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Part 1



Chapter 1

The Prince had always liked his London, when it had come to him; he
was one of the modern Romanswho find by the Thames a more convin-
cing image of the truth of the ancient state than any they have left by the
Tiber. Brought up on the legend of the City to which the world paid trib-
ute, he recognised in the present London much more than in contempor-
ary Rome the real dimensions of such a case.If it was a question of an
Imperium, he said to himself, and if one wished, asa Roman, to recover
a little the senseof that, the place to do so was on London Bridge, or
even, on afine afternoon in May, at Hyde Park Corner. It was not indeed
to either of those places that these grounds of his predilection, after all
sufficiently vague, had, at the moment we are concerned with him,
guided his steps;he had strayed, simply enough, into Bond Street,where
his imagination, working at comparatively short range, caused him now
and then to stop before a window in which objectsmassive and lumpish,
in silver and gold, in the forms to which precious stonescontribute, or in
leather, steel, brass, applied to a hundred uses and abuses, were as
tumbled together asif, in the insolence of the Empire, they had beenthe
loot of far-off victories. The young man's movements, however, betrayed
no consistency of attentionNnot even, for that matter, when one of his
arrests had proceeded from possibilities in facesshaded, as they passed
him on the pavement, by huge beribboned hats, or more delicately tinted
still under the tense silk of parasols held at perverse angles in waiting
victorias. And the Prince's undirected thought was not a little sympto-
matic, since, though the turn of the seasonhad come and the flush of the
streets begun to fade, the possibilities of faces,on the August afternoon,
were still one of the notes of the scene.He was too restlessNthat was the
factNfor any concentration, and the last idea that would just now have
occurred to him in any connection was the idea of pursuit.

He had been pursuing for six months as never in his life before, and
what had actually unsteadied him, aswe join him, was the senseof how
he had been justified. Capture had crowned the pursuitNor success,as
he would otherwise have put it, had rewarded virtue; whereby the




consciousnessof thesethings made him, for the hour, rather serious than
gay. A sobriety that might have consorted with failure satin his hand-
some face, constructively regular and grave, yet at the same time oddly
and, as might be, functionally almost radiant, with its dark blue eyes,its
dark brown moustache and its expression no more sharply "foreign" to
an English view than to have causedit sometimes to be observed of him
with a shallow felicity that he looked like a "refined" Irishman. What had
happened was that shortly before, at three o'clock, his fate had practic-
ally beensealed,and that even when one pretended to no quarrel with it
the moment had something of the grimness of a crunched key in the
strongest lock that could be made. There was nothing to do as yet, fur-
ther, but feel what one had done, and our personagefelt it while he aim-
lessly wandered. It was already asif he were married, so definitely had
the solicitors, at three o'clock, enabled the date to be fixed, and by so few
days was that date now distant. He was to dine at half-past eight o'clock
with the young lady on whose behalf, and on whose father's, the London
lawyers had reachedan inspired harmony with his own man of business,
poor Calderoni, fresh from Rome and now apparently in the wondrous
situation of being "shown London," before promptly leaving it again, by
Mr. Verver himself, Mr. Verver whose easy way with his millions had
taxed to such small purpose, in the arrangements, the principle of re-
ciprocity. The reciprocity with which the Prince was during these
minutes most struck was that of Calderoni's bestowal of his company for
aview of the lions. If there was one thing in the world the young man, at
this juncture, clearly intended, it was to be much more decent as a son-
in-law than lots of fellows he could think of had shown themselves in
that character. He thought of thesefellows, from whom he was so to dif-
fer, in English; he used, mentally, the English term to describe his differ-
ence,for, familiar with the tongue from his earliest years, so that no note
of strangenessremained with him either for lip or for ear, he found it
convenient, in life, for the greatestnumber of relations. He found it con-
venient, oddly, even for his relation with himselfNthough not unmind-
ful that there might still, astime went on, be others, including a more in-
timate degree of that one, that would seek, possibly with violence, the
larger or the finer issueNwhich was it?Nof the vernacular. Miss Verver
had told him he spoke English too wellN it was his only fault, and he
had not been able to speak worse even to oblige her. "When | speak
worse, you see,| speak French," he had said; intimating thus that there
were discriminations, doubtless of the invidious kind, for which that lan-
guage was the most apt. The girl had taken this, she let him know, asa



reflection on her own French, which she had always so dreamed of mak-
ing good, of making better; to say nothing of his evident feeling that the
idiom supposed a clevernessshe was not a person to rise to. The Prince's
answer to such remarksNgenial, charming, like every answer the parties
to his new arrangement had yet had from himNwas that he was prac-
tising his American in order to converse properly, on equal terms as it
were, with Mr. Verver. His prospective father-in-law had a command of
it, he said, that put him at a disadvantage in any discussion; besides
whichNwell, besideswhich he had made to the girl the observation that
positively, of all his observations yet, had most finely touched her.

"You know | think he's a REAL galantuomoN'and no mistake.' There
are plenty of sham onesabout. He seemsto me simply the best man I've
ever seen in my life."

"Well, my dear, why shouldn't he be?" the girl had gaily inquired.

It was this, precisely, that had set the Prince to think. The things, or
many of them, that had made Mr. Verver what he was seemed practic-
ally to bring a charge of waste against the other things that, with the oth-
er people known to the young man, had failed of such aresult. "Why, his
‘form,™ he had returned, "might have made one doubt."”

"Father's form?" She hadn't seen it. It strikes me he hasn't got any."

"He hasn't got mineNhe hasn't even got yours."

"Thank you for 'even!" the girl had laughed at him. "Oh, yours, my
dear, is tremendous. But your father has his own. I've made that out. So
don't doubt it. It's where it has brought him outN that's the point."

“It's his goodnessthat has brought him out,” our young woman had, at
this, objected.

"Ah, darling, goodness,| think, never brought anyone out. Goodness,
when it's real, precisely, rather keeps people in." He had beeninterested
in his discrimination, which amused him. "No, it's his WAY. It belongsto
him."

But she had wondered still. "It's the American way. That's all."

"ExactlyNit's all. It's all, | say! It fits himNso it must be good for
something."

"Do you think it would be good for you?" Maggie Verver had smil-
ingly asked.

To which his reply had beenjust of the happiest. "I don't feel, my dear,
if you really want to know, that anything much can now either hurt me
or help me. Suchas| amNbut you'll seefor yourself. Say, however, | am
a galantuomoNwhich | devoutly hope: I'm like a chicken, at best,
chopped up and smothered in sauce; cooked down as a creme de



volaille, with half the parts left out. Your father's the natural fowl run-
ning about the bassecour. His feathers, movements, his soundsNthose
are the parts that, with me, are left out."

"All, as a matter of courseNsince you can't eat a chicken alive!"

The Prince had not been annoyed at this, but he had been positive.
"Well, I'm eating your father aliveNwhich is the only way to taste him. |
want to continue, and as it's when he talks American that he is most
alive, so | must also cultivate it, to get my pleasure. He couldn't make
one like him so much in any other language."

It mattered little that the girl had continued to demurNit was the mere
play of her joy. "l think he could make you like him in Chinese."

"It would be an unnecessarytrouble. What | mean is that he'sakind of
result of his inevitable tone. My liking is accordingly FOR the
toneNwhich has made him possible."

"Oh, you'll hear enough of it," she laughed, "before you've done with
us."

Only this, in truth, had made him frown a little.

"What do you mean, please, by my having ‘done' with you?"

"Why, found out about us all there is to find."

He had been able to take it indeed easily as a joke. "Ah, love, | began
with that. | know enough, | feel, never to be surprised. It's you
yourselves meanwhile," he continued, "who really know nothing. There
aretwo parts of me"Nyes, he had beenmoved to go on. "One is made up
of the history, the doings, the marriages, the crimes, the follies, the
boundless betisesof other peopleN especially of their infamous waste of
money that might have come to me. Those things are writtenNliterally
in rows of volumes, in libraries; are as public as they're abominable.
Everybody can get at them, and you've, both of you, wonderfully, looked
them in the face. But there's another part, very much smaller doubtless,
which, such asit is, represents my single self, the unknown, unimport-
ant, unimportantNunimportant  saveto YOUNpersonal quantity. About
this you've found out nothing."

"Luckily, my dear," the girl had bravely said; "for what then would be-
come, please, of the promised occupation of my future?"

The young man remembered even now how extraordinarily
CLEARNhe couldn't call it anything elseNshe had looked, in her pretti-
ness,asshe had said it. He also remembered what he had been moved to
reply. "The happiest reigns, we are taught, you know, are the reigns
without any history."



"Oh, I'm not afraid of history!" She had been sure of that. "Call it the
bad part, if you likeNyours certainly sticks out of you. What was it else,"
Maggie Verver had also said, "that made me originally think of you? It
wasn'tNas | should suppose you must have seenNwhat you call your
unknown quantity, your particular self. It was the generations behind
you, the follies and the crimes, the plunder and the wasteNthe wicked
Pope, the monster most of all, whom so many of the volumes in your
family library are all about. If I've read but two or three yet, | shall give
myself up but the moreNas soon as | have timeNto the rest. Where,
therefore"Nshe had put it to him againN"without your archives, annals,
infamies, would you have been?"

He recalled what, to this, he had gravely returned. "I might have been
in a somewhat better pecuniary situation." But his actual situation under
the head in question positively so little mattered to them that, having by
that time lived deep into the senseof his advantage, he had kept no im-
pression of the girl's rejoinder. It had but sweetenedthe waters in which
he now floated, tinted them as by the action of some essence,poured
from a gold-topped phial, for making one's bath aromatic. No one before
him, neverNnot even the infamous PopeNhad so sat up to his neck in
such a bath. It showed, for that matter, how little one of his race could es-
cape, after all, from history. What was it but history, and of THEIR kind
very much, to have the assuranceof the enjoyment of more money than
the palace-builder himself could have dreamed of? This was the element
that bore him up and into which Maggie scattered, on occasion, her ex-
quisite colouring drops. They were of the colourNof what on earth? of
what but the extraordinary American good faith? They were of the col-
our of her innocence, and yet at the same time of her imagination, with
which their relation, his and these people's, was all suffused. What he
had further said on the occasion of which we thus represent him as
catching the echoesfrom his own thoughts while he loiteredNwhat he
had further said came back to him, for it had been the voice itself of his
luck, the soothing sound that was always with him. "You Americans are
almost incredibly romantic.”

"Of course we are. That's just what makes everything so nice for us."

"Everything?" He had wondered.

"Well, everything that's nice at all. The world, the beautiful, worldNor
everything in it that is beautiful. | mean we see so much."

He had looked at her a momentNand he well knew how she had
struck him, in respectto the beautiful world, asone of the beautiful, the
most beautiful things. But what he had answered was: "You see too



muchNthat's what may sometimes make you difficulties. When you
don't, at least," he had amended with a further thought, "seetoo little."
But he had quite granted that he knew what she meant, and his warning
perhaps was needless.

He had seenthe follies of the romantic disposition, but there seemed
somehow no follies in theirsNnothing, one was obliged to recognise, but
Innocent pleasures, pleasures without penalties. Their enjoyment was a
tribute to others without being a loss to themselves. Only the funny
thing, he had respectfully submitted, was that her father, though older
and wiser, and a man into the bargain, was as badNthat is as goodNas
herself.

"Oh, he's better," the girl had freely declared "that is he'sworse. His re-
lation to the things he caresforNand | think it beautifulNis absolutely
romantic. Sois his whole life over hereNit's the most romantic thing |
know."

"You mean his idea for his native place?"

"YesNthe collection, the Museum with which he wishes to endow it,
and of which he thinks more, as you know, than of anything in the
world. It's the work of his life and the motive of everything he does."

The young man, in his actual mood, could have smiled againN smiled
delicately, ashe had then smiled at her. "Has it been his motive in letting
me have you?"

"Yes, my dear, positivelyNor in a manner," she had said.

"American City isn't, by the way, his native town, for, though he's not
old, it's a young thing compared with himNa younger one. He started
there, he has a feeling about it, and the place has grown, as he says, like
the programme of a charity performance. You're at any rate a part of his
collection,” she had explainedN"one of the things that can only be got
over here. You're a rarity, an object of beauty, an object of price. You're
not perhaps absolutely unique, but you're so curious and eminent that
there are very few others like youNyou belong to a class about which
everything is known. You're what they call a morceau de musee."

"| see.| have the great sign of it," he had riskedN"that | cost a lot of
money."

"I haven't the least idea,” she had gravely answered, "what you
cost"Nand he had quite adored, for the moment, her way of saying it. He
had felt even, for the moment, vulgar. But he had made the best of that.
"Wouldn't you find out if it were a question of parting with me? My
value would in that case be estimated.”



She had looked at him with her charming eyes, as if his value were
well before her. "Yes, if you mean that I'd pay rather than lose you."

And then there came again what this had made him say. "Don't talk
about MENit's you who are not of this age. You're a creature of a braver
and finer one, and the cinquecento, at its most golden hour, wouldn't
have been ashamed of you. It would of me, and if | didn't know some of
the pieces your father has acquired, | should rather fear, for American
City, the criticism of experts. Would it at all events be your idea," he had
then just ruefully asked, "to send me there for safety?"

"Well, we may have to come to it."

"Il go anywhere you want."

"We must seefirstNit will be only if we have to come to it. There are
things," she had gone on, "that father puts awayNthe bigger and more
cumbrous of course, which he stores, has already stored in masses,here
and in Paris, in Italy, in Spain, in warehouses, vaults, banks, safes,won-
derful secret places. We've been like a pair of piratesNpositively stage
pirates, the sort who wink at eachother and say 'Ha-ha!" when they come
to where their treasure is buried. Ours is buried pretty well every-
whereN exceptwhat we like to see,what we travel with and have about
us. These,the smaller pieces, are the things we take out and arrange as
we can, to make the hotels we stay at and the houseswe hire a little less
ugly. Of course it's a danger, and we have to keep watch. But father
loves a fine piece, loves, as he says, the good of it, and it's for the com-
pany of some of his things that he's willing to run his risks. And we've
had extraordinary luck"NMaggie had made that point; "we've never lost
anything yet. And the finest objectsare often the smallest. Values, in lots
of cases,you must know, have nothing to do with size. But there's noth-
ing, however tiny," she had wound up, "that we've missed."

"l like the class,"”he had laughed for this, "in which you place me! |
shall be one of the little piecesthat you unpack at the hotels, or at the
worst in the hired houses,like this wonderful one, and put out with the
family photographs and the new magazines. But it's something not to be
so big that | have to be buried."

"Oh," she had returned, "you shall not be buried, my dear, till you're
dead. Unless indeed you call it burial to go to American City."

