
and, as we must somehow feel, secured to us and made deeper and
closer by it." And his fine face, relaxed into happiness, covered her with
all his meaning. "Our being as we are."

It was as if for a moment she let the meaning sink into her. "So gone?"

"So gone. So extremely gone. However," he smiled, "we shall go a
good deal further." Her answer to which was only the softnessof her si-
lenceNa silence that looked out for them both at the far reach of their
prospect. This was immense, and they thus took final possessionof it.
They were practically united and splendidly strong; but there were other
thingsNthings they were precisely strong enough to be able successfully
to count with and safely to allow for; in consequence of which they
would for the present, subject to some better reason, keep their under-
standing to themselves. It was not indeed however till after one more ob-
servation of Densher'sthat they felt the question completely straightened
out. "The only thing of courseis that she may any day absolutely put it to
you."

Kate considered. "Ask me where, on my honour, we are?Shemay, nat-
urally; but I doubt if in fact she will. While you're away she'll make the
most of that drop of the tension. She'll leave me alone."

"But there'll be my letters."

The girl faced his letters. "Very, very many?"

"Very, very, very manyNmore than ever; and you know what that is!
And then," Densher added, "there'll be yours."

"Oh | shan't leave mine on the hall-table. | shall post them myself."

He looked at her a moment. "Do you think then | had bestaddressyou
elsewhere?" After which, before she could quite answer, he added with
some emphasis: "I'd rather not, you know. It's straighter."

She might again have just waited. "Of course it's straighter. Don't be
afraid | shan't be straight. Address me," she continued, "where you like. |
shall be proud enough of its being known you write to me."

He turned it over for the last clearness."Even at the risk of its really
bringing down the inquisition?"

Well, the last clearnessnow filled her. "I'm not afraid of the inquisi-
tion. If she asksif there's anything definite between us | know perfectly
what | shall say."
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“That | AM of course 'gone’ for you?"

“That | love you as| shall never in my life love any one else,and that
she can make what shelikes of that." Shesaid it out so splendidly that it
was like a new profession of faith, the fulness of a tide breaking through;
and the effect of that in turn was to make her companion meet her with
such eyes that she had time again before he could otherwise speak.
"Besides, she's just as likely to ask YOU."

"Not while I'm away."

“Then when you come back."

"Well then," said Densher, "we shall have had our particular joy. But
what | feel is," he candidly added, "that, by an idea of her own, her su-
perior policy, she WON'T ask me. She'll let me off. | shan't have to lie to
her."

"It will be left all to me?" asked Kate.

"All to you!" he tenderly laughed.

But it was oddly, the very next moment, asif he had perhaps been a
shadetoo candid. His discrimination seemedto mark a possible, a natur-
al reality, areality not wholly disallowed by the account the girl had just
given of her own intention. There WAS a difference in the airNeven if
none other than the supposedly usual difference in truth between man
and woman; and it was almost as if the senseof this provoked her. She
seemedto castabout an instant, and then she went back a little resent-
fully to something she had suffered to pass a minute before. She ap-
peared to take up rather more seriously than she need the joke about her
freedom to deceive. Yet shedid this too in a beautiful way. "Men are too
stupidNeven you. You didn't understand just now why, if | post my let-
ters myself, it won't be for anything so vulgar as to hide them."

"Oh you named itNfor the pleasure."

"Yes; but you didn't, you don't, understand what the pleasure may be.
There are refinementsN!" she more patiently dropped. "I mean of con-
sciousness,of sensation, of appreciation,"” she went on. "No," she sadly
insistedN"men DON'T know. They know in such matters almost noth-
ing but what women show them."

This was one of the speeches,frequent in her, that, liberally, joyfully,
intensely adopted and, in itself, as might be, embraced, drew him again
as close to her, and held him as long, as their conditions permitted.
"Then that's exactly why we've such an abysmal need of you!"
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Chapter 1

The two ladies who, in advance of the Swiss season,had been warned
that their design was unconsidered, that the passeswouldn't be clear,
nor the air mild, nor the inns openNthe two ladies who, characteristic-
ally, had braved a good deal of possibly interested remonstrance were
finding themselves, as their adventure turned out, wonderfully sus-
tained. It was the judgement of the head-waiters and other functionaries
on the Italian lakes that approved itself now as interested; they them-
selveshad been conscious of impatiences, of bolder dreamsNat least the
younger had; so that one of the things they made out togetherNmaking
out asthey did an endlessvariety Nwas that in those operatic palacesof
the Villa d'Este, of Cadenabbia, of Pallanza and Stresa, lone women,
however re-enforced by a travelling-library of instructive volumes, were
apt to be beguiled and undone. Their flights of fancy moreover had been
modest; they had for instance risked nothing vital in hoping to make
their way by the Brunig. They were making it in fact happily enough as
we meet them, and were only wishing that, for the wondrous beauty of
the early high-climbing spring, it might have beenlonger and the places
to pause and rest more numerous.

Such at least had been the intimated attitude of Mrs. Stringham, the
elder of the companions, who had her own view of the impatiences of
the younger, to which, however, she offered an opposition but of the
most circuitous. She moved, the admirable Mrs. Stringham, in a fine
cloud of observation and suspicion; she was in the position, as she be-
lieved, of knowing much more about Milly Theale than Milly herself
knew, and yet of having to darken her knowledge aswell asmake it act-
ive. The woman in the world least formed by nature, as she was quite
aware, for duplicities and labyrinths, shefound herself dedicated to per-
sonal subtlety by a new setof circumstances,above all by a new personal
relation; had now in fact to recognise that an education in the oc-
cultNshe could scarcesay what to call itNhad begun for her the day she
left New York with Mildred. Shehad come on from Boston for that pur-
pose; had seen little of the girlNor rather had seen her but briefly, for
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Mrs. Stringham, when she saw anything at all, saw much, saw
everythingNbefore accepting her proposal; and had accordingly placed
herself, by her act, in a boat that she more and more estimated as, hu-
manly speaking, of the biggest, though likewise, no doubt, in many
ways, by reason of its size, of the safest.In Boston, the winter before, the
young lady in whom we are interested had, on the spot, deeply, yet al-
most tacitly, appealed to her, dropped into her mind the shy conceit of
some assistance,some devotion to render. Mrs. Stringham's little life had
often beenvisited by shy conceitsNsecret dreams that had fluttered their
hour between its narrow walls without, for any great part, so much as
mustering courage to look out of its rather dim windows. But this ima-
ginationNthe fancy of a possible link with the remarkable young thing
from New YorkNHAD mustered courage: had perched, on the instant,
at the clearestlookout it could find, and might be said to have remained
there till, only a few months later, it had caught, in surprise and joy, the
unmistakeable flash of a signal.

Milly Theale had Boston friends, such asthey were, and of recent mak-
ing; and it was understood that her visit to themNa visit that was not to
be meagreNhad been undertaken, after a series of bereavements, in the
interest of the particular peacethat New York couldn't give. It was recog-
nised, liberally enough, that there were many thingsNperhaps even too
manyNNew York COULD give; but this was felt to make no difference
in the important truth that what you had most to do, under the discipline
of life, or of death, was really to feel your situation as grave. Boston
could help you to that as nothing else could, and it had extended to
Milly, by every presumption, some such measure of assistance.Mrs.
Stringham was never to forgetNfor the moment had not faded, nor the
infinitely fine vibration it set up in any degree ceasedNher own first
sight of the striking apparition, then unheralded and unexplained: the
slim, constantly pale, delicately haggard, anomalously, agreeably angu-
lar young person, of not more than two-and-twenty summers, in spite of
her marks, whose hair was somehow exceptionally red even for the real
thing, which it innocently confessedto being, and whose clothes were re-
markably black even for robes of mourning, which was the meaning they
expressed. It was New York mourning, it was New York hair, it was a
New York history, confused asyet, but multitudinous, of the loss of par-
ents, brothers, sisters, almost every human appendage, all on a scaleand
with a sweep that had required the greater stage;it was a New York le-
gend of affecting, of romantic isolation, and, beyond everything, it was
by most accounts, in respect to the mass of money so piled on the girl's
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back, a set of New York possibilities. She was alone, she was stricken,
she was rich, and in particular was strangeNa combination in itself of a
nature to engage Mrs. Stringham's attention. But it was the strangeness
that most determined our good lady's sympathy, convinced asshe had to
be that it was greater than any one elseNany one but the sole Susan
StringhamNsupposed. Susan privately settled it that Boston was not in
the least seeing her, was only occupied with her seeing Boston, and that
any assumed affinity between the two characterswas delusive and vain.
SHE was seeing her, and she had quite the finest moment of her life in
now obeying the instinct to conceal the vision. She couldn't explain
itNno  one would understand. They would say clever Boston
thingsNMrs. Stringham was from Burlington Vermont, which she boldly
upheld as the real heart of New England, Boston being "too far
south"Nbut they would only darken counsel.