"Before | pronounce | should like to seemy tomb." Sohe had had, after
his fashion, the last word in their interchange, save for the result of an
observation that had risen to his lips at the beginning, which he had then
checked, and which now came back to him. "Good, bad or indifferent, |
hope there's one thing you believe about me."
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He had sounded solemn, even to himself, but she had taken it gaily.
"Ah, don't fix me down to 'one'! | believe things enough about you, my
dear, to have a few left if most of them, even, go to smash.I've taken care
of THAT. I've divided my faith into water-tight compartments. We must
manage not to sink."

"You do believe I'm not a hypocrite? You recognise that | don't lie or
dissemble or deceive? Is THAT water-tight?"

The question, to which he had given a certain intensity, had made her,
he remembered, stare an instant, her colour rising asif it had sounded to
her still stranger than he had intended. He had perceived on the spot
that any SERIOUSdiscussion of veracity, of loyalty, or rather of the want
of them, practically took her unprepared, asif it were quite new to her.
He had noticed it before: it was the English, the American sign that du-
plicity, like "love," had to be joked about. It couldn't be "gone into." So
the note of his inquiry wasNwell, to call it nothing elseN premature; a
mistake worth making, however, for the almost overdone drollery in
which her answer instinctively sought refuge.

"Water-tightNthe biggest compartment of all? Why, it's the best cabin
and the main deck and the engine-room and the steward's pantry! It's the
ship itselfNit's the whole line. It's the captain's table and all one's lug-
gageNone's reading for the trip." She had images, like that, that were
drawn from steamersand trains, from a familiarity with "lines," a com-
mand of "own" cars, from an experience of continents and seas,that he
was unable asyet to emulate; from vast modern machineries and facilit-
les whose acquaintance he had still to make, but asto which it was part
of the interest of his situation as it stood that he could, quite without
wincing, feel his future likely to bristle with them.

It was in fact, content as he was with his engagementand charming as
he thought his affianced bride, his view of THAT furniture that mainly
constituted our young man's "romance"Nand to an extent that made of
his inward state a contrast that he was intelligent enough to feel. He was
intelligent enough to feel quite humble, to wish not to be in the least
hard or voracious, not to insist on his own side of the bargain, to warn
himself in short against arrogance and greed. Odd enough, of a truth,
was his sense of this last dangerNwhich may illustrate moreover his
general attitude toward dangers from within. Personally, he considered,
he hadn't the vices in questionNand that was so much to the good. His
race, on the other hand, had had them handsomely enough, and he was
somehow full of his race. Its presencein him was like the consciousness
of some inexpugnable scentin which his clothes, his whole person, his
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hands and the hair of his head, might have been steeped as in some
chemical bath: the effect was nowhere in particular, yet he constantly felt
himself at the mercy of the cause.He knew his antenatal history, knew it
in every detail, and it was a thing to keep causeswell before him. What
was his frank judgment of so much of its ugliness, he asked himself, but
a part of the cultivation of humility? What was this so important step he
had just taken but the desire for some new history that should, so far as
possible, contradict, and even if need be flatly dishonour, the old? If
what had come to him wouldn't do he must MAKE something different.
He perfectly recognisedNalways in his humilityNthat the material for
the making had to be Mr. Verver's millions. There was nothing else for
him on earth to make it with; he had tried beforeNhad had to look about
and seethe truth. Humble as he was, at the same time, he was not so
humble as if he had known himself frivolous or stupid. He had an
ideaNwhich may amuse his historianNthat when you were stupid
enough to be mistaken about such a matter you did know it. Therefore
he wasn't mistakenNhis future might be MIGHT be scientific. There was
nothing in himself, at all events, to prevent it. He was allying himself to
science, for it was science but the absenceof prejudice backed by the
presence of money? His life would be full of machinery, which was the
antidote to superstition, which was in its turn, too much, the con-
sequence,or at least the exhalation, of archives. He thought of theseNof
his not being at all events futile, and of his absolute acceptanceof the de-
velopments of the coming age to redress the balance of his being so dif-
ferently considered. The moments when he most winced were those at
which he found himself believing that, really, futility would have been
forgiven him. Even WITH it, in that absurd view, he would have been
good enough. Such was the laxity, in the Ververs, of the romantic spirit.
They didn't, indeed, poor dears, know what, in that lineNthe line of fu-
tilityNthe real thing meant. HE didN having seenit, having tried it, hav-
ing taken its measure. This was a memory in fact simply to screen
outNmuch as,just in front of him while he walked, the iron shutter of a
shop, closing early to the stale summer day, rattled down at the turn of
some crank. There was machinery again, just asthe plate glass, all about
him, was money, was power, the power of the rich peoples. Well, he was
OF them now, of the rich peoples; he was on their sideNif it wasn't
rather the pleasanter way of putting it that they were on his.

Something of this sort was in any casethe moral and the murmur of
his walk. It would have been ridiculousNsuch a moral from such a
sourceNif it hadn't all somehow fitted to the gravity of the hour, that
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gravity the oppression of which | began by recording. Another feature
was the immediate nearnessof the arrival of the contingent from home.
He was to meet them at Charing Cross on the morrow: his younger
brother, who had married before him, but whose wife, of Hebrew race,
with a portion that had gilded the pill, was not in a condition to travel,
his sister and her husband, the most anglicised of Milanesi, his maternal
uncle, the most shelved of diplomatists, and his Roman cousin, Don Ot-
tavio, the most disponible of ex-deputies and of relativesNa scant hand-
ful of the consanguineous who, in spite of Maggie's plea for hymeneal
reserve, were to accompany him to the altar. It was no great array, yet it
was apparently to be a more numerous muster than any possible to the
bride herself, having no wealth of kinship to choosefrom and making it
up, on the other hand, by loose invitations. He had beeninterested in the
girl's attitude on the matter and had wholly deferred to it, giving him, as
it did, a glimpse, distinctly pleasing, of the kind of ruminations she
would in general be governed byNwhich were quite such asfell in with
his own taste. They hadn't natural relations, she and her father, she had
explained; sothey wouldn't try to supply the place by artificial, by make-
believe ones, by any searching of highways and hedges. Oh yes, they
had acquaintances enoughNbut a marriage was an intimate thing. You
asked acquaintanceswhen you HAD your kith and kinNyou asked them
over and above. But you didn't ask them alone, to cover your nudity and
look like what they weren't. She knew what she meant and what she
liked, and he was all ready to take from her, finding a good omen in both
of the facts. He expected her, desired her, to have character; his wife
SHOULD have it, and he wasn't afraid of her having much. He had had,
in his earlier time, to deal with plenty of people who had had it; notably
with the three four ecclesiastics,his great-uncle, the Cardinal, above all,
who had taken a hand and played a part in his education: the effect of all
of which had never beento upset him. He was thus fairly on the look-out
for the characteristic in this most intimate, as she was to come, of his as-
sociates. He encouraged it when it appeared.

He felt therefore, just at present, asif his papers were in order, asif his
accounts so balanced as they had never done in his life before and he
might closethe portfolio with a snap. It would open again, doubtless, of
itself, with the arrival of the Romans; it would even perhaps open with
his dining to-night in Portland Place, where Mr. Verver had pitched a
tent suggesting that of Alexander furnished with the spoils of Darius.
But what meanwhile marked his crisis, as | have said, was his senseof
the immediate two or three hours. He paused on corners, at crossings;
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there kept rising for him, in waves, that consciousness,sharp as to its
source while vague asto its end, which | began by speaking ofNthe con-
sciousnessof an appeal to do something or other, before it was too late,
for himself. By any friend to whom he might have mentioned it the ap-
peal could have been turned to frank derision. For what, for whom in-
deed but himself and the high advantages attached, was he about to
marry an extraordinarily charming girl, whose "prospects,"” of the solid
sort, were as guaranteed as her amiability? He wasn't to do it, assuredly,
all for her. The Prince, as happened, however, was so free to feel and yet
not to formulate that there rose before him after a little, definitely, the
image of a friend whom he had often found ironic. He withheld the trib-
ute of attention from passing facesonly to let his impulse accumulate.
Youth and beauty made him scarcelyturn, but the image of Mrs. Assing-
ham made him presently stop a hansom. HER youth, her beauty were
things more or less of the past, but to find her at home, as he possibly
might, would be "doing" what he still had time for, would put something
of areasoninto his restlessnessand thereby probably sootheit. To recog-
nise the propriety of this particular pilgrimageNshe lived far enough off,
in long Cadogan PlaceNwas already in fact to work it off a little. A per-
ception of the propriety of formally thanking her, and of timing the act
just as he happened to be doingNthis, he made out ashe went, was obvi-
ously all that had beenthe matter with him. It was true that he had mis-
taken the mood of the moment, misread it rather, superficially, asan im-
pulse to look the other wayNthe other way from where his pledges had
accumulated. Mrs. Assingham, precisely, represented, embodied his
pledgesNwas, in her pleasant person, the force that had set them suc-
cessively in motion. She had MADE his marriage, quite as truly as his
papal ancestor had made his familyNthough he could scarce see what
she had made it for unless becauseshe too was perversely romantic. He
had neither bribed nor persuaded her, had given her nothingN scarce
even till now articulate thanks; so that her profit-to think of it vul-
garlyNmust have all had to come from the Ververs.

Yet he was far, he could still remind himself, from supposing that she
had been grossly remunerated. He was wholly sure she hadn't; for if
there were people who took presents and people who didn't she would
be quite on the right side and of the proud class.Only then, on the other
hand, her disinterestedness was rather awfulNit implied, that is, such
abyssesof confidence. She was admirably attached to MaggieNwhose
possession of such a friend might moreover quite rank as one of her
"assets";but the great proof of her affection had beenin bringing them,
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with her design, together. Meeting him during a winter in Rome, meet-
ing him afterwards in Paris, and "liking" him, asshehad in time frankly
let him know from the first, she had marked him for her young friend's
own and had then, unmistakably, presented him in a light. But the in-
terest in MaggieNthat was the pointNwould have achieved but little
without her interest in HIM. On what did that sentiment, unsolicited and
unrecompensed, rest? what good, againNfor it was much like his ques-
tion about Mr. VerverNshould he ever have done her? The Prince's no-
tion of a recompense to womenNsimilar in this to his notion of an ap-
pealNwas more or lessto make love to them. Now he hadn't, as he be-
lieved, made love the leastlittle bit to Mrs. AssinghamNnor did he think
she had for a moment supposed it. He liked in these days, to mark them
off, the women to whom he hadn't made love: it representedN and that
was what pleased him in itNa different stage of existencefrom the time
at which he liked to mark off the women to whom he had. Neither, with
all this, had Mrs. Assingham herself been either aggressive or resentful.
On what occasion, ever, had she appeared to find him wanting? These
things, the motives of such people, were obscureNa little alarmingly so;
they contributed to that element of the impenetrable which alone slightly
gualified his senseof his good fortune. He remembered to have read, as
a boy, a wonderful tale by Allan Poe, his prospective wife's countryman-
which was a thing to show, by the way, what imagination Americans
COULD have: the story of the shipwrecked Gordon Pym, who, drifting
in a small boat further toward the North PoleNor was it the
South?Nthan anyone had ever done, found at a given moment before
him athickness of white air that was like a dazzling curtain of light, con-
cealing as darkness conceals,yet of the colour of milk or of snow. There
were moments when he felt his own boat move upon some such mys-
tery. The state of mind of his new friends, including Mrs. Assingham
herself, had resemblancesto a great white curtain. He had never known
curtains but as purple even to blacknessNbut as producing where they
hung a darkness intended and ominous. When they were so disposed as
to shelter surprises the surprises were apt to be shocks.
Shocks,however, from these quite different depths, were not what he
saw reason to apprehend; what he rather seemedto himself not yet to
have measured was something that, seeking a name for it, he would
have called the quantity of confidence reposedin him. He had stood still,
at many a moment of the previous month, with the thought, freshly de-
termined or renewed, of the general expectationNto define it
roughlyNof which he was the subject. What was singular was that it
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seemednot so much an expectation of anything in particular as a large,
bland, blank assumption of merits almost beyond notation, of essential
guality and value. It was asif he had been some old embossedcoin, of a
purity of gold no longer used, stamped with glorious arms, mediaeval,
wonderful, of which the "worth" in mere modern change, sovereigns and
half crowns, would be great enough, but asto which, since there were
finer ways of using it, such taking to pieces was superfluous. That was
the image for the security in which it was open to him to rest; he was to
constitute a possession,yet was to escapebeing reduced to his compon-
ent parts. What would this mean but that, practically, he was never to be
tried or tested?What would it mean but that, if they didn't "change"him,
they really wouldn't knowNhe wouldn't know himselfNhow many
pounds, shillings and pence he had to give? These at any rate, for the
present, were unanswerable questions; all that was before him was that
he was invested with attributes. He was taken seriously. Lost there in the
white mist was the seriousnessin them that made them so take him. It
was even in Mrs. Assingham, in spite of her having, as she had fre-
guently shown, a more mocking spirit. All he could say as yet was that
he had done nothing, so far asto break any charm. What should he do if
he were to ask her frankly this afternoon what was, morally speaking,
behind their veil. It would come to asking what they expected him to do.
She would answer him probably: "Oh, you know, it's what we expect
you to be!" on which he would have no resource but to deny his know-
ledge. Would that break the spell, his saying he had no idea? What idea
in fact could he have? He also took himself seriouslyN made a point of
it; but it wasn't simply a question of fancy and pretension. His own es-
timate he saw ways, at one time and another, of dealing with: but theirs,
sooner or later, say what they might, would put him to the practical
proof. As the practical proof, accordingly, would naturally be propor-
tionate to the cluster of his attributes, one arrived at a scalethat he was
not, honestly, the man to calculate. Who but a billionaire could say what
was fair exchangefor a billion? That measure was the shrouded obiject,
but he felt really, as his cab stopped in Cadogan Place,a little nearer the
shroud. He promised himself, virtually, to give the latter a twitch.
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Chapter 2

"They're not good days, you know," he had said to Fanny Assingham
after declaring himself grateful for finding her, and then, with his cup of
tea, putting her in possessionof the latest newsNthe documents signed
an hour ago, de part et d'autre, and the telegram from his backers, who
had reached Paris the morning before, and who, pausing there a little,
poor dears, seemedto think the whole thing a tremendous lark. "We're
very simple folk, mere country cousins compared with you," he had also
observed, "and Paris, for my sister and her husband, is the end of the
world. London therefore will be more or less another planet. It has al-
ways been,aswith somany of us, quite their Mecca, but this is their first
real caravan;they've mainly known 'old England' asa shop for articles in
india-rubber and leather, in which they've dressed themselves as much
as possible. Which all means, however, that you'll seethem, all of them,
wreathed in smiles. We must be very easywith them. Maggie's too won-
derfulN her preparations are on a scale! Sheinsists on taking in the sposi
and my uncle. The, others will come to me. I've been engaging their
rooms at the hotel, and, with all those solemn signatures of an hour ago,
that brings the case home to me."

"Do you mean you're afraid?" his hostess had amusedly asked.

“Terribly afraid. I've now but to wait to seethe monster come. They're
not good days; they're neither one thing nor the other. I've really got
nothing, yet I've everything to lose. One doesn't know what still may
happen.”

The way she laughed at him was for an instant almost irritating; it
came out, for his fancy, from behind the white curtain. It was a sign, that
Is, of her deep serenity, which worried instead of soothing him. And to
be soothed, after all, to be tided over, in his mystic impatience, to be told
what he could understand and believeNthat was what he had come for.
"Marriage then," said Mrs. Assingham, "is what you call the monster? |
admit it's a fearful thing at the best; but, for heaven's sake, if that's what
you're thinking of, don't run away from it."
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"Ah, to run away from it would be to run away from you," the Prince
replied; "and I've already told you often enough how | depend on you to
seeme through." He so liked the way she took this, from the corner of
her sofa, that he gave his sincerityN for it WAS sincerityNfuller expres-
sion. "I'm starting on the great voyageNacross the unknown sea; my
ship's all rigged and appointed, the cargo's stowed away and the com-
pany complete. But what seemsthe matter with me is that | can't salil
alone; my ship must be one of a pair, must have, in the waste of waters,
aNwhat do you call it?Na consort. | don't ask you to stay on board with
me, but | must keep your sail in sight for orientation. | don't in the least
myself know, | assureyou, the points of the compass. But with a lead |
can perfectly follow. You MUST be my lead."

"How can you be sure," she asked, "where | should take you?"

"Why, from your having brought me safely thus far. | should never
have got here without you. You've provided the ship itself, and, if you've
not quite seen me aboard, you've attended me, ever so kindly, to the
dock. Your own vesselis, all conveniently, in the next berth, and you
can't desert me now."

She showed him again her amusement, which struck him even as ex-
cessive,asif, to his surprise, he made her also a little nervous; shetreated
him in fine asif he were not uttering truths, but making pretty figures
for her diversion. "My vessel, dear Prince?" she smiled. "What vessel,in
the world, have 1? This little house is all our ship, Bob's and mineNand
thankful we are, now, to have it. We've wandered far, living, asyou may
say, from hand to mouth, without rest for the soles of our feet. But the
time has come for us at last to draw in."

He made at this, the young man, an indignant protest. "You talk about
restNit's too selfish!Nwhen you're just launching me on adventures?"

Sheshook her head with her kind lucidity. "Not adventuresN heaven
forbid! You've had yoursNas I've had mine; and my idea has been, all
along, that we should neither of us begin again. My own last, precisely,
has beendoing for you all you so prettily mention. But it consists simply
in having conducted you to rest. You talk about ships, but they're not the
comparison. Your tossings are overNyou're practically IN port. The
port," she concluded, "of the Golden Isles."

He looked about, to put himself more in relation with the place; then,
after an hesitation, seemedto speak certain words instead of certain oth-
ers. "Oh, | know where | AMN! | do decline to be left, but what | came
for, of course, was to thank you. If to-day has seemed,for the first time,
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the end of preliminaries, | feel how little there would have beenany at all
without you. The first were wholly yours."

"Well," said Mrs. Assingham, "they were remarkably easy. I've seen
them, I've HAD them," she smiled, "more difficult. Everything, you must
feel, went of itself. So, you must feel, everything still goes."

The Prince quickly agreed. "Oh, beautifully! But you had the
conception."

"Ah, Prince, so had you!"

He looked at her harder a moment. "You had it first. You had it most."

She returned his look as if it had made her wonder. "I LIKED it, if
that's what you mean. But you liked it surely yourself. | protest, that |
had easy work with you. | had only at lastNwhen | thought it was
timeNto speak for you."

"All that is quite true. But you're leaving me, all the same,you're leav-
ing meNyou're washing your hands of me," he went on. "However, that
won't be easy;| won't BE left.” And he had turned his eyesabout again,
taking in the pretty room that she had just described as her final refuge,
the place of peacefor a world- worn couple, to which she had lately re-
tired with "Bob." "l shall keep this spot in sight. Saywhat you will, | shall
need you. I'm not, you know," he declared, "going to give you up for
anybody."

"If you're afraidNwhich of course you're notNare you trying to make
me the same?" she asked after a moment.

He waited a minute too, then answered her with a question. "You say
you 'liked' it, your undertaking to make my engagement possible. It re-
mains beautiful for me that you did; it's charming and unforgettable.
But, still more, it's mysterious and wonderful. WHY, you dear delightful
woman, did you like it?"

"I scarce know what to make," she said, "of such an inquiry. If you
haven't by this time found out yourself, what meaning can anything |
say have for you? Don't you really after all feel," she added while noth-
ing came from himN"aren't you conscious every minute, of the perfec-
tion of the creature of whom I've put you into possession?"

"Every minuteNgratefully conscious. But that's exactly the ground of
my question. It wasn't only a matter of your handing me overNit was a
matter of your handing her. It was a matter of HER fate still more than of
mine. You thought all the good of her that one woman can think of an-
other, and yet, by your account, you enjoyed assisting at her risk."

Shehad kept her eyeson him while he spoke, and this was what, vis-
ibly, determined a repetition for her. "Are you trying to frighten me?"
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"Ah, that's a foolish viewNI should be too vulgar. You apparently
can't understand either my good faith or my humility. I'm awfully
humble,"” the young man insisted; "that's the way I've been feeling to-
day, with everything so finished and ready. And you won't take me for
serious."

Shecontinued to face him asif he really troubled her alittle. "Oh, you
deep old Italians!"

"There you are," he returnedN"it's what | wanted you to come to.
That's the responsible note."

"Yes," she went onN"if you're 'humble' you MUST be dangerous."

She had a pause while he only smiled; then she said: "I don't in the
least want to lose sight of you. But even if | did | shouldn't think it right."

"Thank you for thatNit's what | needed of you. I'm sure, after all, that
the more you're with me the more | shall understand. It's the only thing
in the world | want. I'm excellent, | really think, all roundNexcept that
I'm stupid. | cando pretty well anything | SEE.But I've got to seeit first."
And he pursued his demonstration. "I don't in the least mind its having
to be shown meNin fact | like that better. Therefore it is that | want, that
| shall always want, your eyes. Through THEM | wish to lookNeven at
any risk of their showing me what | mayn't like. For then," he wound up,
"l shall know. And of that | shall never be afraid."

Shemight quite have beenwaiting to seewhat he would come to, but
she spoke with a certain impatience. "What on earth are you talking
about?"

But he could perfectly say: "Of my real, honest fear of being 'off' some
day, of being wrong, WITHOUT knowing it. That's what | shall always
trust you forNto tell me when | am. NoNwith you people it's a sense.
We haven't got itNnot as you have. ThereforeN!" But he had said
enough. "Ecco!" he simply smiled.

It was not to be concealedthat he worked upon her, but of course she
had always liked him. "l should be interested," she presently remarked,
“to see some sense you don't possess."

Well, he produced one on the spot. "The moral, dear Mrs. Assingham.
| mean, always, asyou others consider it. I've of course something that in
our poor dear backward old Rome sufficiently passesfor it. But it's no
more like yours than the tortuous stone staircaseNhalf-ruined into the
bargain!Nin some castle of our quattrocento is like the “lightning elevat-
or' in one of Mr. Verver's fifteen-storey buildings. Your moral sense
works by steamNit sendsyou up like a rocket. Ours is slow and steep
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and unlighted, with so many of the steps missing thatN well, that it's as
short, in almost any case, to turn round and come down again."

“Trusting," Mrs. Assingham smiled, "to get up some other way?"

"YesNor not to have to get up at all. However," he added, "l told you
that at the beginning."

"Machiavelli!" she simply exclaimed.

"You do me too much honour. | wish indeed | had his genius.
However, if you really believe | have his perversity you wouldn't say it.
But it's all right," he gaily enough concluded; "I shall always have you to
come to."

On this, for alittle, they satfaceto face;after which, without comment,
she asked him if he would have more tea. All she would give him, he
promptly signified; and he developed, making her laugh, his idea that
the tea of the English race was somehow their morality, "made," with
boiling water, in a little pot, so that the more of it one drank the more
moral one would become. His drollery served as a transition, and she
put to him several questions about his sister and the others, questions as
to what Bob, in particular, Colonel Assingham, her husband, could do
for the arriving gentlemen, whom, by the Prince's leave, he would imme-
diately go to see.He was funny, while they talked, about his own people
too, whom he described, with anecdotes of their habits, imitations of
their manners and prophecies of their conduct, as more rococo than any-
thing Cadogan Place would ever have known. This, Mrs. Assingham
professed, was exactly what would endear them to her, and that, in turn,
drew from her visitor a fresh declaration of all the comfort of his being
able so to depend on her. He had been with her, at this point, some
twenty minutes; but he had paid her much longer visits, and he stayed
now as if to make his attitude prove his appreciation. He stayed
moreoverNTHAT was really the sign of the hourNin spite of the
nervous unrest that had brought him and that had in truth much rather
fed on the scepticism by which she had apparently meant to soothe it.
She had not soothed him, and there arrived, remarkably, a moment
when the causeof her failure gleamed out. He had not frightened her, as
she called itNhe felt that; yet she was herself not at ease.She had been
nervous, though trying to disguise it; the sight of him, following on the
announcement of his name, had shown her as disconcerted. This convic-
tion, for the young man, deepened and sharpened; yet with the effect,
too, of making him glad in spite of it. It was asif, in calling, he had done
even better than he intended. For it was somehow IMPORTANTNthat
was what it wasNthat there should be at this hour something the matter
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with Mrs. Assingham, with whom, in all their acquaintance, so consider-
able now, there had never been the least little thing the matter. To wait
thus and watch for it was to know, of a truth, that there was something
the matter with HIM; since strangely, with so little to go uponNhis heart
had positively begun to beat to the tune of suspense.lIt fairly befell at
last, for a climax, that they almost ceasedto pretendNto pretend, that is,
to cheat each other with forms. The unspoken had come up, and there
was a crisisNneither could have said how long it lastedNduring which
they were reduced, for all interchange, to looking at each other on quite
an inordinate scale. They might at this moment, in their positively
portentous stillness, have beenkeeping it up for a wager, sitting for their
photograph or even enacting a tableau-vivant.

The spectator of whom they would thus well have beenworthy might
have read meanings of his own into the intensity of their commu-
nionNor indeed, even without meanings, have found his account, aes-
thetically, in some gratified play of our modern senseof type, so scantly
to be distinguished from our modern senseof beauty. Type was there, at
the worst, in Mrs. Assingham's dark, neat head, on which the crisp black
hair made waves so fine and so numerous that she looked even more in
the fashion of the hour than she desired. Full of discriminations against
the obvious, she had yet to accepta flagrant appearanceand to make the
best of misleading signs. Her richness of hue, her generous nose, her eye-
brows marked like those of an actressN these things, with an added
amplitude of person on which middle age had set its seal, seemed to
present her insistently as a daughter of the south, or still more of the
east,a creature formed by hammocks and divans, fed upon sherbetsand
waited upon by slaves.Shelooked asif her most active effort might beto
take up, asshelay back, her mandolin, or to share a sugared fruit with a
pet gazelle. Shewas in fact, however, neither a pampered Jewessnor a
lazy Creole; New York had been, recordedly, her birthplace and
"Europe" punctually her discipline. Shewore yellow and purple because
she thought it better, as she said, while one was about it, to look like the
Queen of Shebathan like a revendeuse; she put pearls in her hair and
crimson and gold in her tea-gown for the samereason:it was her theory
that nature itself had overdressed her and that her only course was to
drown, asit was hopelessto try to chasten,the overdressing. So she was
covered and surrounded with "things," which were frankly toys and
shams, a part of the amusement with which she rejoiced to supply her
friends. Thesefriends were in the game that of playing with the disparity
between her aspectand her character. Her character was attested by the
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second movement of her face,which convinced the beholder that her vis-
ion of the humours of the world was not supine, not passive. She en-
joyed, she needed the warm air of friendship, but the eyesof the Americ-
an city looked out, somehow, for the opportunity of it, from under the
lids of Jerusalem.With her false indolence, in short, her false leisure, her
false pearls and palms and courts and fountains, she was a person for
whom life was multitudinous detail, detail that left her, asit at any mo-
ment found her, unappalled and unwearied.

"Sophisticated as | may appear"Nit was her frequent phraseNshe had
found sympathy her bestresource. It gave her plenty to do; it made her,
as she also said, sit up. Shehad in her life two great holes to fill, and she
described herself as dropping social scrapsinto them as she had known
old ladies, in her early American time, drop morsels of silk into the bas-
kets in which they collected the material for some eventual patchwork
quilt.

One of these gaps in Mrs. Assingham's completenesswas her want of
children; the other was her want of wealth. It was wonderful how little
either, in the fulness of time, came to show; sympathy and curiosity
could render their objects practically filial, just as an English husband
who in his military years had "run" everything in his regiment could
make economy blossom like the rose. Colonel Bob had, a few years after
his marriage, left the army, which had clearly, by that time, done its
laudable all for the enrichment of his personal experience, and he could
thus give his whole time to the gardening in question. There reigned
among the younger friends of this couple a legend, almost too venerable
for historical criticism, that the marriage itself, the happiest of its class,
dated from the far twilight of the age, a primitive period when such
thingsNsuch things as American girls accepted as "good enough"Nhad
not begun to be;Nso that the pleasant pair had been, asto the risk taken
on either side, bold and original, honourably marked, for the evening of
life, as discoverers of a kind of hymeneal Northwest PassageMrs. Ass-
ingham knew better, knew there had been no historic hour, from that of
Pocahontas down, when some young Englishman hadn't precipitately
believed and some American girl hadn't, with a few more gradations,
availed herself to the full of her incapacity to doubt; but she accepted
resignedly the laurel of the founder, since she was in fact pretty well the
doyenne, above ground, of her transplanted tribe, and since, above all,
she HAD invented combinations, though she had not invented Bob's
own. It was he who had done that, absolutely puzzled it out, by himself,
from his first odd glimmer-resting upon it moreover, through the years
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to come, as proof enough, in him, by itself, of the higher cleverness. If
she kept her own clevernessup it was largely that he should have full
credit. There were moments in truth when she privately felt how
littleNstriking  out as he had doneNhe could have afforded that she
should show the common limits. But Mrs. Assingham's clevernesswas in
truth tested when her present visitor at last said to her: "I don't think,
you know, that you're treating me quite right. You've something on your
mind that you don't tell me."

It was positive too that her smile, in reply, was a trifle dim. "Am | ob-
liged to tell you everything | have on my mind?"