There could be no better proof (than this quick intellectual split) of the
impression made on our friend, who shone herself, she was well aware,
with but the reflected light of the admirable city. She too had had her
discipline, but it had not made her striking; it had been prosaically usual,
though doubtless a decentdose;and had only made her usual to match it
Nusual, that is, as Boston went. Shehad lost first her husband and then
her mother, with whom, on her husband's death, she had lived again; so
that now, childless, shewas but more sharply single than before. Yet she
sat rather coldly light, having, as she called it, enough to live onNso far,
that is, as she lived by bread alone: how little indeed she was regularly
content with that diet appeared from the name she had madeNSusan
Shepherd StringhamNas a contributor to the best magazines. She wrote
short stories, and shefondly believed she had her "note," the art of show-
ing New England without showing it wholly in the kitchen. Shehad not
herself been brought up in the kitchen; she knew others who had not;
and to speak for them had thus become with her a literary mission. To
BE in truth literary had ever been her dearest thought, the thought that
kept her bright little nippers perpetually in position. There were masters,
models, celebrities, mainly foreign, whom she finally accounted so and
in whose light she ingeniously laboured; there were others whom,
however chattered about, she ranked with the inane, for she bristled
with discriminations; but all categoriesfailed herNthey ceasedat leastto
signifyNas soon asshefound herself in presenceof the real thing, the ro-
mantic life itself. That was what she saw in MildredNwhat positively
made her hand a while tremble too much for the pen. She had had, it
seemed to her, a revelationNsuch as even New England refined and
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grammatical couldn't give; and, all made up as she was of small neat
memories and ingenuities, little industries and ambitions, mixed with
something moral, personal, that was still more intensely responsive, she
felt her new friend would have done her an ill turn if their friendship
shouldn't develop, and yet that nothing would be left of anything elseif
it should. It was for the surrender of everything else that she was,
however, quite prepared, and while she went about her usual Boston
businesswith her usual Boston probity she was really all the while hold-
ing herself. Shewore her "handsome" felt hat, so Tyrolese, yet somehow,
though feathered from the eagle'swing, sotruly domestic, with the same
straightness and security; she attached her fur boa with the same honest
precautions; she preserved her balance on the ice-slopes with the same
practised skill; she opened, each evening, her Transcript with the same
interfusion of suspense and resignation; she attended her almost daily
concert with the same expenditure of patience and the same economy of
passion; she flitted in and out of the Public Library with the air of con-
scientiously returning or bravely carrying off in her pocket the key of
knowledge itself; and finallyNit was what she most didNshe watched
the thin trickle of afictive "love-interest" through that somewhat serpent-
ine channel, in the magazines, which she mainly managed to keep clear
for it. But the real thing all the while was elsewhere; the real thing had
gone back to New York, leaving behind it the two unsolved questions,
quite distinct, of why it WAS real, and whether she should ever be so
near it again.

For the figure to which these questions attached themselves she had
found a convenient descriptionNshe thought of it for herself always as
that of a girl with a background. The great reality was in the fact that,
very soon, after but two or three meetings, the girl with the background,
the girl with the crown of old gold and the mourning that was not asthe
mourning of Boston, but at once more rebellious in its gloom and more
frivolous in its frills, had told her she had never seenany one like her.
They had met thus as opposed curiosities, and that simple remark of
Milly'sNif  simple it wasNbecame the most important thing that had
ever happened to her; it deprived the love-interest, for the time, of actu-
ality and even of pertinence; it moved her first, in short, in a high degree,
to gratitude, and then to no small compassion. Yet in respectto this rela-
tion at leastit was what did prove the key of knowledge; it lighted up as
nothing else could do the poor young woman's history. That the poten-
tial heiress of all the ages should never have seenany one like a mere
typical subscriber, after all, to the Transcript was atruth thatNin especial
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as announced with modesty, with humility, with regretNdescribed a
situation. It laid upon the elder woman, as to the void to be filled, a
weight of responsibility; but in particular it led her to ask whom poor
Mildred HAD then seen,and what range of contactsit had taken to pro-
duce such queer surprises. That was really the enquiry that had ended
by clearing the air: the key of knowledge was felt to click in the lock from
the moment it flashed upon Mrs. Stringham that her friend had been
starved for culture. Culture was what she herself represented for her,
and it was living up to that principle that would surely prove the great
business.Sheknew, the clever lady, what the principle itself represented,
and the limits of her own store; and a certain alarm would have grown
upon her if something else hadn't grown faster. This was, fortunately for
herNand we give it in her own wordsNthe senseof a harrowing pathos.
That, primarily, was what appealed to her, what seemed to open the
door of romance for her still wider than any, than a still more reckless,
connexion with the "picture-papers." For such was essentially the point:
it was rich, romantic, abysmal, to have, as was evident, thousands and
thousands a year, to have youth and intelligence and, if not beauty, at
least in equal measure a high dim charming ambiguous oddity, which
was even better, and then on top of all to enjoy boundless freedom, the
freedom of the wind in the desertNit was unspeakably touching to be so
equipped and yet to have been reduced by fortune to little humble-
minded mistakes.

It brought our friend's imagination back again to New York, where ab-
errations were so possible in the intellectual sphere, and it in fact caused
a visit she presently paid there to overflow with interest. As Milly had
beautifully invited her, so she would hold out if she could against the
strain of so much confidence in her mind; and the remarkable thing was
that even at the end of three weeks she HAD held out. But by this time
her mind had grown comparatively bold and free; it was dealing with
new quantities, a different proportion altogetherNand that had made for
refreshment: she had accordingly gone home in convenient possessionof
her subject. New York was vast, New York was startling, with strange
histories, with wild cosmopolite backward generations that accounted
for anything; and to have got nearer the luxuriant tribe of which the rare
creature was the final flower, the immense extravagant unregulated
cluster, with free-living ancestors,handsome dead cousins, lurid uncles,
beautiful vanished aunts, persons all busts and curls, preserved, though
so exposed, in the marble of famous French chiselsNall this, to say noth-
ing of the effect of closer growths of the stem, was to have had one's
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small world-space both crowded and enlarged. Our couple had at all
events effected an exchange;the elder friend had been as consciously in-
tellectual aspossible, and the younger, abounding in personal revelation,
had been as unconsciously distinguished. This was poetryNit was also
historyNMrs.  Stringham thought, to a finer tune even than Maeterlinck
and Pater, than Marbot and Gregorovius. She appointed occasions for
the reading of these authors with her hostess,rather perhaps than actu-
ally achieved great spans;but what they managed and what they missed
speedily sank for her into the dim depths of the merely relative, so
quickly, so strongly had she clutched her central clue. All her scruples
and hesitations, all her anxious enthusiasms, had reduced themselves to
a single alarmNthe fear that she really might act on her companion
clumsily and coarsely. Shewas positively afraid of what she might do to
her, and to avoid that, to avoid it with piety and passion, to do, rather,
nothing at all, to leave her untouched becauseno touch one could apply,
however light, however just, however earnest and anxious, would be
half good enough, would be anything but an ugly smutch upon perfec-
tionNthis now imposed itself as a consistent, an inspiring thought.