"It isn't a question of everything, but it's a question of anything that
may particularly concern me. Then you shouldn't keep it back. You
know with what carel desire to proceed, taking everything into account
and making no mistake that may possibly injure HER."

Mrs. Assingham, at this, had after an instant an odd interrogation.
"Her?"

"Her and him. Both our friends. Either Maggie or her father."

"I have something on my mind," Mrs. Assingham presently returned;
"something has happened for which | hadn't been prepared. But it isn't
anything that properly concerns you."

The Prince, with immediate gaiety, threw back his head. "What do you
mean by 'properly'? | somehow seevolumes in it. It's the way people put
a thing when they put itNwell, wrong. | put things right. What is it that
has happened for me?"

His hostess, the next moment, had drawn spirit from his tone.

"Oh, | shall be delighted if you'll take your share of it. Charlotte Stant
Is in London. She has just been here."

"Miss Stant? Oh really?" The Prince expressedclear surpriseNa trans-
parency through which his eyesmet his friend's with a certain hardness
of concussion. "She has arrived from America?" he then quickly asked.

"She appears to have arrived this noonNcoming up from Southamp-
ton; at an hotel. Shedropped upon me after luncheon and was here for
more than an hour."

The young man heard with interest, though not with an interest too
great for his gaiety. "You think then I've a share in it? What IS my share?"

"Why, any you likeNthe one you seemedjust now eagerto take. It was
you yourself who insisted."”

He looked at her on this with conscious inconsistency, and she could
now see that he had changed colour. But he was always easy.

"l didn't know then what the matter was."
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"You didn't think it could be so bad?"

"Do you call it very bad?"the young man asked. "Only," she smiled,
"because that's the way it seems to affect YOU."

He hesitated, still with the trace of his quickened colour, still looking
at her, still adjusting his manner. "But you allowed you were upset."

"To the extentNyesNof not having in the least looked for her. Any
more," said Mrs. Assingham, "than | judge Maggie to have done."

The Prince thought; then asif glad to be able to say something very
natural and true: "NoNquite right. Maggie hasn't looked for her. But I'm
sure," he added, "she'll be delighted to see her."

"That, certainly"Nand his hostess spoke with a different shade of
gravity.

"She'll be quite overjoyed," the Prince went on. "Has Miss Stant now
gone to her?"

"She has gone back to her hotel, to bring her things here. | can't have
her," said Mrs. Assingham, "alone at an hotel."

"No; | see.”

"If she'shere at all she must stay with me." He quite took it in. "Soshe's
coming now?"

"l expect her at any moment. If you wait you'll see her."

"Oh," he promptly declaredN"charming!" But this word cameout asif,
a little, in sudden substitution for some other. It sounded accidental,
whereas he wished to be firm. That accordingly was what he next
showed himself. "If it wasn't for what's going on these next days Maggie
would certainly want to have her. In fact,” he lucidly continued, "isn't
what's happening just a reasonto MAKE her want to?" Mrs. Assingham,
for answer, only looked at him, and this, the next instant, had apparently
had more effect than if she had spoken. For he asked a question that
seemed incongruous. "What has she come for!"

It made his companion laugh. "Why, for just what you say. For your
marriage."

"Mine?"Nhe wondered.

"Maggie'sNit's the same thing. It's ‘for' your great event. And then,"
said Mrs. Assingham, "she's so lonely."

"Has she given you that as a reason?"

"| scarcely rememberNshe gave me so many. Sheabounds, poor dear,
in reasons. But there's one that, whatever she does, | always remember
for myself."

"And which is that?" He looked as if he ought to guess but couldn't.
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"Why, the fact that she has no homeNabsolutely none whatever. She's
extraordinarily alone."

Again he took it in. "And also has no great means."

"Very small ones. Which is not, however, with the expenseof railways
and hotels, a reason for her running to and fro."

"On the contrary. But she doesn't like her country.”

"Hers, my dear man?Nit's little enough 'hers." The attribution, for the
moment, amused his hostess."She has rebounded nowNbut she has had
little enough else to do with it."

"Oh, | say hers," the Prince pleasantly explained, "very much as, at this
time of day, | might say mine. | quite feel, | assureyou, asif the great
place already more or less belonged to ME."

"That's your good fortune and your point of view. You ownNor you
soon practically WILL ownNso much of it. Charlotte owns almost noth-
ing in the world, shetells me, but two colossal trunks-only one of which
| have given her leave to introduce into this house. She'll depreciate to
you," Mrs. Assingham added, "your property."

He thought of these things, he thought of every thing; but he had al-
ways his resource at hand of turning all to the easy."Has she come with
designs upon me?" And then in a moment, as if even this were almost
too grave, he sounded the note that had leastto do with himself. "Est-elle
toujours aussi belle?" That was the furthest point, somehow, to which
Charlotte Stant could be relegated.

Mrs. Assingham treated it freely. "Just the same. The person in the
world, to my sense,whose looks are most subjectto appreciation. It's all
in the way she affects you. One admires her if one doesn't happen not to.
So, as well, one criticises her."

"Ah, that's not fair!" said the Prince.

“To criticise her? Then there you are! You're answered."

"I'm answered." He took it, humorously, as his lessonNsank his
previous self-consciousness,with excellent effect, in grateful docility. "I
only meant that there are perhaps better things to be done with Miss
Stant than to criticise her. When once you begin THAT, with anyoneN!"
He was vague and kind.

"l quite agree that it's better to keep out of it aslong as one can. But
when one MUST do itN"

"Yes?" he asked as she paused. "Then know what you mean."

"l see. Perhaps," he smiled, "I don't know what | mean."

"Well, it's what, just now, in all ways, you particularly should know."
Mrs. Assingham, however, made no more of this, having, before
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anything else, apparently, a scruple about the tone she had just used. "l
quite understand, of course, that, given her great friendship with Mag-
gie, she should have wanted to be present. She has acted impuls-
ivelyNbut she has acted generously."

"She has acted beautifully," said the Prince.

"l say 'generously' becausel mean she hasn't, in any way, counted the
cost. She'll have it to count, in a manner, now," his hostess continued.
"But that doesn't matter."

He could see how little. "You'll look after her."

“I'll look after her."

"So it's all right."

“It's all right," said Mrs. Assingham. "Then why are you troubled?"

It pulled her upNbut only for a minute. "I'm notNany more than you."

The Prince's dark blue eyes were of the finest, and, on occasion, pre-
cisely, resembled nothing so much as the high windows of a Roman
palace, of an historic front by one of the great old designers, thrown
open on a feast-day to the golden air. His look itself, at such times, sug-
gested an imageNthat of some very noble personage who, expected, ac-
claimed by the crowd in the street and with old precious stuffs falling
over the sill for his support, had gaily and gallantly come to show him-
self: always moreover lessin his own interest than in that of spectators
and subjectswhose need to admire, even to gape, was periodically to be
considered. The young man's expression became, after this fashion,
something vivid and concreteNa beautiful personal presence,that of a
prince in very truth, aruler, warrior, patron, lighting up brave architec-
ture and diffusing the senseof a function. It had beenhappily said of his
face that the figure thus appearing in the great frame was the ghost of
some proudest ancestor. Whoever the ancestor now, at all events, the
Prince was, for Mrs. Assingham's benefit, in view of the people. He
seemed,leaning on crimson damask, to take in the bright day. He looked
younger than his years; he was beautiful, innocent, vague.

"Oh, well, I'M not!" he rang out clear.

"I should like to SEEyou, sir!" she said. "For you wouldn't have a
shadow of excuse."He showed how he agreed that he would have been
at a loss for one, and the fact of their serenity was thus made asimport-
ant as if some danger of its opposite had directly menaced them. The
only thing was that if the evidence of their cheerwas so established Mrs.
Assingham had a little to explain her original manner, and she came to
this before they dropped the question. "My first impulse is always to
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behave, about everything, as if | feared complications. But | don't fear
themN | really like them. They're quite my element."

He deferred, for her, to this account of herself. "But still," he said, "if
we're not in the presence of a complication."

She hesitated. "A handsome, clever, odd girl staying with one is al-
ways a complication.”

The young man weighed it almost asif the question were new to him.
"And will she stay very long?"

His friend gave a laugh. "How in the world can | know? I've scarcely
asked her."

"Ah yes. You can't."

But something in the tone of it amused her afresh. "Do you think you
could?"

"1?" he wondered.

"Do you think you could get it out of her for meNthe probable length
of her stay?"

He rose bravely enough to the occasionand the challenge. "l daresay,
if you were to give me the chance."

"Here it is then for you," she answered; for she had heard, within the
minute, the stop of a cab at her door. "She's back."
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Chapter

It had been said as a joke, but as, after this, they awaited their friend in
silence, the effect of the silencewas to turn the time to gravityNa gravity
not dissipated even when the Prince next spoke. He had been thinking
the caseover and making up his mind. A handsome, clever, odd girl
staying with one was a complication. Mrs. Assingham, so far, was right.
But there were the factsNthe good relations, from schooldays, of the two
young women, and the clear confidence with which one of them had ar-
rived. "She can come, you know, at any time, to US."

Mrs. Assingham took it up with anirony beyond laughter. "You'd like
her for your honeymoon?"

"Oh no, you must keep her for that. But why not after?"

She had looked at him a minute; then, at the sound of a voice in the
corridor, they had got up. "Why not? You're splendid!" Charlotte Stant,
the next minute, was with them, ushered in asshe had alighted from her
cab, and prepared for not finding Mrs. Assingham aloneNthis would
have beento be noticedNby the butler's answer, on the stairs, to a ques-
tion put to him. Shecould have looked at her hostesswith such straight-
ness and brightness only from knowing that the Prince was also
thereNthe discrimination of but a moment, yet which let him take her in
still better than if she had instantly faced him. He availed himself of the
chancethus given him, for he was conscious of all these things. What he
accordingly saw, for some seconds, with intensity, was a tall, strong,
charming girl who wore for him, at first, exactly the look of her adven-
turous situation, a suggestion, in all her person, in motion and gesture, in
free, vivid, yet altogether happy indications of dress, from the becoming
compactnessof her hat to the shade of tan in her shoes, of winds and
waves and custom-houses, of far countries and long journeys, the know-
ledge of how and where and the habit, founded on experience, of not be-
ing afraid. He was aware, at the sametime, that of this combination the
"strongminded” note was not, as might have been apprehended, the
basis; he was now sufficiently familiar with English-speaking types, he
had sounded attentively enough such possibilities, for a quick vision of
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differences. He had, besides, his own view of this young lady's strength
of mind. It was great, he had ground to believe, but it would never inter-
fere with the play of her extremely personal, her always amusing taste.
This last was the thing in herNfor she threw it out positively, on the
spot, like a lightNthat she might have reappeared, during these mo-
ments, just to cool his worried eyeswith. He saw her in her light that im-
mediate, exclusive addressto their friend was like a lamp she was hold-
ing aloft for his benefit and for his pleasure. It showed him
everythingNabove all her presencein the world, so closely, so irretriev-
ably contemporaneous with his own: a sharp, sharp fact, sharper during
theseinstants than any other at all, even than that of his marriage, but ac-
companied, in a subordinate and controlled way, with those others, fa-
cial, physiognomic, that Mrs. Assingham had been speaking of as subject
to appreciation. So they were, these others, as he met them again, and
that was the connection they instantly established with him. If they had
to be interpreted, this made at least for intimacy. There was but one way
certainly for HIMNto interpret them in the sense of the already known.
Making use then of clumsy terms of excess,the face was too narrow
and too long, the eyesnot large, and the mouth, on the other hand, by no
means small, with substancein its lips and a slight, the very slightest,
tendency to protrusion in the solid teeth, otherwise indeed well arrayed
and flashingly white. But it was, strangely, as a cluster of possessionsof
his own that thesethings, in Charlotte Stant, now affected him; itemsin a
full list, items recognised, each of them, as if, for the long interval, they
had been "stored" wrapped up, numbered, put away in a cabinet. While
shefaced Mrs. Assingham the door of the cabinet had opened of itself; he
took the relics out, one by one, and it was more and more, each instant,
asif shewere giving him time. He saw again that her thick hair was, vul-
garly speaking, brown, but that there was a shade of tawny autumn leaf
in it, for "appreciation"Na colour indescribable and of which he had
known no other case,something that gave her at moments the sylvan
head of a huntress. He saw the sleevesof her jacket drawn to her wrists,
but he again made out the free arms within them to be of the completely
rounded, the polished slimness that Florentine sculptors, in the great
time, had loved, and of which the apparent firmness is expressedin their
old silver and old bronze. He knew her narrow hands, he knew her long
fingers and the shape and colour of her finger-nails, he knew her special
beauty of movement and line when sheturned her back, and the perfect
working of all her main attachments, that of some wonderful finished in-
strument, something intently made for exhibition, for a prize. He knew
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above all the extraordinary fineness of her flexible waist, the stem of an
expanded flower, which gave her a likeness also to some long, loose silk
purse, well filled with gold pieces, but having been passed, empty,
through afinger-ring that held it together. It was asif, before she turned
to him, he had weighed the whole thing in his open palm and even
heard a little the chink of the metal. When she did turn to him it was to
recognise with her eyes what he might have been doing. She made no
circumstance of thus coming upon him, save so far asthe intelligence in
her face could at any moment make a circumstance of almost anything. If
when she moved off she looked like a huntress, she looked when she
came nearer like his notion, perhaps not wholly correct, of a muse. But
what she said was simply: "You seeyou're not rid of me. How is dear
Maggie?"

It was to come soon enough by the quite unforced operation of chance,
the young man's opportunity to ask her the question suggested by Mrs.
Assingham shortly before her entrance. The license, had he chosen to
embraceit, was within afew minutes all thereNthe license given him lit-
erally to inquire of this young lady how long she was likely to be with
them. For a matter of the mere domestic order had quickly determined,
on Mrs. Assingham's part, a withdrawal, of a few moments, which had
the effect of leaving her visitors free. "Mrs. Betterman's there?" she had
said to Charlotte in allusion to some member of the household who was
to have received her and seenher belongings settled; to which Charlotte
had replied that she had encountered only the butler, who had been
guite charming. Shehad deprecated any action taken on behalf of her ef-
fects; but her hostess,rebounding from accumulated cushions, evidently
saw more in Mrs. Betterman's non-appearancethan could meet the casu-
al eye. What she saw, in short, demanded her intervention, in spite of an
earnest"Let ME go!" from the girl, and a prolonged smiling wail over the
trouble shewas giving. The Prince was quite aware, at this moment, that
departure, for himself, was indicated; the question of Miss Stant's install-
ation didn't demand his presence;it was a casefor one to go awayNif
one hadn't a reason for staying. He had a reason, howeverNof that he
was equally aware; and he had not for a good while done anything more
conscious and intentional than not, quickly, to take leave. His visible in-
sistenceNfor it cameto thatNeven demanded of him a certain disagree-
able effort, the sort of effort he had mostly associatedwith acting for an
idea. His idea was there, his idea was to find out something, something
he wanted much to know, and to find it out not tomorrow, not at some
future time, not in short with waiting and wondering, but if possible
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before quitting the place. This particular curiosity, moreover, confoun-
ded itself a little with the occasion offered him to satisfy Mrs.
Assingham's own; he wouldn't have admitted that he was staying to ask
a rude questionNthere was distinctly nothing rude in his having his
reasons. It would be rude, for that matter, to turn one's back, without a
word or two, on an old friend.

Well, asit cameto pass, he got the word or two, for Mrs. Assingham's
preoccupation was practically simplifying. The little crisis was of shorter
duration than our account of it; duration, naturally, would have forced
him to take up his hat. He was somehow glad, on finding himself alone
with Charlotte, that he had not been guilty of that inconsequence.Not to
be flurried was the kind of consistency he wanted, just as consistency
was the kind of dignity. And why couldn't he have dignity when he had
so much of the good conscience,as it were, on which such advantages
rested?He had done nothing he oughtn'tNhe had in fact done nothing at
all. Once more, as a man conscious of having known many women, he
could assist,as he would have called it, at the recurrent, the predestined
phenomenon, the thing always as certain assunrise or the coming round
of Saints' days, the doing by the woman of the thing that gave her away.
Shedid it, ever, inevitably, infalliblyNshe couldn't possibly not do it. It
was her nature, it was her life, and the man could always expect it
without lifting afinger. This was HIS, the man's, any man's, position and
strengthNthat he had necessarily the advantage, that he only had to
wait, with a decent patience, to be placed, in spite of himself, it might
really be said, in the right. Justso the punctuality of performance on the
part of the other creature was her weakness and her deep misfor-
tuneNnot less, no doubt, than her beauty. It produced for the man that
extraordinary mixture of pity and profit in which his relation with her,
when he was not a mere brute, mainly consisted;and gave him in fact his
most pertinent ground of being always nice to her, nice about her, nice
FOR her. Shealways dressed her act up, of course, she muffled and dis-
guised and arranged it, showing in fact in these dissimulations a clev-
erness equal to but one thing in the world, equal to her abjection: she
would let it be known for anything, for everything, but the truth of
which it was made. That was what, precisely, Charlotte Stant would be
doing now; that was the present motive and support, to a certainty, of
each of her looks and motions. She was the twentieth woman, she was
possessedby her doom, but her doom was also to arrange appearances,
and what now concerned him was to learn how she proposed. He would
help her, would arrange WITH her to any point in reason;the only thing
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was to know what appearance could best be produced and best be pre-
served. Produced and preserved on her part of course; since on his own
there had beenluckily no folly to cover up, nothing but a perfect accord
between conduct and obligation.

They stood there together, at all events, when the door had closed be-
hind their friend, with a conscious, strained smile and very much as if
eachwaited for the other to strike the note or give the pitch. The young
man held himself, in his silent suspenseNonly not more afraid because
he felt her own fear. Shewas afraid of herself, however; whereas, to his
gain of lucidity, he was afraid only of her. Would shethrow herself into
his arms, or would she be otherwise wonderful? Shewould seewhat he
would doNso their queer minute without words told him; and she
would act accordingly. But what could he do but just let her seethat he
would make anything, everything, for her, as honourably easy as pos-
sible? Even if she should throw herself into his arms he would make that
easyNeasy, that is, to overlook, to ignore, not to remember, and not, by
the same token, either, to regret. This was not what in fact happened,
though it was also not at a single touch, but by the finest gradations, that
his tension subsided. "It's too delightful to be back!" she said at last; and
it was all she definitely gave himNbeing moreover nothing but what
anyone else might have said. Yet with two or three other things that, on
his response, followed it, it quite pointed the path, while the tone of it,
and her whole attitude, were asfar removed as need have beenfrom the
truth of her situation. The abjection that was present to him as of the es-
sencequite failed to peep out, and he soon enough saw that if she was
arranging she could be trusted to arrange. GoodNit was all he asked:;
and all the more that he could admire and like her for it,

The particular appearance she would, asthey said, go in for was that
of having no account whatever to give himNit would be in fact that of
having none to give anybodyNof reasonsor of motives, of comings or of
goings. Shewas a charming young woman who had met him before, but
shewas also a charming young woman with alife of her own. Shewould
take it highNup, up, up, ever so high. Well then, he would do the same;
no height would be too great for them, not even the dizziest conceivable
to a young person so subtle. The dizziest seemedindeed attained when,
after another moment, she came as near as she was to come to an apo-
logy for her abruptness.

"I've beenthinking of Maggie, and at last | yearned for her. | wanted to
see her happyNand it doesn't strike me | find you too shy to tell me |
SHALL."
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"Of course she's happy, thank God! Only it's almost terrible, you
know, the happiness of young, good, generous creatures. It rather fright-
ens one. But the BlessedVirgin and all the Saints," said the Prince, "have
her in their keeping."

"Certainly they have. She'sthe dearest of the dear. But | needn't tell
you," the girl added.

"Ah," he returned with gravity, "I feel that I've still much to learn
about her." To which he subjoined "She'll rejoice awfully in your being
with us."

"Oh, you don't need me!" Charlotte smiled. "It's her hour. It's a great
hour. One has seen often enough, with girls, what it is. But that," she
said, "is exactly why. Why I've wanted, | mean, not to miss it."

He bent on her a kind, comprehending face. "You mustn't miss any-
thing." He had got it, the pitch, and he could keep it now, for all he had
neededwas to have it given him. The pitch was the happiness of his wife
that was to beNthe sight of that happiness as a joy for an old friend. It
was, yes, magnificent, and not the less so for its coming to him, sud-
denly, assincere,asnobly exalted. Something in Charlotte's eyesseemed
to tell him this, seemedto plead with him in advance asto what he was
to find in it. He was eagerNand he tried to show her that tooNto find
what she liked; mindful as he easily could be of what the friendship had
been for Maggie. It had been armed with the wings of young imagina-
tion, young generosity; it had been, he believedNalways counting out
her intense devotion to her fatherNthe liveliest emotion she had known
before the dawn of the sentiment inspired by himself. Shehad not, to his
knowledge, invited the object of it to their wedding, had not thought of
proposing to her, for a matter of a couple of hours, an arduous and ex-
pensive journey. But she had kept her connected and informed, from
week to week, in spite of preparations and absorptions. "Oh, I've been
writing to CharlotteNl wish you knew her better:" he could still hear,
from recent weeks, this record of the fact, just as he could still be con-
scious, not otherwise than queerly, of the gratuitous elementin Maggie's
wish, which he had failed as yet to indicate to her. Older and perhaps
more intelligent, at any rate, why shouldn't Charlotte respondNand be
quite FREE to respondNto such fidelities with something more than
mere formal good manners? The relations of women with each other
were of the strangest, it was true, and he probably wouldn't have trusted
here a young person of his own race. He was proceeding throughout on
the ground of the immense differenceNdifficult indeed asit might have
been to disembroil in this young person HER race- quality. Nothing in
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her definitely placed her; she was a rare, a special product. Her single-
ness, her solitude, her want of means, that is her want of ramifications
and other advantages, contributed to enrich her somehow with an odd,
precious neutrality, to constitute for her, so detached yet so aware, a sort
of small social capital. It was the only one she hadNit was the only one a
lonely, gregarious girl COULD have, since few, surely, had in anything
like the same degree arrived at it, and since this one indeed had com-
passedit but through the play of some gift of nature to which you could
scarce give a definite name.

It wasn't a question of her strange sensefor tongues, with which she
juggled as a conjuror at a show juggled with balls or hoops or lighted
brandsNit wasn't at least entirely that, for he had known people almost
as polyglot whom their accomplishment had quite failed to make inter-
esting. He was polyglot himself, for that matterNas was the case too
with so many of his friends and relations; for none of whom, more than
for himself, was it anything but a common convenience. The point was
that in this young woman it was a beauty in itself, and almost a mystery:
so, certainly, he had more than oncefelt in noting, on her lips, that rarest,
among the Barbarians, of all civil graces, a perfect felicity in the use of
ltalian. He had known strangersNa few, and mostly menNwho spoke
his own language agreeably; but he had known neither man nor woman
who showed for it Charlotte's almost mystifying instinct. He re-
membered how, from the first of their acquaintance, she had made no
display of it, quite asif English, between them, his English so matching
with hers, were their inevitable medium. He had perceived all by acci-
dentNby hearing her talk before him to somebody elsethat they had an
alternative as good; an alternative in fact as much better as the amuse-
ment for him was greater in watching her for the slips that never came.
Her account of the mystery didn't suffice: her recall of her birth in
Florence and Florentine childhood; her parents, from the great country,
but themselves already of a corrupt generation, demoralised, falsified,
polyglot well before her, with the Tuscan balia who was her first remem-
brance;the servants of the villa, the dear contadini of the poder, the little
girls and the other peasantsof the next podere, all the rather shabby but
still ever so pretty human furniture of her early time, including the good
sisters of the poor convent of the Tuscan hills, the convent shabbier than
almost anything else, but prettier too, in which she had been kept at
school till the subsequent phase, the phase of the much grander institu-
tion in Paris at which Maggie was to arrive, terribly frightened, and asa
smaller girl, three years before her own ending of her period of five.
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Such reminiscences, naturally, gave a ground, but they had not preven-
ted him from insisting that some strictly civil ancestorNgenerations
back, and from the Tuscan hills if shewould-made himself felt, inefface-
ably, in her blood and in her tone. Sheknew nothing of the ancestor, but
she had taken his theory from him, gracefully enough, asone of the little
presents that make friendship flourish. These matters, however, all
melted together now, though a senseof them was doubtless concerned,
not unnaturally, in the next thing, of the nature of a surmise, that his dis-
cretion let him articulate. "You haven't, | rather gather, particularly liked
your country?" They would stick, for the time, to their English.

"It doesn't, | fear, seem particularly mine. And it doesn't in the least
matter, over there, whether one likes it or notNthat is to anyone but
one's self. But | didn't like it," said Charlotte Stant.

“That's not encouraging then to me, is it?" the Prince went on.

"Do you mean because you're going?"

"Oh yes, of course we're going. I've wanted immensely to go." Shehes-
itated. "But now?Nimmediately?"

"In amonth or twoNit seemsto be the new idea." On which there was
something in her faceNas he imaginedNthat made him say: "Didn't
Maggie write to you?"

"Not of your going at once. But of course you must go. And of course
you must stay"NCharlotte was easily clearN"as long as possible."

"Is that what you did?" he laughed. "You stayed as long as possible?"

"Well, it seemed to me soNbut | hadn't 'interests.'" You'll have
themNon a great scale.lt's the country for interests," said Charlotte. "If |
had only had a few | doubtless wouldn't have left it."

He waited an instant; they were still on their feet. "Yours then are
rather here?"

"Oh, mine!"Nthe girl smiled. "They take up little room, wherever they
are."

It determined in him, the way this came from her and what it some-
how did for her-it determined in him a speechthat would have seemeda
few minutes before precarious and in questionable taste. The lead she
had given him made the difference, and he felt it asreally a lift on find-
ing an honest and natural word rise, by its license, to his lips. Nothing
surely could be, for both of them, more in the note of a high bravery.
“I've been thinking it all the while so probable, you know, that you
would have seen your way to marrying."

Shelooked at him an instant, and, just for these seconds,he feared for
what he might have spoiled. "To marrying whom?"
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"Why, some good, kind, clever, rich American."

Again his security hung in the balanceNthen she was, as he felt,
admirable.

"l tried everyone | came across.| did my best. | showed | had come,
quite publicly, FOR that. Perhaps | showed it too much. At any rate it
was no use. | had to recognise it. No one would have me." Then she
seemedto show assorry for his having to hear of her anything so discon-
certing. Shepitied his feeling about it; if he was disappointed she would
cheer him up. "Existence, you know, all the same, doesn't depend on
that. | mean," she smiled, "on having caught a husband."

"OhNexistence!" the Prince vaguely commented. "You think | ought to
argue for more than mere existence?"she asked. "l don't seewhy MY ex-
istenceNeven reduced as much as you like to being merely
mineNshould be so impossible. There are things, of sorts, | should be
able to haveNthings | should be able to be. The position of a single
woman to-day is very favourable, you know."

"Favourable to what?"

"Why, just TO existenceNwhich may contain, after all, in one way and
another, so much. It may contain, at the worst, even affections; affections
in fact quite particularly; fixed, that is, on one's friends. I'm extremely
fond of Maggie, for instance NI quite adore her. How could | adore her
more if | were married to one of the people you speak of?"

The Prince gave a laugh. "You might adore HIM moreN!"

"Ah, but it isn't, is it?" she asked, "a question of that."

"My dear friend," he returned, "it's always a question of doing the best
for one's self one canNwithout injury to others." He felt by this time that
they were indeed on an excellent basis;so he went on again, asif to show
frankly his senseof its firmness. "l venture therefore to repeat my hope
that you'll marry some capital fellow; and also to repeat my belief that
such a marriage will be more favourable to you, asyou call it, than even
the spirit of the age."

Shelooked at him at first only for answer, and would have appeared
to take it with meeknesshad she not perhaps appeared a little more to
take it with gaiety. "Thank you very much,"” she simply said; but at that
moment their friend was with them again. It was undeniable that, as she
camein, Mrs. Assingham looked, with a certain smiling sharpness,from
one of them to the other; the perception of which was perhaps what led
Charlotte, for reassurance,to passthe question on. "The Prince hopes so
much | shall still marry some good person."
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Whether it worked for Mrs. Assingham or not, the Prince was himself,
at this, more than ever reassured. He was SAFE, in a wordNthat was
what it all meant; and he had required to be safe. He was really safe
enough for almost any joke. "It's only," he explained to their hostess,
"becauseof what Miss Stant has beentelling me. Don't we want to keep
up her courage?"If the joke was broad he had at least not begun itNnot,
that is, AS a joke; which was what his companion's address to their
friend made of it. "She has been trying in America, she says, but hasn't
brought it off."

The tone was somehow not what Mrs. Assingham had expected, but
she made the bestof it. "Well then," shereplied to the young man, "if you
take such an interest you must bring it off."

"And you must help, dear," Charlotte said unperturbedN"as you've
helped, so beautifully, in such things before." With which, before Mrs.
Assingham could meet the appeal, she had addressed herself to the
Prince on a matter much nearer to him. "YOUR mar- riage is on Fri-
day?Non Saturday?"

"Oh, on Friday, no! For what do you take us? There's not a vulgar
omen we're neglecting. On Saturday, please, at the Oratory, at three
o'clockNbefore twelve assistants exactly."