Less than a month after the event that had so determined Mrs.
Stringham's attitudeNclose upon the heels, that is, of her return from
New YorkNshe was reached by a proposal that brought up for her the
kind of question her delicacy might have to contend with. Would she
start for Europe with her young friend at the earliest possible date, and
should she be willing to do so without making conditions? The enquiry
was launched by wire; explanations, in sufficiency, were promised; ex-
treme urgency was suggested and a general surrender invited. It was to
the honour of her sincerity that she made the surrender on the spot,
though it was not perhaps altogether to that of her logic. She had
wanted, very consciously, from the first, to give something up for her
new acquaintance, but she had now no doubt that she was practically
giving up all. What settled this was the fulness of a particular impres-
sion, the impression that had throughout more and more supported her
and which shewould have uttered so far as she might by saying that the
charm of the creature was positively in the creature's greatness. She
would have been content soto leave it; unless indeed she had said, more
familiarly, that Mildred was the biggest impression of her life. That was
at all events the biggest account of her, and none but a big clearly would
do. Her situation, assuch things were called, was on the grand scale;but
it still was not that. It was her nature, once for allNa nature that re-
minded Mrs. Stringham of the term always used in the newspapers
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about the great new steamers, the inordinate number of "feet of water"
they drew; sothat if, in your little boat, you had chosento hover and ap-
proach, you had but yourself to thank, when once motion was started,
for the way the draught pulled you. Milly drew the feet of water, and
odd though it might seemthat a lonely girl, who was not robust and
who hated sound and show, should stir the stream like a leviathan, her
companion floated off with the sense of rocking violently at her side.
More than prepared, however, for that excitement, Mrs. Stringham
mainly failed of easein respectto her own consistency. To attach herself
for an indefinite time seemed a roundabout way of holding her hands
off. If she wished to be sure of neither touching nor smutching, the
straighter plan would doubtless have been not to keep her friend within
reach. This in fact she fully recognised, and with it the degree to which
she desired that the girl should lead her life, a life certain to be so much
finer than that of anybody else.The difficulty, however, by good fortune,
cleared away as soon as she had further recognised, as she was speedily
able to do, that she SusanShepherdNthe name with which Milly for the
most part amused herselfNwas NOT anybody else. She had renounced
that character; she had now no life to lead; and she honestly believed
that she was thus supremely equipped for leading Milly's own. No other
person whatever, she was sure, had to an equal degree this qualification,
and it was really to assert it that she fondly embarked.

Many things, though not in many weeks, had come and gone since
then, and one of the best of them doubtless had beenthe voyage itself, by
the happy southern course, to the succession of Mediterranean ports,
with the dazzled wind-up at Naples. Two or three others had preceded
this; incidents, indeed rather lively marks, of their last fortnight at home,
and one of which had determined on Mrs. Stringham's part a rush to
New York, forty-eight breathless hours there, previous to her final rally.
But the great sustained sea-light had drunk up the rest of the picture, so
that for many days other questions and other possibilities sounded with
as little effect asatrio of penny whistles might sound in a Wagner over-
ture. It was the Wagner overture that practically prevailed, up through
Italy, where Milly had already been,still further up and acrossthe Alps,
which were also partly known to Mrs. Stringham; only perhaps "taken"
to a time not wholly congruous, hurried in fact on account of the girl's
high restlessness.She had been expected, she had frankly promised, to
be restlessNthat was partly why shewas "great"Nor was a consequence,
at any rate, if not a cause;yet she had not perhaps altogether announced
herself as straining so hard at the cord. It was familiar, it was beautiful to
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Mrs. Stringham that she had arrears to make up, the chancesthat had
lapsed for her through the wanton ways of forefathers fond of Paris, but
not of its higher sides, and fond almost of nothing else; but the vague-
ness,the openness,the eagernesswithout point and the interest without
pauseNall a part of the charm of her oddity as at first presentedNhad
become more striking in proportion as they triumphed over movement
and change. She had arts and idiosyncrasies of which no great account
could have been given, but which were a daily grace if you lived with
them; such asthe art of being almost tragically impatient and yet making
it aslight as air; of being inexplicably sad and yet making it as clear as
noon; of being unmistakeably gay and yet making it assoft asdusk. Mrs.
Stringham by this time understood everything, was more than ever con-
firmed in wonder and admiration, in her view that it was life enough
simply to feel her companion's feelings; but there were special keys she
had not yet added to her bunch, impressions that of a sudden were apt
to affect her as new.

This particular day on the great Swissroad had been,for some reason,
full of them, and they referred themselves, provisionally, to some deeper
depth than she had touchedNthough into two or three such depths, it
must be added, she had peeped long enough to find herself suddenly
draw back. It was not Milly's unpacified state, in short, that now
troubled herNthough certainly, as Europe was the great American sed-
ative, the failure was to some extent to be noted: it was the suspected
presenceof something behind the stateNwhich, however, could scarcely
have taken its place there since their departure. What a fresh motive of
unrest could suddenly have sprung from was in short not to be divined.
It was but half an explanation to say that excitement, for each of them,
had naturally dropped, and that what they had left behind, or tried
toNthe great serious facts of life, as Mrs. Stringham liked to call
themNwas once more coming into sight as objectsloom through smoke
when smoke begins to clear; for these were general appearancesfrom
which the girl's own aspect,her really larger vagueness,seemedrather to
disconnect itself. The nearestapproach to a personal anxiety indulged in
asyet by the elder lady was on her taking occasionto wonder if what she
had more than anything elsegot hold of mightn't be one of the finer, one
of the finest, one of the rarestNas she called it so that she might call it
nothing worseNcases of American intensity. Shehad just had a moment
of alarmNasked herself if her young friend were merely going to treat
her to some complicated drama of nerves. At the end of a week,
however, with their further progress, her young friend had effectively
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answered the question and given her the impression, indistinct indeed as
yet, of something that had a reality compared with which the nervous
explanation would have beencoarse.Mrs. Stringham found herself from
that hour, in other words, in presenceof an explanation that remained a
muffled and intangible form, but that assuredly, should it take on sharp-
ness, would explain everything and more than everything, would be-
come instantly the light in which Milly was to be read.

Such a matter asthis may at all events speak of the style in which our
young woman could affect those who were near her, may testify to the
sort of interest she could inspire. She workedNand seemingly quite
without designNupon the sympathy, the curiosity, the fancy of her asso-
ciates,and we shall really ourselves scarceotherwise come closer to her
than by feeling their impression and sharing, if need be, their confusion.
Shereduced them, Mrs. Stringham would have said, to a consenting be-
wilderment; which was precisely, for that good lady, on a last analysis,
what was most in harmony with her greatness. She exceeded, escaped
measure, was surprising only because THEY were so far from great.
Thus it was that on this wondrous day by the Brunig the spell of watch-
ing her had grown more than ever irresistible; a proof of whatNor of a
part of whatNMrs. Stringham had, with all the rest, beenreduced to. She
had almost the senseof tracking her young friend asif at a given mo-
ment to pounce. Sheknew she shouldn't pounce, she hadn't come out to
pounce; yet shefelt her attention secretive, all the same,and her observa-
tion scientific. She struck herself as hovering like a spy, applying tests,
laying traps, concealing signs. This would last, however, only till she
should fairly know what was the matter; and to watch was after all,
meanwhile, a way of clinging to the girl, not lessthan an occupation, a
satisfaction in itself. The pleasure of watching moreover, if areasonwere
needed, camefrom a senseof her beauty. Her beauty hadn't at all origin-
ally seemeda part of the situation, and Mrs. Stringham had even in the
first flush of friendship not named it grossly to any one; having seen
early that for stupid peopleNand who, she sometimes secretly asked
herself, wasn't stupid?Nit would take a great deal of explaining. Shehad
learned not to mention it till it was mentioned firstNwhich occasionally
happened, but not too often; and then she was there in force. Then she
both warmed to the perception that met her own perception, and dis-
puted it, suspiciously, as to special items; while, in general, she had
learned to refine even to the point of herself employing the word that
most people employed. Sheemployed it to pretend she was also stupid
and so have done with the matter; spoke of her friend as plain, as ugly
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even, in a caseof especially dense insistence; but as, in appearance, so
"awfully full of things." This was her own way of describing a face that,
thanks doubtless to rather too much forehead, too much nose and too
much mouth, together with too little mere conventional colour and con-
ventional line, was expressive, irregular, exquisite, both for speechand
for silence. When Milly smiled it was a public eventNwhen shedidn't it
was a chapter of history. They had stopped on the Brunig for luncheon,
and there had come up for them under the charm of the place the ques-
tion of a longer stay.

Mrs. Stringham was now on the ground of thrilled recognitions, small
sharp echoesof a past which shekept in awell-thumbed case,but which,
on pressure of a spring and exposure to the air, still showed itself ticking
as hard as an honest old watch. The embalmed "Europe” of her younger
time had partly stood for three years of Switzerland, a term of continu-
ous school at Vevey, with rewards of merit in the form of silver medals
tied by blue ribbons and mild mountain-passes attacked with alpen-
stocks. It was the good girls who, in the holidays, were taken highest,
and our friend could now judge, from what she supposed her familiarity
with the minor peaks, that she had been one of the best. Thesereminis-
cences,sacred to-day becauseprepared in the hushed chambers of the
past, had beenpart of the general train laid for the pair of sisters, daugh-
ters early fatherless, by their brave Vermont mother, who struck her at
present as having apparently, almost like Columbus, worked out, all un-
assisted, a conception of the other side of the globe. She had focussed
Vevey, by the light of nature and with extraordinary completeness, at
Burlington; after which she had embarked, sailed, landed, explored and,
above all, made good her presence.Shehad given her daughters the five
years in Switzerland and Germany that were to leave them ever after-
wards a standard of comparison for all cycles of Cathay, and to stamp
the younger in especialNSusan was the youngerNwith a character, that,
as Mrs. Stringham had often had occasion,through life, to say to herself,
made all the difference. It made all the difference for Mrs. Stringham,
over and over again and in the most remote connexions, that, thanks to
her parent's lonely thrifty hardy faith, she was a woman of the world.
There were plenty of women who were all sorts of things that shewasn't,
but who, on the other hand, were not that, and who didn't know SHE
was (which she likedNit relegated them still further) and didn't know
either how it enabled her to judge them. She had never seen herself so
much in this light asduring the actual phase of her associated,if slightly
undirected, pilgrimage; and the consciousnessgave perhaps to her plea
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for a pause more intensity than she knew. The irrecoverable days had
come back to her from far off; they were part of the senseof the cool up-
per air and of everything elsethat hung like an indestructible scentto the
torn garment of youthNthe taste of honey and the luxury of milk, the
sound of cattle-bells and the rush of streams, the fragrance of trodden
balms and the dizziness of deep gorges.

Milly clearly felt these things too, but they affected her companion at
momentsNthat was quite the way Mrs. Stringham would have ex-
presseditNas the princessin a conventional tragedy might have affected
the confidant if a personal emotion had ever been permitted to the latter.
That a princess could only be a princess was a truth with which, essen-
tially, a confidant, however responsive, had to live. Mrs. Stringham was
awoman of the world, but Milly Theale was a princess, the only one she
had yet had to deal with, and this, in its way too, made all the difference.
It was a perfectly definite doom for the wearerNit was for every one else
an office nobly filled. It might have represented possibly, with its in-
volved loneliness and other mysteries, the weight under which she fan-
cied her companion's admirable head occasionally, and ever so sub-
missively, bowed. Milly had quite assentedat luncheon to their staying
over, and had left her to look at rooms, settle questions, arrange about
their keeping on their carriage and horses; caresthat had now moreover
fallen to Mrs. Stringham as a matter of course and that yet for some reas-
on, on this occasion particularly, brought home to herNall agreeably,
richly, almost grandlyNwhat it was to live with the great. Her young
friend had in a sublime degree a senseclosed to the general question of
difficulty, which she got rid of furthermore not in the least as one had
seenmany charming persons do, by merely passing it on to others. She
kept it completely at a distance: it never entered the circle; the most
plaintive confidant couldn't have dragged it in; and to tread the path of a
confidant was accordingly to live exempt. Servicewas in other words so
easyto render that the whole thing was like court life without the hard-
ships. It came back of course to the question of money, and our observ-
ant lady had by this time repeatedly reflected that if one were talking of
the "difference," it was just this, this incomparably and nothing else,that
when all was said and done most made it. A lessvulgarly, a less obvi-
ously purchasing or parading person she couldn't have imagined; but it
prevailed even asthe truth of truths that the girl couldn't get away from
her wealth. Shemight leave her conscientious companion asfreely alone
with it as possible and never ask a question, scarceeven tolerate a refer-
ence; but it was in the fine folds of the helplessly expensive little black
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frock that shedrew over the grassas she now strolled vaguely off; it was
in the curious and splendid coils of hair, "done" with no eye whatever to
the mode du jour, that peeped from under the corresponding indiffer-
ence of her hat, the merely personal tradition that suggested a sort of
noble inelegance; it lurked between the leaves of the uncut but anti-
guated Tauchnitz volume of which, before going out, she had mechanic-
ally possessedherself. Shecouldn't dressit away, nor walk it away, nor
read it away, nor think it away; she could neither smile it away in any
dreamy absencenor blow it away in any softened sigh. Shecouldn't have
lost it if she had triedNthat was what it was to be really rich. It had to be
THE thing you were. When at the end of an hour she hadn't returned to
the house Mrs. Stringham, though the bright afternoon was yet young,
took, with precautions, the samedirection, went to join her in caseof her
caring for awalk. But the purpose of joining her was in truth lessdistinct
than that of a due regard for a possibly preferred detachment: so that,
once more, the good lady proceeded with a quietness that made her
slightly "underhand" even in her own eyes. She couldn't help that,
however, and she didn't care, sure as she was that what she really
wanted wasn't to overstep but to stop in time. It was to be able to stop in
time that she went softly, but she had on this occasionfurther to go than
ever yet, for shefollowed in vain, and at last with some anxiety, the foot-
path she believed Milly to have taken. It wound up a hillside and into
the higher Alpine meadows in which, all these last days, they had so of-
ten wanted, asthey passedabove or below, to stray; and then it obscured
itself in a wood, but always going up, up, and with a small cluster of
brown old high-perched chalets evidently for its goal. Mrs. Stringham
reachedin due course the chalets, and there received from a bewildered
old woman, a very fearful person to behold, an indication that suffi-
ciently guided her. The young lady had been seen not long before
passing further on, over a crestand to a place where the way would drop
again, as our unappeased enquirer found it in fact, a quarter of an hour
later, markedly and almost alarmingly to do. It led somewhere, yet ap-
parently quite into space,for the great side of the mountain appeared,
from where she pulled up, to fall away altogether, though probably but
to some issue below and out of sight. Her uncertainty moreover was
brief, for she next became aware of the presenceon a fragment of rock,
twenty yards off, of the Tauchnitz volume the girl had brought out and
that therefore pointed to her shortly previous passage.Shehad rid her-
self of the book, which was an encumbrance,and meant of courseto pick
it up on her return; but asshe hadn't yet picked it up what on earth had
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become of her? Mrs. Stringham, | hasten to add, was within a few mo-
ments to see;but it was quite an accident that she hadn't, before they
were over, betrayed by her deeper agitation the fact of her own nearness.