“Twelve including ME?"

It struck himNhe laughed. "You'll make the thirteenth. It won't do!"

“Not," said Charlotte, "if you're going in for ‘omens.' Should you like
me to stay away?"

"Dear noNwe'll manage. We'll make the round numberNwe'll have in
some old woman. They must keep them there for that, don't they?"

Mrs. Assingham's return had at last indicated for him his departure;
he had possessedhimself again of his hat and approached her to take
leave. But he had another word for Charlotte. "I dine to-night with Mr.
Verver. Have you any message?"

The girl seemed to wonder a little. "For Mr. Verver?"

"For MaggieNabout her seeingyou early. That, | know, is what she'll
like."

"Then I'll come earlyNthanks."

"l daresay," he went on, "she'll send for you. | mean send a carriage."

"Oh, | don't require that, thanks. | can go, for a penny, can't I?" she
asked of Mrs. Assingham, "in an omnibus."

"Oh, | say!" said the Prince while Mrs. Assingham looked at her
blandly.
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"Yes, loveNand Il give you the penny. Sheshall get there," the good
lady added to their friend.

But Charlotte, as the latter took leave of her, thought of something
else. "There's a great favour, Prince, that | want to ask of you. | want,
between this and Saturday, to make Maggie a marriage-present.”

"Oh, | say!" the young man again soothingly exclaimed.

"Ah, but | MUST," shewent on. "It's really almost for that | came back.
It was impossible to get in America what | wanted."

Mrs. Assingham showed anxiety. "What is it then, dear, you want?"

But the girl looked only at their companion. "That's what the Prince, if
he'll be so good, must help me to decide."

"Can't I," Mrs. Assingham asked, "help you to decide?"

"Certainly, darling, we must talk it well over." And she kept her eyes
on the Prince. "But | want him, if he kindly will, to go with me to look. |
want him to judge with me and choose.That, if you can spare the hour,"
she said, "is the great favour | mean."

He raised his eyebrows at herNhe wonderfully smiled. "What you
came back from America to ask? Ah, certainly then, | must find the
hour!" He wonderfully smiled, but it was rather more, after all, than he
had been reckoning with. It went somehow so little with the rest that,
directly, for him, it wasn't the note of safety; it preserved this character,
at the best, but by being the note of publicity. Quickly, quickly, however,
the note of publicity struck him as better than any other. In another mo-
ment even it seemed positively what he wanted; for what so much as
publicity put their relation on the right footing? By this appeal to Mrs.
Assingham it was established asright, and she immediately showed that
such was her own understanding.

"Certainly, Prince,"” shelaughed, "you must find the hour!" And it was
really so expressa license from her, as representing friendly judgment,
public opinion, the moral law, the margin allowed a husband about to
be, or whatever, that, after observing to Charlotte that, should she come
to Portland Placein the morn- ing, he would make a point of being there
to seeher and so, easily, arrange with her about a time, he took his de-
parture with the absolutely confirmed impression of knowing, ashe put
it to himself, where he was. Which was what he had prolonged his visit
for. He was where he could stay.
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Chapter

"l don't quite see,my dear," Colonel Assingham said to his wife the night
of Charlotte's arrival, "l don't quite see,I'm bound to say, why you take
it, even at the worst, so ferociously hard. It isn't your fault, after all, is it?
I'll be hanged, at any rate, if it's mine."

The hour was late, and the young lady who had disembarked at
Southampton that morning to come up by the "steamer special," and
who had then settled herself at an hotel only to re-settle herself a couple
of hours later at a private house, was by this time, they might hope,
peacefully resting from her exploits. There had beentwo men at dinner,
rather battered brothers-in-arms, of his own period, casually picked up
by her host the day before, and when the gentlemen, after the meal, re-
joined the ladies in the drawing-room, Charlotte, pleading fatigue, had
already excused herself. The beguiled warriors, however, had stayed till
after elevenNMrs. Assingham, though finally quite without illusions, as
she said, about the military character, was always beguiling to old sol-
diers; and as the Colonel had come in, before dinner, only in time to
dress, he had not till this moment really been summoned to meet his
companion over the situation that, as he was now to learn, their visitor's
advent had created for them. It was actually more than midnight, the
servants had been sent to bed, the rattle of the wheels had ceasedto
come in through a window still open to the August air, and Robert Ass-
ingham had been steadily learning, all the while, what it thus behoved
him to know. But the words just quoted from him presented themselves,
for the moment, as the essenceof his spirit and his attitude. He disen-
gaged, he would be damned if he didn'tNthey were both phrases he re-
peatedly usedNhis responsibility. The simplest, the sanest,the most ob-
liging of men, he habitually indulged in extravagant language. His wife
had once told him, in relation to his violence of speech;that such ex-
cesses,on his part, made her think of a retired General whom she had
once seenplaying with toy soldiers, fighting and winning battles, carry-
ing on siegesand annihilating enemieswith little fortressesof wood and
little armies of tin. Her husband's exaggerated emphasis was his box of
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toy soldiers, his military game. It harmlessly gratified in him, for his de-
clining years, the military instinct; bad words, when sufficiently numer-
ous and arrayed in their might, could represent battalions, squadrons,
tremendous cannonadesand glorious chargesof cavalry. It was natural,
it was delightfulNthe romance, and for her aswell, of camp life and of
the perpetual booming of guns. It was fighting to the end, to the death,
but no one was ever killed.

Lessfortunate than she, nevertheless, in spite of his wealth of expres-
sion, he had not yet found the image that described her favourite game;
all he could do was practically to leave it to her, emulating her own
philosophy. He had again and again sat up late to discuss those situ-
ations in which her finer consciousnessabounded, but he had never
failed to deny that anything in life, anything of hers, could be a situation
for himself. She might be in fifty at once if she likedNand it was what
women did like, at their ease,after all; there always being, when they
had too much of any, some man, as they were well aware, to get them
out. He wouldn't at any price, have one, of any sort whatever, of his
own, or even be in one along with her. He watched her, accordingly, in
her favourite element, very much as he had sometimes watched, at the
Aquarium, the celebrated lady who, in a slight, though tight, bathing-
suit, turned somersaults and did tricks in the tank of water which looked
so cold and uncomfortable to the non-amphibious. He listened to his
companion to-night, while he smoked his last pipe, he watched her
through her demonstration, quite asif he had paid a shilling. But it was
true that, this being the case, he desired the value of his money. What
was it, in the name of wonder, that she was so bent on being responsible
FOR? What did she pretend was going to happen, and what, at the
worst, could the poor girl do, even granting she wanted to do anything?
What, at the worst, for that matter, could she be conceived to have in her
head?

"“If she had told me the moment she got here,” Mrs. Assingham replied,
"l shouldn't have my difficulty in finding out. But she wasn't so obliging,
and | seeno sign at all of her becoming so. What's certain is that she
didn't come for nothing. She wants"N she worked it out at her leis-
ureN"to seethe Prince again. THAT isn't what troubles me. | mean that
such afact, asafact, isn't. But what | ask myself is, What does shewant it
FOR?"

"What's the good of asking yourself if you know you don't know?" The
Colonel sat back at his own ease,with an ankle resting on the other knee
and his eyes attentive to the good appearance of an extremely slender
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foot which he kept jerking in its neat integument of fine-spun black silk
and patent leather. It seemedto confess,this member, to consciousness
of military discipline, everything about it being as polished and perfect,
as straight and tight and trim, asa soldier on parade. It went so far asto
imply that someone or other would have "got" something or other, con-
finement to barracks or suppression of pay, if it hadn't been just as it
was. Bob Assingham was distinguished altogether by a leannessof per-
son, a leanness quite distinct from physical laxity, which might have
been determined, on the part of superior powers, by views of transport
and accommodation, and which in fact verged on the abnormal. He "did"
himself as well as his friends mostly knew, yet remained hungrily thin,
with facial, with abdominal cavities quite grim in their effect, and with a
consequent loosenessof apparel that, combined with a choice of queer
light shadesand of strange straw-like textures, of the aspectof Chinese
mats, provocative of wonder at his sources of supply, suggested the
habit of tropic islands, a continual cane-bottomed chair, a governorship
exercised on wide verandahs. His smooth round head, with the particu-
lar shade of its white hair, was like a silver pot reversed; his cheekbones
and the bristle of his moustache were worthy of Attila the Hun. The hol-
lows of his eyes were deep and darksome, but the eyes within them,
were like little blue flowers plucked that morning. He knew everything
that could be known about life, which he regarded as, for far the greater
part, a matter of pecuniary arrangement. His wife accusedhim of awant,
alike, of moral and of intellectual reaction, or rather indeed of a complete
incapacity for either. He never went even so far as to understand what
she meant, and it didn't at all matter, since he could bein spite of the lim-
itation a perfectly social creature. The infirmities, the predicaments of
men neither surprised nor shocked him, and indeedNwhich was per-
haps his only real loss in athrifty career Nscarce even amused; he took
them for granted without horror, classifying them after their kind and
calculating results and chances.He might, in old bewildering climates, in
old campaigns of cruelty and license, have had such revelations and
known such amazementsthat he had nothing more to learn. But he was
wholly content, in spite of his fondness, in domestic discussion, for the
superlative degree; and his kindness, in the oddest way, seemedto have
nothing to do with his experience. He could deal with things perfectly,
for all his needs, without getting near them.

This was the way he dealt with his wife, a large proportion of whose
meanings he knew he could neglect. He edited, for their general eco-
nomy, the play of her mind, just ashe edited, savingly, with the stump of
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a pencil, her redundant telegrams. The thing in the world that was least
of a mystery to him was his Club, which he was acceptedas perhaps too
completely managing, and which he managed on lines of perfect penet-
ration. His connection with it was really a master-piece of editing. This
was in fact, to come back, very much the process he might have been
proposing to apply to Mrs. Assingham's view of what was now before
them; that is to their connection with Charlotte Stant's possibilities. They
wouldn't lavish on them all their little fortune of curiosity and alarm; cer-
tainly they wouldn't spend their cherished savings so early in the day.
He liked Charlotte, moreover, who was a smooth and compact inmate,
and whom he felt as, with her instincts that made against waste, much
more of his own sort than his wife. He could talk with her about Fanny
almost better than he could talk with Fanny about Charlotte. However,
he made at present the best of the latter necessity,even to the pressing of
the question he has been noted as having last uttered. "If you can't think
what to be afraid of, wait till you can think. Then you'll do it much bet-
ter. Or otherwise, if that's waiting too long, find out from HER. Don't try
to find out from ME. Ask her herself."

Mrs. Assingham denied, as we know, that her husband had a play of
mind; so that she could, on her side, treat these remarks only asif they
had been senselessphysical gestures or nervous facial movements. She
overlooked them as from habit and kindness; yet there was no one to
whom she talked so persistently of such intimate things. "It's her friend-
ship with Maggie that's the immense complication. BecauseTHAT," she
audibly mused, "is so natural."

“Then why can't she have come out for it?"

"She came out,"” Mrs. Assingham continued to meditate, "becauseshe
hates America. There was no place for her thereNshe didn't fit in. She
wasn't in sympathyNno more were the people she saw. Then it's
hideously dear; she can't, on her means, begin to live there. Not at all as
she can, in a way, here."

“In the way, you mean, of living with US?"

"Of living with anyone. Shecan't live by visits aloneNand she doesn't
want to. She'stoo good for it even if she could. But shewillNshe MUST,
sooner or laterNstay with THEM. Maggie will want herNMaggie will
make her. Besides, she'll want to herself."

“Then why won't that do," the Colonel asked, "for you to think it's
what she has come for?"

"How will it do, HOW?"Nshe went on as without hearing him.

“That's what one keeps feeling."
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"Why shouldn't it do beautifully?"

“That anything of the past,” she brooded, "should come back NOW?
How will it do, how will it do?"

“It will do, | daresay, without your wringing your hands over it.
When, my dear," the Colonel pursued ashe smoked, "have you ever seen
anything of yoursNanything that you've doneNNOT do?"

"Ah, | didn't do this!" It brought her answer straight. "l didn't bring her
back."

"Did you expect her to stay over there all her days to oblige you?"

"Not a bitNfor | shouldn't have minded her coming after their mar-
riage. It's her coming, this way, before." To which she added with incon-
sequence:"I'm too sorry for herNof course she can't enjoy it. But | don't
see what perversity rides her. She needn't have looked it all so in the
faceNas she doesn't do it, | suppose, simply for discipline. It's al-
mostNthat's the bore of itNdiscipline to ME."

"Perhaps then," said Bob Assingham, "that's what has been her idea.
Take it, for God's sake,asdiscipline to you and have done with it. It will
do," he added, "for discipline to me as well."

Shewas far, however, from having done with it; it was a situation with
such different sides, as she said, and to none of which one could, in
justice, be blind. "It isn't in the least, you know, for instance,that | believe
she'sbad. Never, never," Mrs. Assingham declared. "l don't think that of
her."

“Then why isn't that enough?"

Nothing was enough, Mrs. Assingham signified, but that she should
develop her thought. "She doesn't deliberately intend, she doesn't con-
sciously wish, the least complication. It's perfectly true that she thinks
Maggie a dearNas who doesn't? She'sincapable of any PLAN to hurt a
hair of her head. Yet here she isNand there THEY are," she wound up.

Her husband again, for a little, smoked in silence."What in the world,
between them, ever took place?"

"Between Charlotte and the Prince? Why, nothingNexcept their hav-
ing to recognise that nothing COULD. That was their little romanceNit
was even their little tragedy."

"But what the deuce did they DO?"

"Do? They fell in love with eachotherNbut, seeingit wasn't possible,
gave each other up."

"Then where was the romance?"

"Why, in their frustration, in their having the courage to look the facts
in the face."
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"What facts?" the Colonel went on.

"Well, to begin with, that of their neither of them having the meansto
marry. If she had had even alittleNa little, | mean, for twoNI believe he
would bravely have done it." After which, asher husband but emitted an
odd vague sound, she corrected herself. "I mean if he himself had had
only alittleNor alittle more than alittle, alittle for a prince. They would
have done what they could"Nshe did them justice"Nif there had beena
way. But there wasn't a way, and Charlotte, quite to her honour, | con-
sider, understood it. He HAD to have moneyNit was a question of life
and death. It wouldn't have beena bit amusing, either, to marry him asa
pauperNl mean leaving him one. That was what she hadNas HE
hadNthe reason to see."

"And their reason is what you call their romance?"

She looked at him a moment. "What do you want more?"

"Didn't HE," the Colonel inquired, "want anything more? Or didn't, for
that matter, poor Charlotte herself?"

Shekept her eyeson him; there was a manner in it that half answered.
"They were thoroughly in love. Shemight have been hisN" Shechecked
herself; sheeven for a minute lost herself. "Shemight have beenanything
she likedNexcept his wife."