The whole place, with the descent of the path and as a sequel to a
sharp turn that was masked by rocks and shrubs, appeared to fall precip-
itously and to become a "view" pure and simple, a view of great extent
and beauty, but thrown forward and vertiginous. Milly, with the prom-
ise of it from just above, had gone straight down to it, not stopping till it
was all before her; and here, on what struck her friend asthe dizzy edge
of it, she was seated at her ease.The path somehow took care of itself
and its final business,but the girl's seatwas a slab of rock at the end of a
short promontory or excrescencethat merely pointed off to the right at
gulfs of air and that was so placed by good fortune, if not by the worst,
asto be at last completely visible. For Mrs. Stringham stifled a cry on tak-
ing in what she believed to be the danger of such a perch for a mere
maiden; her liability to slip, to slide, to leap, to be precipitated by a single
false movement, by a turn of the headNhow could one tell?Ninto
whatever was beneath. A thousand thoughts, for the minute, roared in
the poor lady's ears, but without reaching, as happened, Milly's. It was a
commotion that left our observer intensely still and holding her breath.
What had first been offered her was the possibility of a latent inten-
tionNhowever wild the ideaNin such a posture; of some betrayed ac-
cordance of Milly's caprice with a horrible hidden obsession.But since
Mrs. Stringham stood as motionless as if a sound, a syllable, must have
produced the start that would be fatal, so eventhe lapse of a few seconds
had partly a reassuring effect. It gave her time to receive the impression
which, when she some minutes later softly retraced her steps, was to be
the sharpest she carried away. This was the impression that if the girl
was deeply and recklessly meditating there she wasn't meditating a
jump; she was on the contrary, asshe sat, much more in a state of uplif-
ted and unlimited possessionthat had nothing to gain from violence. She
was looking down on the kingdoms of the earth, and though indeed that
of itself might well go to the brain, it wouldn't be with a view of renoun-
cing them. Was she choosing among them or did shewant them all? This
question, before Mrs. Stringham had decided what to do, made others
vain; in accordance with which she saw, or believed she did, that if it
might be dangerous to call out, to sound in any way a surprise, it would
probably be safe enough to withdraw as she had come. She watched a
while longer, she held her breath, and she never knew afterwards what
time had elapsed.
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Not many minutes probably, yet they hadn't seemed few, and they
had given her so much to think of, not only while creeping home, but
while waiting afterwards at the inn, that she was still busy with them
when, late in the afternoon, Milly reappeared. She had stopped at the
point of the path where the Tauchnitz lay, had taken it up and, with the
pencil attached to her watch-guard, had scrawled a wordNa bi-
entot!Nacross the cover; after which, even under the girl's continued
delay, she had measured time without a return of alarm. For she now
saw that the great thing she had brought away was precisely a convic-
tion that the future wasn't to exist for her princess in the form of any
sharp or simple releasefrom the human predicament. It wouldn't be for
her a question of a flying leap and thereby of a quick escape.Ilt would be
a question of taking full in the face the whole assault of life, to the gener-
al muster of which indeed her face might have beendirectly presented as
she sat there on her rock. Mrs. Stringham was thus able to say to herself
during still another wait of some length that if her young friend still con-
tinued absent it wouldn't be becauseNwhatever the opportunityNshe
had cut short the thread. She wouldn't have committed suicide; she
knew herself unmistakeably reserved for some more complicated pas-
sage;this was the very vision in which she had, with no little awe, been
discovered. The image that thus remained with the elder lady kept the
character of a revelation. During the breathless minutes of her watch she
had seenher companion afresh; the latter's type, aspect, marks, her his-
tory, her state, her beauty, her mystery, all unconsciously betrayed them-
selvesto the Alpine air, and all had been gathered in again to feed Mrs.
Stringham's flame. They are things that will more distinctly appear for
us, and they are meanwhile briefly represented by the enthusiasm that
was stronger on our friend's part than any doubt. It was a consciousness
she was scarceyet used to carrying, but she had as beneath her feet a
mine of something precious. She seemed to herself to stand near the
mouth, not yet quite cleared. The mine but needed working and would
certainly yield a treasure. She wasn't thinking, either, of Milly's gold.
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Chapter 2

The girl said nothing, when they met, about the words scrawled on the
Tauchnitz, and Mrs. Stringham then noticed that she hadn't the book
with her. Shehad left it lying and probably would never remember it at
all. Her comrade's decision was therefore quickly made not to speak of
having followed her; and within five minutes of her return, wonderfully
enough, the preoccupation denoted by her forgetfulness further declared
itself. "Should you think me quite abominable if | were to say that after
allN?"

Mrs. Stringham had already thought, with the first sound of the ques-
tion, everything shewas capable of thinking, and had immediately made
such a sign that Milly's words gave place to visible relief at her assent.
"You don't care for our stop hereNyou'd rather go straight on? We!'ll
start then with the peep of tomorrow's dawnNor asearly asyou like; it's
only rather late now to take the road again." And she smiled to show
how she meant it for a joke that an instant onward rush was what the
girl would have wished. "I bullied you into stopping,” she added; "so it
serves me right."

Milly made in general the most of her good friend's jokes; but she hu-
moured this one a little absently. "Oh yes, you do bully me." And it was
thus arranged between them, with no discussion at all, that they would
resume their journey in the morning. The younger tourist's interest in the
detail of the matterNin spite of a declaration from the elder that she
would consentto be dragged anywhereNappeared almost immediately
afterwards quite to lose itself; she promised, however, to think till sup-
per of where, with the world all before them, they might goNsupper
having beenordered for such time aspermitted of lighted candles. It had
been agreed between them that lighted candles at wayside inns, in
strange countries, amid mountain scenery, gave the evening meal a pe-
culiar poetryNsuch being the mild adventures, the refinements of im-
pression, that they, asthey would have said, went in for. It was now as
if, before this repast, Milly had designed to "lie down"; but at the end of
three minutes more she wasn't lying down, she was saying instead,
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abruptly, with a transition that was like a jump of four thousand miles:
"What was it that, in New York, on the ninth, when you saw him alone,
Doctor Finch said to you?"

It was not till later that Mrs. Stringham fully knew why the question
had startled her still more than its suddenness explained; though the ef-
fect of it even at the moment was almost to frighten her into a false an-
swer. She had to think, to remember the occasion, the "ninth," in New
York, the time she had seenDoctor Finch alone, and to recall the words
he had then uttered; and when everything had come back it was quite, at
first, for amoment, asif he had said something that immensely mattered.
He hadn't, however, in fact; it was only asif he might perhaps after all
have been going to. It was on the sixthNwithin ten days of their sail-
ingNthat she had hurried from Boston under the alarm, a small but a
sufficient shock, of hearing that Mildred had suddenly been taken ill,
had had, from some obscure cause,such an upset as threatened to stay
their journey. The bearing of the accident had happily soon presented it-
self asslight, and there had beenin the event but a few hours of anxiety;
the journey had been pronounced again not only possible, but, asrepres-
enting "change," highly advisable; and if the zealous guest had had five
minutes by herself with the Doctor this was clearly no more at his in-
stancethan at her own. Almost nothing had passedbetween them but an
easy exchange of enthusiasms in respect to the remedial properties of
"Europe”; and due assurance,as the facts came back to her, she was now
able to give. "Nothing whatever, on my word of honour, that you mayn't
know or mightn't then have known. I've no secretwith him about you.
What makes you suspectit? | don't quite make out how you know | did
see him alone."

"NoNyou never told me," said Milly. "And | don't mean," shewent on,
"during the twenty-four hours while | was bad, when your putting your
heads together was natural enough. | mean after | was betterNthe last
thing before you went home."

Mrs. Stringham continued to wonder. "Who told you | saw him then?"

"HE didn't himselfNnor did you write me it afterwards. We speak of it
now for the first time. That's exactly why!" Milly declaredNwith
something in her face and voice that, the next moment, betrayed for her
companion that she had really known nothing, had only conjectured
and, chancing her charge, made a hit. Yet why had her mind been busy
with the question? "But if you're not, asyou now assureme, in his con-
fidence," she smiled, "it's no matter."
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"I'm not in his confidenceNhe had nothing to confide. But are you feel-
ing unwell?"

The elder woman was earnestfor the truth, though the possibility she
named was not at all the one that seemedto fitNwitness the long climb
Milly had just indulged in. The girl showed her constant white face, but
this her friends had all learned to discount, and it was often brightest
when superficially not bravest. She continued for a little mysteriously to
smile. "I don't knowNhaven't really the leastidea. But it might be well to
find out."

Mrs. Stringham at this flared into sympathy. "Are you in troubleNin
pain?"

"Not the least little bit. But | sometimes wonderN!"

"Yes"Nshe pressed: "wonder what?"

"Well, if | shall have much of it."

Mrs. Stringham stared. "Much of what? Not of pain?"

"Of everything. Of everything | have."

Anxiously again, tenderly, our friend cast about. "You ‘'have'
everything; so that when you say 'much' of itN"

"I only mean," the girl broke in, "shall | have it for long? That is if |
HAVE got it."

Shehad at present the effect, a little, of confounding, or at least of per-
plexing her comrade, who was touched, who was always touched, by
something helplessin her grace and abrupt in her turns, and yet actually
half made out in her a sort of mocking light. "If you've got an ailment?"

"If I've got everything," Milly laughed.

"Ah THATNIike almost nobody else."

“Then for how long?"

Mrs. Stringham's eyesentreated her; she had gone closeto her, half-en-
closed her with urgent arms. "Do you want to seesome one?"And then
asthe girl only met it with a slow headshake,though looking perhaps a
shade more conscious: "We'll go straight to the best near doctor." This
too, however, produced but a gaze of qualified assentand a silence,
sweet and vague, that left everything open. Our friend decidedly lost
herself. "Tell me, for God's sake, if you're in distress."