"But she wasn't," said the Colonel very smokingly.

"She wasn't," Mrs. Assingham echoed.

The echo, not loud but deep, filled for a little the room. He seemedto
listen to it die away; then he began again. "How are you sure?"

She waited before saying, but when she spoke it was definite. "There
wasn't time."

He had a small laugh for her reason; he might have expected some
other. "Does it take so much time?"

She herself, however, remained serious. "It takes more than they had."

He was detached, but he wondered. "What was the matter with their
time?" After which, as,remembering it all, living it over and piecing it to-
gether, she only considered, "You mean that you came in with your
idea?" he demanded.

It brought her quickly to the point, and asif also in a measure to an-
swer herself. "Not a bit of tNTHEN. But you surely recall," shewent on,
“the way, a year ago, everything took place. They had parted before he
had ever heard of Maggie."

"Why hadn't he heard of her from Charlotte herself?"

"Because she had never spoken of her."

"Is that also," the Colonel inquired, "what she has told you?"

45



“I'm not speaking," his wife returned, "of what she hastold me. That's
one thing. I'm speaking of what | know by myself. That's another."

"You feel, in other words, that she lies to you?" Bob Assingham more
sociably asked.

Sheneglected the question, treating it as gross. "She never so much, at
the time, as named Maggie."

It was so positive that it appeared to strike him. "It's he then who has
told you?"

She after a moment admitted it. "It's he."

"And he doesn't lie?"

"NoNto do him justice. | believe he absolutely doesn't. If | hadn't be-
lieved it," Mrs. Assingham declared, for her general justification, "l
would have had nothing to do with himNthat is in this connection. He's
agentlemanNI mean ALL asmuch of one ashe ought to be. And he had
nothing to gain. That helps," she added, "even a gentleman. It was | who
named Maggie to himNa year from last May. He had never heard of her
before."

“Then it's grave," said the Colonel.

She hesitated. "Do you mean grave for me?"

"Oh, that everything's grave for 'you' is what we take for granted and
are fundamentally talking about. It's graveNit WASN for Charlotte.
And it's grave for Maggie. That is it WASNwhen he did see her. Or
when she did see HIM."

"You don't torment me as much asyou would like," she presently went
on, "because you think of nothing that | haven't a thousand times
thought of, and becausel think of everything that you never will. It
would all," she recognised, "have been grave if it hadn't all been right.
You can't make out," she contended, "that we got to Rome before the end
of February."

He more than agreed. "There's nothing in life, my dear, that | CAN
make out."

Well, there was nothing in life, apparently, that she, at real need,
couldn't. "Charlotte, who had been there, that year, from early, quite
from November, left suddenly, you'll quite remember, about the 10th of
April. She was to have stayed onNshe was to have stayed, naturally,
more or less, for us; and she was to have stayed all the more that the
Ververs, due all winter, but delayed, week after week, in Paris, were at
last really coming. They were comingNthat is Maggie wasNlargely to
see her, and above all to be with her THERE. It was all alteredNby
Charlotte's going to Florence. Shewent from one day to the otherNyou
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forget everything. Shegave her reasons,but | thought it odd, at the time;
| had a sensethat something must have happened. The difficulty was
that, though | knew alittle, | didn't know enough. | didn't know her rela-
tion with him had been, asyou say, a 'near' thingNthat is | didn't know
HOW near. The poor girl's departure was a flightNshe went to save
herself."

He had listened more than he showedNas came out in his tone. "To
save herself?"

"Well, also, really, | think, to saveHIM too. | saw it afterwardsNI seeit
all now. He would have been sorryNhe didn't want to hurt her."

"Oh, | daresay," the Colonel laughed. "They generally don't!"

"At all events," his wife pursued, "she escapedNthey both did; for they
had had simply to faceit. Their marriage couldn't be, and, if that was so,
the sooner they put the Apennines between them the better. It had taken
them, it is true, some time to feel this and to find it out. They had met
constantly, and not always publicly, all that winter; they had met more
than was knownN though it was a good deal known. More, certainly,"
she said, "than | then imaginedNthough | don't know what difference it
would after all have made with me. | liked him, | thought him charming,
from the first of our knowing him; and now, after more than a year, he
has done nothing to spoil it. And there are things he might have
doneNthings that many men easily would. Therefore | believe in him,
and | was right, at first, in knowing | was going to. So | haven't"Nand
she stated it as she might have quoted from a slate, after adding up the
items, the sum of a column of figuresN"so | haven't, | say to myself, been
a fool."

"Well, are you trying to make out that I've said you have? All their
casewants, at any rate," Bob Assingham declared, "is that you should
leave it well alone. It's theirs now; they've bought it, over the counter,
and paid for it. It has ceased to be yours."

"Of which case," she asked, "are you speaking?"

He smoked a minute: then with a groan: "Lord, are there so many?"

"There's Maggie's and the Prince's, and there's the Prince's and
Charlotte's."

"Oh yes; and then," the Colonel scoffed, "there's Charlotte's and the
Prince's."

"There's Maggie's and Charlotte's,” she went onN"and there's also
Maggie's and mine. | think too that there's Charlotte's and mine. Yes,"
she mused, "Charlotte's and mine is certainly a case.In short, you see,
there are plenty. But | mean," she said, "to keep my head."
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"Are we to settle them all,” he inquired, "to-night?"

"| should lose it if things had happened otherwiseNif | had acted with
any folly." She had gone on in her earnestness,unheeding of his ques-
tion. "l shouldn't be able to bear that now. But my good conscienceis my
strength; no one can accuse me. The Ververs came on to Rome
aloneNCharlotte, after their days with her in Florence, had decided
about America. Maggie, | daresay, had helped her; she must have made
her a present, and a handsome one, so that many things were easy.Char-
lotte left them, came to England, ‘joined' somebody or other, sailed for
New York. | have still her letter from Milan, telling me; | didn't know at
the moment all that was behind it, but | felt in it neverthelessthe under-
taking of a new life. Certainly, in any case,it cleared THAT airNI mean
the dear old Roman, in which we were steeped. It left the field freeNit
gave me a free hand. There was no question for me of anybody else
when | brought the two others together. More than that, there was no
guestion for them. Soyou see,"she concluded, "where that puts me." She
got up, on the words, very much as if they were the blue daylight to-
wards which, through a darksome tunnel, she had been pushing her
way, and the elation in her voice, combined with her recovered alertness,
might have signified the sharp whistle of the train that shoots at last into
the open. Sheturned about the room; she looked out a moment into the
August night; she stopped, here and there, before the flowers in bowls
and vases.Yes, it was distinctly asif she had proved what was needing
proof, asif the issue of her operation had been, almost unexpectedly, a
success.Old arithmetic had perhaps been fallacious, but the new settled
the question. Her husband, oddly, however, kept his place without ap-
parently measuring theseresults. As he had been amused at her intens-
ity, so he was not uplifted by her relief; his interest might in fact have
been more enlisted than he allowed. "Do you mean," he presently asked,
“that he had already forgot about Charlotte?"

Shefaced round asif he had touched a spring. "He WANTED to, nat-
urallyNand it was much the bestthing he could do." Shewas in posses-
sion of the main case,asit truly seemed;she had it all now. "He was cap-
able of the effort, and he took the bestway. Remembertoo what Maggie
then seemed to us."

"She'svery nice; but she always seemsto me, more than anything else,
the young woman who has a million ayear. If you mean that that's what
she especially seemedto him, you of course place the thing in your light.
The effort to forget Charlotte couldn't, | grant you, have been so
difficult.”
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This pulled her up but for an instant. "I never said he didn't from the
firstNI never said that he doesn't more and moreNlike Maggie's
money."

“I never said | shouldn't have liked it myself,"” Bob Assingham re-
turned. He made no movement; he smoked another minute. "How much
did Maggie know?"

"How much?" She seemedto considerNas if it were between quarts
and gallonsNhow best to express the quantity. "She knew what Char-
lotte, in Florence, had told her."

"And what had Charlotte told her?"

"Very little."

"What makes you so sure?"

"Why, thisNthat she couldn't tell her." And she explained a little what
she meant. "There are things, my dearNhaven't you felt it yourself,
coarseas you are?Nthat no one could tell Maggie. There are things that,
upon my word, | shouldn't care to attempt to tell her now."

The Colonel smoked on it. "She'd be so scandalised?"

"She'd be so frightened. She'dbe, in her strange little way, so hurt. She
wasn't born to know evil. Shemust never know it." Bob Assingham had
a queer grim laugh; the sound of which, in fact, fixed his wife before
him. "We're taking grand ways to prevent it."

But she stood there to protest. "We're not taking any ways. The ways
are all taken; they were taken from the moment he came up to our car-
riage that day in Villa BorgheseNthe second or third of her days in
Rome, when, asyou remember, you went off somewhere with Mr. Verv-
er, and the Prince, who had got into the carriage with us, came home
with us to tea. They had met; they had seeneachother well; they were in
relation: the rest was to come of itself and asit could. It began, practic-
ally, | recollect, in our drive. Maggie happened to learn, by some other
man's greeting of him, in the bright Roman way, from a streetcorner as
we passed,that one of the Prince's baptismal hames, the one always used
for him among his relations, was Amerigo: which (asyou probably don't
know, however, even after a lifetime of ME), was the name, four hun-
dred years ago, or whenever, of the pushing man who followed, across
the sea,in the wake of Columbus and succeeded,where Columbus had
failed, in becoming godfather, or name-father, to the new Continent; so
that the thought of any connection with him can even now thrill our art-
less breasts."

The Colonel's grim placidity could always quite adequately meet his
wife's not infrequent imputation of ignorances, on the score of the land
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of her birth, unperturbed and unashamed; and these dark depths were
even at the present moment not directly lighted by an inquiry that man-
aged to be curious without being apologetic. "But where does the con-
nection come in?"

His wife was prompt. "By the womenNthat is by some obliging wo-
man, of old, who was a descendant of the pushing man, the make-be-
lieve discoverer, and whom the Prince is therefore luckily able to refer to
as an ancestress.A branch of the other family had become greatNgreat
enough, at least, to marry into his; and the name of the navigator,
crowned with glory, was, very naturally, to become so the fashion
among them that some son, of every generation, was appointed to wear
it. My point is, at any rate, that | recall noticing at the time how the
Prince was, from the start, helped with the dear Ververs by his wearing
it. The connection becameromantic for Maggie the moment she took it
in; shefilled out, in aflash, every link that might be vague. 'By that sign,’
| quite said to myself, 'he'll conquer'Nwith his good fortune, of course, of
having the other necessary signs too. It really," said Mrs. Assingham,
"was, practically, the fine side of the wedge. Which struck me as also,"
she wound up, "a lovely note for the candour of the Ververs."

The Colonel took in the tale, but his comment was prosaic. "He knew,
Amerigo, what he was about. And | don't mean the OLD one."

"l know what you mean!" his wife bravely threw off.

"The old one"Nhe pointed his effect "isn't the only discoverer in the
family."

"Oh, as much as you like! If he discovered AmericaNor got himself
honoured asif he hadNhis successorswere, in due time, to discover the
Americans. And it was one of them in particular, doubtless, who was to
discover how patriotic we are."

"Wouldn't this be the same one,” the Colonel asked, "who really dis-
covered what you call the connection?"

Shegave him a look. "The connection's a true thingNthe connection's
perfectly historic, Your insinuations recoil upon your cynical mind. Don't
you understand,” she asked, "that the history of such people is known,
root and branch, at every moment of its course?"

"Oh, it's all right," said Bob Assingham.

"Go to the British Museum," his companion continued with spirit.

"And what am | to do there?"

“There's a whole immense room, or recess, or department, or
whatever, filled with books written about his family alone. You can see
for yourself."
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"Have you seen for YOUR self?"

Shefaltered but an instant. "CertainlyNI went one day with Maggie.
We looked him up, soto say. They were most civil." And she fell again
into the current her husband had slightly ruffled. "The effect was pro-
duced, the charm began to work, at all events, in Rome, from that hour
of the Prince's drive with us. My only course, afterwards, had to be to
make the best of it. It was certainly good enough for that,” Mrs. Assing-
ham hastened to add, "and | didn't in the least seemy duty in making
the worst. In the same situation, to-day; | wouldn't act differently. |
entered into the caseasit then appeared to meNand as, for the matter of
that, it still does.| LIKED it, | thought all sorts of good of it, and nothing
can even now," she said with some intensity, "make me think anything
else."

“Nothing can ever make you think anything you don't want to," the
Colonel, still in his chair, remarked over his pipe. "You've got a precious
power of thinking whatever you do want. You want also, from moment
to moment, to think such desperately different things. What happened,”
he went on, "was that you fell violently in love with the Prince yourself,
and that as you couldn't get me out of the way you had to take some
roundabout course. You couldn't marry him, any more than Charlotte
couldNthat is not to yourself. But you could to somebody elseNit was
always the Prince, it was always marriage. You could to your little
friend, to whom there were no objections."

“"Not only there were no objections, but there were reasons, positive
onesNand all excellent, all charming." She spoke with an absenceof all
repudiation of his exposure of the spring of her conduct; and this absten-
tion, clearly and effectively conscious, evidently cost her nothing. "It IS
always the Prince; and it IS always, thank heaven, marriage. And these
are the things, God grant, that it will always be. That | could help, a year
ago, most assuredly made me happy, and it continues to make me
happy.”

“Then why aren't you quiet?"

"I AM quiet," said Fanny Assingham.

He looked at her, with his colourless candour, still in his place; she
moved about again, a little, emphasising by her unrest her declaration of
her tranquillity. He was as silent, at first, asif he had taken her answer,
but he was not to keep it long. "What do you make of it that, by your
own show, Charlotte couldn't tell her all? What do you make of it that
the Prince didn't tell her anything? Say one understands that there are
things she can't be toldNsince, asyou put it, she is so easily scared and
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shocked." He produced these objections slowly, giving her time, by his
pauses,to stop roaming and come back to him. But shewas roaming still
when he concluded his inquiry. "If there hadn't been anything there
shouldn't have been between the pair before Charlotte boltedNin order,
precisely, as you say, that there SHOULDN'T be: why in the world was
what there HAD been too bad to be spoken of?"

Mrs. Assingham, after this question, continued still to circulateNnot
directly meeting it even when at last she stopped.

"l thought you wanted me to be quiet."

"Sol doNand I'm trying to make you so much sothat you won't worry
more. Can't you be quiet on THAT?"

Shethought a momentNthen seemedto try. "To relate that she had to
'bolt' for the reasonswe speak of, even though the bolting had done for
her what she wishedNTHAT | can perfectly feel Charlotte's not wanting
to do."

"Ah then, if it HAS done for her what she wished-!" But the Colonel's
conclusion hung by the "if* which his wife didn't take up. Soit hung but
the longer when he presently spoke again. "All one wonders, in that case,
Is why then she has come back to him."