"I don't think I've really EVERYTHING," Milly said as if to ex-
plainNand as if also to put it pleasantly.

"But what on earth can | do for you?"

The girl debated, then seemed on the point of being able to say; but
suddenly changed and expressed herself otherwise. "Dear, dear
thingNI'm only too happy!"
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It brought them closer, but it rather confirmed Mrs. Stringham's doubt.
"Then what's the matter?"

"That's the matterNthat | can scarcely bear it."

"But what is it you think you haven't got?"

Milly waited another moment; then she found it, and found for it a
dim show of joy. "The power to resist the bliss of what | HAVE!"

Mrs. Stringham took it inNher senseof being "put off" with it, the pos-
sible, probable irony of itNand her tendernessrenewed itself in the pos-
itive grimness of a long murmur. "Whom will you see?"Nfor it was as if
they looked down from their height at a continent of doctors. "Where
will you first go?"

Milly had for the third time her air of consideration; but she came back
with it to her plea of some minutes before. "I'll tell you at supperNgood-
bye till then." And sheleft the room with alightness that testified for her
companion to something that again particularly pleased her in the re-
newed promise of motion. The odd passagejust concluded, Mrs. String-
ham mused as she once more sat alone with a hooked needle and a ball
of silk, the "fine" work with which shewas always providedNthis mysti-
fying mood had simply been precipitated, no doubt, by their prolonged
halt, with which the girl hadn't really beenin sympathy. One had only to
admit that her complaint was in fact but the excessof the joy of life, and
everything DID then fit. She couldn't stop for the joy, but she could go
on for it, and with the pulse of her going on she floated again, was re-
stored to her great spaces.There was no evasion of any truthNso at least
Susan Shepherd hopedNin one's sitting there while the twilight
deepened and feeling still more finely that the position of this young
lady was magnificent. The evening at that height had naturally turned to
cold, and the travellers had bespoken a fire with their meal; the great
Alpine road assertedits brave presencethrough the small panes of the
low clean windows, with incidents at the inn-door, the yellow diligence,
the great waggons, the hurrying hooded private conveyances, remind-
ers, for our fanciful friend, of old stories, old pictures, historic flights, es-
capes,pursuits, things that had happened, things indeed that by a sort of
strange congruity helped her to read the meanings of the greatest in-
terestinto the relation in which shewas now so deeply involved. It was
natural that this record of the magnificence of her companion's position
should strike her as after all the best meaning she could extract; for she
herself was seatedin the magnificence asin a court-carriageNshe came
back to that, and such a method of progression, such a view from crim-
son cushions, would evidently have a great deal more to give. By the
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time the candles were lighted for supper and the short white curtains
drawn Milly had reappeared, and the little scenicroom had then all its
romance. That charm moreover was far from broken by the words in
which she, without further loss of time, satisfied her patient mate. "I
want to go straight to London."

It was unexpected, corresponding with no view positively taken at
their departure; when England had appeared, on the contrary, rather re-
legated and postponedNseen for the moment, aswho should say, at the
end of an avenue of preparations and introductions. London, in short,
might have been supposed to be the crown, and to be achieved, like a
siege, by gradual approaches.Milly's actual fine stride was therefore the
more exciting, as any simplification almost always was to Mrs. String-
ham; who, besides, was afterwards to recall as a piece of that very
"exposition" dear to the dramatist the terms in which, between their
smoky candles, the girl had put her preference and in which still other
things had come up, come while the clank of waggon-chains in the sharp
air reached their ears, with the stamp of hoofs, the rattle of buckets and
the foreign questions, foreign answers, that were all alike a part of the
cheery converse of the road. The girl brought it out in truth asshe might
have brought a huge confession, something she admitted herself shy
about and that would seemto show her as frivolous; it had rolled over
her that what she wanted of Europe was "people," so far asthey were to
be had, and that, if her friend really wished to know, the vision of this
same equivocal quantity was what had haunted her during their previ-
ous days, in museums and churches, and what was again spoiling for
her the pure taste of scenery. She was all for sceneryNyes; but she
wanted it human and personal, and all she could say was that there
would be in LondonNwouldn't there?Nmore of that kind than any-
where else. She came back to her idea that if it wasn't for longNif noth-
ing should happen to be sofor HERNwhy the particular thing she spoke
of would probably have most to give her in the time, would probably be
lessthan anything else a waste of her remainder. She produced this last
consideration indeed with such gaiety that Mrs. Stringham was not again
disconcerted by it, was in fact quite readyNif talk of early dying was in
orderNto match it from her own future. Good, then; they would eatand
drink becauseof what might happen to-morrow; and they would direct
their course from that moment with a view to such eating and drinking.
They ate and drank that night, in truth, asin the spirit of this decision;
whereby the air, before they separated, felt itself the clearer.
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It had cleared perhaps to a view only too extensiveNextensive, that is,
in proportion to the signs of life presented. The idea of "people” was not
so entertained on Milly's part asto connectitself with particular persons,
and the fact remained for each of the ladies that they would, completely
unknown, disembark at Dover amid the completely unknowing. They
had no relation already formed; this plea Mrs. Stringham put forward to
seewhat it would produce. It produced nothing at first but the observa-
tion on the girl's side that what she had in mind was no thought of soci-
ety nor of scraping acquaintance; nothing was further from her than to
desire the opportunities represented for the compatriot in general by a
trunkful of "letters." It wasn't a question, in short, of the people the com-
patriot was after; it was the human, the English picture itself, as they
might seeit in their own wayNthe concrete world inferred so fondly
from what one had read and dreamed. Mrs. Stringham did every justice
to this concrete world, but when later on an occasionchancedto present
itself she made a point of not omitting to remark that it might be a com-
fort to know in advance one or two of the human particles of its concre-
tion. This still, however, failed, in vulgar parlance, to "fetch" Milly, so
that she had presently to go all the way. "Haven't | understood from you,
for that matter, that you gave Mr. Densher something of a promise?"

There was a moment, on this, when Milly's look had to be taken as
representing one of two thingsNeither that she was completely vague
about the promise or that Mr. Densher's name itself started no train. But
she really couldn't be so vague about the promise, the partner of these
hours quickly saw, without attaching it to something; it had to be a
promise to somebody in particular to be so repudiated. In the event, ac-
cordingly, she acknowledged Mr. Merton Densher, the so unusually
“bright" young Englishman who had made his appearancein New York
on some special literary businessNwasn't it?Nshortly before their depar-
ture, and who had beenthree or four times in her house during the brief
period between her visit to Boston and her companion's subsequent stay
with her; but she required much reminding before it came back to her
that she had mentioned to this companion just afterwards the confidence
expressed by the personage in question in her never doing so dire a
thing asto come to London without, asthe phrase was, looking a fellow
up. Shehad left him the enjoyment of his confidence, the form of which
might have appeared a trifle freeNthis she now reasserted;she had done
nothing either to impair or to enhance it; but she had also left Mrs.
Stringham, in the connexion and at the time, rather sorry to have missed
Mr. Densher. She had thought of him again after that, the elder woman;
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she had likewise gone so far asto notice that Milly appeared not to have
done soNwhich the girl might easily have betrayed; and, interested as
she was in everything that concerned her, she had made out for herself,
for herself only and rather idly, that, but for interruptions, the young
Englishman might have become a better acquaintance. His being an ac-
guaintance at all was one of the signs that in the first days had helped to
place Milly, asa young person with the world before her, for sympathy
and wonder. Isolated, unmothered, unguarded, but with her other
strong marks, her big house, her big fortune, her big freedom, she had
lately begun to "receive," for all her few years, as an older woman might
have doneNas was done, precisely, by princesseswho had public con-
siderations to observe and who came of agevery early. If it was thus dis-
tinct to Mrs. Stringham then that Mr. Densher had gone off somewhere
else in connexion with his errand before her visit to New York, it had
been also not undiscoverable that he had come back for a day or two
later on, that is after her own second excursionNthat he had in fine re-
appeared on a single occasion on his way to the West: his way from
Washington asshe believed, though he was out of sight at the time of her
joining her friend for their departure. It hadn't occurred to her before to
exaggerateNit had not occurred to her that she could; but she seemedto
becomeaware to-night that there had beenjust enough in this relation to
meet, to provoke, the free conception of a little more.

She presently put it that, at any rate, promise or no promise, Milly
would at a pinch be able, in London, to act on his permission to make
him a sign; to which Milly replied with readinessthat her ability, though
evident, would be none the less quite wasted, inasmuch as the gentle-
man would to a certainty be still in America. He had a great deal to do
thereNwhich he would scarce have begun; and in fact she might very
well not have thought of London at all if she hadn't been sure he wasn't
yet near coming back. It was perceptible to her companion that the mo-
ment our young woman had so far committed herself she had a senseof
having overstepped; which was not quite patched up by her saying the
next minute, possibly with a certain failure of presenceof mind, that the
last thing she desired was the air of running after him. Mrs. Stringham
wondered privately what question there could be of any such appear-
anceNthe danger of which thus suddenly came up; but she said for the
time nothing of itNshe only said other things: one of which was, for in-
stance,that if Mr. Densher was away he was away, and this the end of it:
also that of course they must be discreet at any price. But what was the
measure of discretion, and how was one to be sure? So it was that, as
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they sat there, she produced her own case:SHE had a possible tie with
London, which she desired as little to disown as she might wish to risk
presuming on it. Shetreated her companion, in short, for their evening's
end, to the story of Maud Manningham, the odd but interesting English
girl who had formed her special affinity in the old days at the Vevey
school; whom she had written to, after their separation, with a regularity
that had at first faltered and then altogether failed, yet that had been for
the time quite a fine case of crude constancy; so that it had in fact
flickered up again of itself on the occasionof the marriage of each. They
had then once more fondly, scrupulously writtenNMrs. Lowder first;
and even another letter or two had afterwards passed. This, however,
had been the endNthough with no rupture, only a gentle drop: Maud
Manningham had made, she believed, a great marriage, while she herself
had made a small; on top of which, moreover, distance, difference, di-
minished community and impossible reunion had done the rest of the
work. It was but after all these years that reunion had begun to show as
possibleNif the other party to it, that is, should be still in existence.That
was exactly what it now appeared to our friend interesting to ascertain,
as, with one aid and another, she believed she might. It was an experi-
ment she would at all events now make if Milly didn't object.

Milly in general objected to nothing, and though she asked a question
or two sheraised no present plea. Her questionsNor at least her own an-
swers to themNkindled on Mrs. Stringham's part a backward train: she
hadn't known till to-night how much she remembered, or how fine it
might be to seewhat had become of large high-coloured Maud, florid,
alien, exoticNwhich had been just the spellNeven to the perceptions of
youth. There was the dangerNshe frankly touched itNthat such a tem-
perament mightn't have matured, with the years, all in the senseof fine-
ness: it was the sort of danger that, in renewing relations after long
breaks, one had always to look in the face. To gather in strayed threads
was to take a riskNfor which, however, she was prepared if Milly was.
The possible "fun,” she confessed,was by itself rather tempting; and she
fairly sounded, with thisNwound up alittle asshewasNthe note of fun
as the harmless final right of fifty years of mere New England virtue.
Among the things she was afterwards to recall was the indescribable
look dropped on her, at that, by her companion; she was still seated
there between the candles and before the finished supper, while Milly
moved about, and the look was long to figure for her as an inscrutable
comment on HER notion of freedom. Challenged, at any rate, as for the
last wise word, Milly showed perhaps, musingly, charmingly, that,
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though her attention had been mainly soundless, her friend's
storyNproduced as a resource unsuspected, a card from up the
sleeveNhalf-surprised, half-beguiled her. Since the matter, such as it
was, depended on that, she brought out before shewent to bed an easy,a
light "Risk everything!"

This quality in it seemed possibly a little to deny weight to Maud
Lowder's evoked presenceNas Susan Stringham, still sitting up, became,
in excited reflexion, a trifle more conscious. Something determinant,
when the girl had left her, took place in herNnameless but, as soon as
she had given way, coercive. It was asif she knew again, in this fulness
of time, that she had been, after Maud's marriage, just sensibly outlived
or, as people nowadays said, shunted. Mrs. Lowder had left her behind,
and on the occasion,subsequently, of the corresponding date in her own
lifeNnot the second,the sad one, with its dignity of sadness,but the first,
with the meagrenessof its supposed felicityNshe had been, in the same
spirit, almost patronisingly pitied. If that suspicion, even when it had
ceasedto matter, had never quite died out for her, there was doubtless
some oddity in its now offering itself as a link, rather than as another
break, in the chain; and indeed there might well have been for her a
mood in which the notion of the development of patronage in her quon-
dam schoolmate would have settled her question in another sense.It was
actually settledNif the casebe worth our analysisNby the happy con-
summation, the poetic justice, the generous revenge, of her having at last
something to show. Maud, on their parting company, had appeared to
have so much, and would nowNfor wasn't it also in general quite the
rich law of English life?Nhave, with accretions, promotions, expansions,
ever so much more. Very good; such things might be; she rose to the
sense of being ready for them. Whatever Mrs. Lowder might have to
showNand one hoped one did the presumptions all justiceNshe would
have nothing like Milly Theale, who constituted the trophy producible
by poor Susan.Poor Susanlingered lateNtill the candles were low, and
assoon asthe table was cleared she opened her neat portfolio. Shehadn't
lost the old clue; there were connexions she remembered, addressesshe
could try; so the thing was to begin. She wrote on the spot.
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Part 4
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Chapter 1

It had all gone so fast after this that Milly uttered but the truth nearestto
hand in saying to the gentleman on her rightNwho was, by the same
token, the gentleman on her hostess's leftNthat she scarce even then
knew where shewas: the words marking her first full senseof a situation
really romantic. They were already dining, she and her friend, at Lan-
caster Gate, and surrounded, asit seemedto her, with every English ac-
cessory; though her consciousnessof Mrs. Lowder's existence, and still
more of her remarkable identity, had been of so recent and so sudden a
birth. Susie, as she was apt to call her companion for a lighter change,
had only had to wave a neat little wand for the fairy-tale to begin at
once; in consequence of which Susie now glitteredNfor, with Mrs.
Stringham's new senseof success,it came to thatNin the character of a
fairy godmother. Milly had almost insisted on dressing her, for the
present occasion,asone; and it was no fault of the girl's if the good lady
hadn't now appeared in a peaked hat, a short petticoat and diamond
shoe-buckles, brandishing the magic crutch. The good lady bore herself
in truth not lesscontentedly than if theseinsignia had marked her work;
and Milly's observation to Lord Mark had doubtless just beenthe result
of such a light exchangeof looks with her aseven the great length of the
table couldn't baffle. There were twenty persons between them, but this
sustained passagewas the sharpest sequel yet to that other comparison
of views during the pause on the Swiss pass. It almost appeared to Milly
that their fortune had been unduly precipitatedNas if properly they
were in the position of having ventured on a small joke and found the
answer out of proportion grave. Shecouldn't at this moment for instance
have said whether, with her quickened perceptions, she were more en-
livened or oppressed;and the casemight in fact have beenserious hadn't
she, by good fortune, from the moment the picture loomed, quickly
made up her mind that what finally most concerned her was neither to
seeknor to shirk, wasn't even to wonder too much, but was to let things
come as they would, since there was little enough doubt of how they
would go.
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Lord Mark had been brought to her before dinnerNnot by Mrs.
Lowder, but by the handsome girl, that lady's niece,who was now at the
other end and on the same side as Susie; he had taken her in, and she
meant presently to ask him about Miss Croy, the handsome girl, actually
offered to her sightNthough now in a splendid wayNbut for the second
time. The first time had been the occasionNonly three days beforeNof
her calling at their hotel with her aunt and then making, for our other
two heroines, a great impression of beauty and eminence. This impres-
sion had remained so with Milly that at present, and although her atten-
tion was aware at the sametime of everything else,her eyeswere mainly
engaged with Kate Croy when not engaged with Susie. That wonderful
creature's eyes moreover readily met themNshe ranked now as a won-
derful creature; and it seemedpart of the swift prosperity of the Americ-
an visitors that, so little in the original reckoning, she should yet appear
conscious, charmingly, frankly conscious, of possibilities of friendship
for them. Milly had easily and, asa guest, gracefully generalised: English
girls had a special strong beauty which particularly showed in evening
dressNabove all when, aswas strikingly the casewith this one, the dress
itself was what it should be. That observation she had all ready for Lord
Mark when they should, after a little, get round to it. She seemedeven
now to seethat there might be a good deal they would get round to; the
indication being that, taken up once for all with her other neighbour,
their hostesswould leave them much to themselves. Mrs. Lowder's other
neighbour was the Bishop of MurrumNa real bishop, such as Milly had
never seen, with a complicated costume, a voice like an old-fashioned
wind instrument, and aface all the portrait of a prelate; while the gentle-
man on our young lady's left, a gentleman thick-necked, large and literal,
who looked straight before him and asif he were not to be diverted by
vain words from that pursuit, clearly counted as an offset to the posses-
sion of Lord Mark. As Milly made out these thingsNwith a shade of ex-
hilaration at the way she already fell inNshe saw how she was justified
of her plea for people and her love of life. It wasn't then, asthe prospect
seemedto show, sodifficult to getinto the current, or to stand at any rate
on the bank. It was easyto get nearNif they WERE near; and yet the ele-
ments were different enough from any of her old elements, and posit-
ively rich and strange.

Sheasked herself if her right-hand neighbour would understand what
she meant by such a description of them should she throw it off; but an-
other of the things to which precisely her sensewas awakened was that
no, decidedly, he wouldn't. It was nevertheless by this time open to her
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that his line would be to be clever; and indeed, evidently, no little of the
interest was going to be in the fresh reference and fresh effect both of
people's clevernessand of their simplicity. Shethrilled, she consciously
flushed, and all to turn pale again, with the certitudeNit had never been
so presentNthat she should find herself completely involved: the very
air of the place, the pitch of the occasion,had for her both so sharp aring

and so deep an undertone. The smallest things, the faces,the hands, the
jewels of the women, the sound of words, especially of names, acrossthe
table, the shape of the forks, the arrangement of the flowers, the attitude

of the servants, the walls of the room, were all touches in a picture and
denotements in a play; and they marked for her moreover her alertness
of vision. She had never, she might well believe, beenin such a state of
vibration; her sensibility was almost too sharp for her comfort: there
were for example more indications than she could reduce to order in the
manner of the friendly niece,who struck her as distinguished and inter-
esting, asin fact surprisingly genial. This young woman's type had, vis-
ibly, other possibilities; yet here, of its own free movement, it had
already sketched a relation. Were they, Miss Croy and she, to take up the
tale where their two elders had left it off so many years before?Nwere
they to find they liked each other and to try for themselves whether a
scheme of constancy on more modern lines could be worked? She had
doubted, asthey cameto England, of Maud Manningham, had believed
her a broken reed and a vague resource, had seentheir dependence on
her as a state of mind that would have beenshamefully sillyNso far asit
WAS dependenceNhad they wished to do anything soinane as"get into
society." To have made their pilgrimage all for the sake of such society as
Mrs. Lowder might have in reserve for themNthat didn't bear thinking

of at all, and she herself had quite chosenher course for curiosity about
other matters. Shewould have described this curiosity as a desire to see
the places she had read about, and THAT description of her motive she
was prepared to give her neighbourNeven though, as a consequenceof
it, he should find how little she had read. It was almost at present as if
her poor prevision had beenrebuked by the majestyNshe could scarcely
call it lessNof the event, or at all events by the commanding character of
the two figures (she could scarcely call THAT lesseither) mainly presen-
ted. Mrs. Lowder and her niece, however dissimilar, had at leastin com-
mon that each was a great reality. That was true, primarily, of the
auntNso true that Milly wondered how her own companion had arrived

in other years at so odd an alliance; yet she none the less felt Mrs.
Lowder as a person of whom the mind might in two or three days

105



roughly make the circuit. Shewould sit there massive at least while one
attempted it; whereas Miss Croy, the handsome girl, would indulge in
incalculable movements that might interfere with one'stour. Shewas the
amusing resisting ominous fact, none the less,and eachother person and
thing was just such a fact; and it served them right, no doubt, the pair of
them, for having rushed into their adventure.

Lord Mark's intelligence meanwhile, however, had met her own quite
sufficiently to enable him to tell her how little he could clear up her situ-
ation. He explained, for that matterNor at least he hintedNthat there
was no such thing to-day in London assaying where any one was. Every
one was everywhereNnobody was anywhere. He should be put to
itNyes, franklyNto give a name of any sort or kind to their hostess's
"set." WAS it a setat all, or wasn't it, and were there not really no such
things as setsin the place any more?Nwas there anything but the grop-
ing and pawing, that of the vague billows of some great greasy seain
mid-Channel, of massesof bewildered people trying to "get" they didn't
know what or where? He threw out the question, which seemed large;
Milly felt that at the end of five minutes he had thrown out a great many,
though he followed none more than a step or two; perhaps he would
prove suggestive, but he helped her as yet to no discriminations: he
spoke as if he had given them up from too much knowledge. He was
thus at the opposite extreme from herself, but, as a consequenceof it,
also wandering and lost; and he was furthermore, for all his temporary
incoherence, to which she guessedthere would be some key, as packed a
concretion as either Mrs. Lowder or Kate. The only light in which he
placed the former of theseladies was that of an extraordinary womanNa
most extraordinary woman, and "the more extraordinary the more one
knows her," while of the latter he said nothing for the moment but that
she was tremendously, yes, quite tremendously, good-looking. It was
some time, she thought, before his talk showed his cleverness,and yet
each minute she believed in that mystery more, quite apart from what
her hostesshad told her on first naming him. Perhaps he was one of the
casesshe had heard of at homeNthose characteristic casesof people in
England who concealedtheir play of mind so much more than they ad-
vertised it. Even Mr. Densher a little did that. And what made Lord
Mark, at any rate, so real either, when this was a trick he had apparently
so mastered? His type somehow, as by a life, a need, an intention of its
own, took all care for vividness off his hands; that was enough. It was
difficult to guesshis ageNwhether he were ayoung man who looked old
or an old man who looked young; it seemedto prove nothing, asagainst
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other things, that he was bald and, as might have been said, slightly
stale, or, more delicately perhaps, dry: there was such a fine little fidget
of preoccupied life in him, and his eyes, at momentsNthough it was an
appearancethey could suddenly loseNwere ascandid and clear asthose
of a pleasant boy. Very neat, very light, and so fair that there was little
other indication of his moustache than his constantly feeling itNwhich
was again boyishNhe would have affected her as the most intellectual
person present if he had not affected her asthe most frivolous. The latter
quality was rather in his look than in anything else,though he constantly
wore his double eye-glass, which was, much more, Bostonian and
thoughtful.

The idea of his frivolity had, no doubt, to do with his personal desig-
nation, which representedNas yet, for our young woman, a little con-
fusedlyNa connexion with an historic patriciate, a classthat in turn, also
confusedly, represented an affinity with a social element she had never
heard otherwise described than as"fashion." The supreme social element
in New York had never known itself but asreduced to that category, and
though Milly was aware that, asapplied to a territorial and political aris-
tocracy, the label was probably too simple, she had for the time none
other at hand. Shepresently, it is true, enriched her idea with the percep-
tion that her interlocutor was indifferent; yet this, indifferent asaristocra-
ciesnotoriously were, saw her but little further, inasmuch asshefelt that,
in the first place, he would much rather get on with her than not, and in
the secondwas only thinking of too many matters of his own. If he kept
her in view on the one hand and kept so much else on the otherNthe
way he crumbed up his bread was a proofNwhy did he hover before her
asa potentially insolent noble? Shecouldn't have answered the question,
and it was precisely one of those that swarmed. They were complicated,
she might fairly have said, by his visibly knowing, having known from
afar off, that she was a stranger and an American, and by his none the
less making no more of it than if she and her like were the chief of his
diet. He took her, kindly enough, but imperturbably, irreclaimably, for
granted, and it wouldn't in the least help that she herself knew him, as
quickly, for having beenin her country and threshed it out. There would
be nothing for her to explain or attenuate or brag about; she could
neither escapenor prevail by her strangeness;he would have, for that
matter, on such a subject, more to tell her than to learn from her. She
might learn from HIM why she was so different from the handsome
girlNwhich she didn't know, being merely able to feel it; or at any rate
might learn from him why the handsome girl was so different from her.
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