"Say she hasn't come back to him. Not really to HIM."

"Il say anything you like. But that won't do me the samegood asyour
saying it."

"Nothing, my dear, will do you good," Mrs. Assingham returned. "You
don't care for anything in itself; you care for nothing but to be grossly
amused because | don't keep washing my handsN!"

"l thought your whole argument was that everything is so right that
this is precisely what you do."

But his wife, asit was a point she had often made, could go on asshe
had gone on before. "You're perfectly indifferent, really; you're perfectly
immoral. You've taken part in the sackof cities, and I'm sure you've done
dreadful things yourself. But | DON'T trouble my head, if you like. 'So
now there!™ she laughed.

He accepted her laugh, but he kept his way. "Well, | back poor
Charlotte."

"'Back' her?"

"To know what she wants."

"Ah then, sodo |. Shedoes know what she wants." And Mrs. Assing-
ham produced this quantity, at last, on the girl's behalf, asthe ripe result
of her late wanderings and musings. She had groped through their talk,
for the thread, and now she had got it. "She wants to be magnificent."
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"She is," said the Colonel almost cynically.

"Shewants"Nhis wife now had it fast "to be thoroughly superior, and
she's capable of that."

"Of wanting to?"

"Of carrying out her idea."

"And what IS her idea?"

“To see Maggie through."”

Bob Assingham wondered. "Through what?"

“Through everything. She KNOWS the Prince."

"And Maggie doesn't. No, dear thing"NMrs. Assingham had to recog-
nise itN"she doesn't."

"So that Charlotte has come out to give her lessons?"

She continued, Fanny Assingham, to work out her thought. "She has
done this great thing for him. That is, a year ago, she practically did it.
Shepractically, at any rate, helped him to do it himselfNand helped me
to help him. Shekept off, she stayed away, she left him free; and what,
moreover, were her silencesto Maggie but a direct aid to him? If she had
spoken in Florence;if she had told her own poor story; if she had, come
back at any timeNtill within afew weeks ago; if she hadn't gone to New
York and hadn't held out there: if she hadn't done these things all that
has happened since would certainly have been different. Therefore she's
In a position to be consistent now. She knows the Prince," Mrs. Assing-
ham repeated. It involved even again her former recognition. "And Mag-
gie, dear thing, doesn't."

Shewas high, she was lucid, she was almost inspired; and it was but
the deeper drop therefore to her husband's flat common sense."In other
words Maggie is, by her ignorance, in danger? Then if she'sin danger,
there IS danger.”

"There WON'T beNwith Charlotte's understanding of it. That's where
she has had her conception of being able to be heroic, of being able in
fact to be sublime. She is, she will be"Nthe good lady by this time
glowed. "So she seesitNto become, for her best friend, an element of
POSITIVE safety."

Bob Assingham looked at it hard. "Which of them do you call her best
friend?"

She gave a toss of impatience. "I'll leave you to discover!" But the
grand truth thus made out she had now completely adopted. "It's for US,
therefore, to be hers."

""Hers'?"
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"You and I. It's for us to be Charlotte's. It's for us, on our side, to see
HER through."

“Through her sublimity?"

"Through her noble, lonely life. OnlyNthat's essentialNit mustn't be
lonely. It will be all right if she marries."

"So we're to marry her?"

"We're to marry her. It will be," Mrs. Assingham continued, "the great
thing | can do." She made it out more and more. "It will make up."

"Make up for what?" As she said nothing, however, his desire for lu-
cidity renewed itself. "If everything's so all right what is there to make
up for?"

"Why, if | did do either of them, by any chance,a wrong. If | made a
mistake."

"You'll make up for it by making another?" And then as she again took
her time: "l thought your whole point is just that you're sure."

"One can never be ideally sure of anything. There are always
possibilities."

“Then, if we can but strike so wild, why keep meddling?"

It made her again look at him. "Where would you have been, my dear,
if | hadn't meddled with YOU?"

"Ah, that wasn't meddlingNl was your own. | was your own," said the
Colonel, "from the moment | didn't object."

"Well, these people won't object. They are my own tooNin the sense
that I'm awfully fond of them. Also in the sense,"she continued, "that |
think they're not so very much lessfond of me. Our relation, all round,
existsNit's a reality, and a very good one; we're mixed up, so to speak,
and it's too late to changeit. We must live IN it and with it. Therefore to
seethat Charlotte gets a good husband as soon as possibleNthat, as |
say, will be one of my ways of living. It will cover," she said with convic-
tion, "all the ground." And then as his own conviction appeared to con-
tinue as little to match: "The ground, | mean, of any nervousness| may
ever feel. It will be in fact my duty and | shan't rest till my duty's per-
formed." She had arrived by this time at something like exaltation. "I
shall give, for the next year or two if necessary,my life to it. | shall have
done in that case what | can."”

He took it at last as it came. "You hold there's no limit to what you
‘can'?"

"I don't say there's no limit, or anything of the sort. | say there are
good chancesNenough of them for hope. Why shouldn't there be when a
girl is, after all, all that she is?"
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"By after 'all' you mean after she's in love with somebody else?"

The Colonel put his question with a quietude doubtless designed to be
fatal; but it scarcely pulled her up. "She'snot too much in love not herself
to want to marry. She would now particularly like to."

"Has she told you so?"

“Not yet. It's too soon. But she will. Meanwhile, however, | don't re-
quire the information. Her marrying will prove the truth."

"And what truth?"

“The truth of everything | say."

"Prove it to whom?"

"Well, to myself, to begin with. That will be enough for meNto work
for her. What it will prove,” Mrs. Assingham presently went on, "will be
that she's cured. That she accepts the situation."

He paid this the tribute of along pull at his pipe. "The situation of do-
ing the one thing she can that will really seem to cover her tracks?"

His wife looked at him, the good dry man, asif now at last he was
merely vulgar. "The one thing she can do that will really make new
tracks altogether. The thing that, before any other, will be wise and right.
The thing that will best give her her chance to be magnificent."

He slowly emitted his smoke. "And best give you, by the same token,
yours to be magnificent with her?"

"l shall be as magnificent, at least, as | can.”

Bob Assingham got up. "And you call ME immoral?"

She hesitated. "I'll call you stupid if you prefer. But stupidity pushed
to a certain point IS, you know, immorality. Justso what is morality but
high intelligence?" This he was unable to tell her; which left her more
definitely to conclude. "Besides, it's all, at the worst, great fun."

"Oh, if you simply put it at THATN!"

His implication was that in this casethey had a common ground; yet
even thus he couldn't catch her by it. "Oh, | don't mean," she said from
the threshold, "the fun that you mean. Good-night." In answer to which,
as he turned out the electric light, he gave an odd, short groan, almost a
grunt. He HAD apparently meant some particular kind.
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Chapter

"Well, now | must tell you, for | want to be absolutely honest." So Char-
lotte spoke, a little ominously, after they had got into the Park. "I don't
want to pretend, and | can't pretend a moment longer. You may think of
me what you will, but I don't care.| knew | shouldn't and | find now
how little. | came back for this. Not really for anything else.For this," she
repeated as, under the influence of her tone, the Prince had already come
to a pause.

"For 'this'?" He spoke as if the particular thing she indicated were
vague to himNor were, rather, a quantity that couldn't, at the most, be
much.

It would be as much, however, as she should be able to make it. "To
have one hour alone with you." It had rained heavily in the night, and
though the pavements were now dry, thanks to a cleansing breeze, the
August morning, with its hovering, thick-drifting clouds and freshened
air, was cool and grey. The multitudinous green of the Park had been
deepened,and a wholesome smell of irrigation, purging the place of dust
and of odours less acceptable,rose from the earth. Charlotte had looked
about her, with expression, from the first of their coming in, quite asif
for a deep greeting, for general recognition: the day was, even in the
heart of London, of arich, low-browed, weatherwashed English type. It
was asif it had beenwaiting for her, asif she knew it, placed it, loved it,
asif it were in fact a part of what she had come back for. Sofar as this
was the casethe impression of course could only be lost on a mere vague
Italian; it was one of those for which you had to be, blessedly, an Amer-
icanNas indeed you had to be, blessedly, an American for all sorts of
things: solong asyou hadn't, blessedly or not, to remain in America. The
Prince had, by half-past tenNas also by definite appointmentNcalled in
Cadogan Place for Mrs. Assingham's visitor, and then, after brief delay,
the two had walked together up Sloane Street and got straight into the
Park from Knightsbridge. The understanding to this end had taken its
place, after a couple of days, as inevitably consequent on the appeal
made by the girl during those first moments in Mrs. Assingham's
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drawing-room. It was an appeal the couple of days had done nothing to
invalidateNeverything, much rather, to place in a light, and asto which,
obviously, it wouldn't have fitted that anyone should raise an objection.
Who was there, for that matter, to raise one, from the moment Mrs. Ass-
ingham, informed and apparently not disapproving, didn't intervene?
This the young man had asked himselfNwith a very sufficient senseof
what would have made him ridiculous. He wasn't going to beginNthat
at least was certainNby showing afear. Even had fear at first been sharp
in him, moreover, it would already, not a little, have dropped; so happy,
all round, so propitious, he quite might have called it, had beenthe effect
of this rapid interval.

The time had beentaken up largely by his active reception of his own
wedding-guests and by Maggie's scarceless absorbed entertainment of
her friend, whom she had kept for hours together in Portland Place;
whom she had not, aswouldn't have beenconvenient, invited altogether
asyet to migrate, but who had been present, with other persons, his con-
tingent, at luncheon, at tea, at dinner, at perpetual repastsNhe had never
in his life, it struck him, had to reckon with so much eatingNwhenever
he had looked in. If he had not again, till this hour, save for a minute,
seen Charlotte alone, so, positively, all the while, he had not seeneven
Maggie; and if, therefore, he had not seen even Maggie, nothing was
more natural than that he shouldn't have seenCharlotte. The exceptional
minute, a mere snatch, at the tail of the others, on the huge Portland
Place staircasehad sufficiently enabled the girl to remind himNso ready
she assumed him to beN of what they were to do. Time pressed if they
were to do it at all. Everyone had brought gifts; his relations had brought
wondersNhow did they still have, where did they still find, such treas-
ures? Sheonly had brought nothing, and she was ashamed;yet even by
the sight of the rest of the tribute she wouldn't be put off. Shewould do
what she could, and he was, unknown to Maggie, he must remember, to
give her his aid. He had prolonged the minute so far asto take time to
hesitate, for a reason, and then to risk bringing his reason out. The risk
was becausehe might hurt herNhurt her pride, if she had that particular
sort. But she might aswell be hurt one way as another; and, besides,that
particular sort of pride was just what she hadn't. Sohis slight resistance,
while they lingered, had been just easy enough not to be impossible.

"| hate to encourage youNand for such a purpose, after allNto spend
your money."

Shehad stood a stair or two below him; where, while shelooked up at
him beneath the high, domed light of the hall, she rubbed with her palm
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the polished mahogany of the balustrade, which was mounted on fine
ironwork, eighteenth-century English. "Becauseyou think | must have so
little? 1've enough, at any rateNenough for us to take our hour. Enough,"
she had smiled, "is asgood as a feast! And then," she had said, "it isn't of
course a question of anything expensive, gorged with treasure asMaggie
Is; it isn't a question of competing or outshining. What, naturally, in the
way of the priceless, hasn't she got? Mine is to be the offering of the
poorNsomething, precisely, thatNno rich person COULD ever give her,
and that, being herself too rich ever to buy it, she would therefore never
have." Charlotte had spoken asif after so much thought. "Only, asit can't
be fine, it ought to be funnyNand that's the sort of thing to hunt for.
Hunting in London, besides, is amusing in itself."

He recalled even how he had been struck with her word. "Funny'?"
"Oh, | don't mean a comic toyNl mean some little thing with a charm.
But absolutely RIGHT, in its comparative cheapness.That's what | call
funny,” she had explained. "You used," she had also added, "to help me
to get things cheapin Rome. You were splendid for beating down. | have
them all still, 1 needn't sayNthe little bargains | there owed you. There
are bargains in London in August.”

"Ah, but | don't understand your English buying, and | confessl find it
dull.” Somuch asthat, while they turned to go up together, he had objec-
ted. "l understood my poor dear Romans."

"It was they who understood youNthat was your pull," she had
laughed. "Our amusement here is just that they don't understand us. We
can make it amusing. You'll see."

If he had hesitated again it was becausethe point permitted. "The
amusement surely will be to find our present.”

"CertainlyNas | say."

"Well, if they don't come downN?"

“Then we'll come up. There's always something to be done. Besides,
Prince," she had gone on, "I'm not, if you come to that, absolutely a pau-
per. I'm too poor for somethings," she had saidNyet, strange asshewas,
lightly enough; "but I'm not too poor for others." And she had paused
again at the top. "I've been saving up."

He had really challenged it. "In America?"

"Yes, even thereNwith my motive. And we oughtn't, you know," she
had wound up, "to leave it beyond to-morrow."

That, definitely, with ten words more, was what had passedNhe feel-
ing all the while how any sort of begging-off would only magnify it. He
might get on with things asthey were, but he must do anything rather
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than magnify. Besideswhich it was pitiful to make her beg of him. He
WAS making herNshe had begged; and this, for a special sensibility in
him, didn't at all do. That was accordingly, in fine, how they had cometo
where they were: he was engaged, as hard as possible, in the policy of
not magnifying. He had kept this up even on her making a pointNand
asif it were almost the whole pointNthat Maggie of course was not to
have an idea. Half the interest of the thing at least would be that she
shouldn't suspect; therefore he was completely to keep it from herNas
Charlotte on her side wouldNthat they had beenanywhere at all togeth-
er or had so much asseeneachother for five minutes alone. The absolute
secrecyof their little excursion was in short of the essence;she appealed
to his kindness to let her feel that he didn't betray her. There had been
something, frankly, a little disconcerting in such an appeal at such an
hour, on the very eve of his nuptials: it was one thing to have met the girl
casually at Mrs. Assingham's and another to arrange with her thus for a
morning practically as private as their old mornings in Rome and prac-
tically not less intimate. He had immediately told Maggie, the same
evening, of the minutes that had passed between them in Cadogan
PlaceNthough not mentioning those of Mrs. Assingham's absenceany
more than he mentioned the fact of what their friend had then, with such
small delay, proposed. But what had briefly checked his assentto any
present, to any positive making of mysteryNwhat had made him, while
they stood at the top of the stairs, demur just long enough for her to no-
tice itNwas the senseof the resemblance of the little plan before him to
occasions, of the past, from which he was quite disconnected, from
which he could only desire to be. This was like beginning something
over, which was the last thing he wanted. The strength, the beauty of his
actual position was in its being wholly a fresh start, was that what it
began would be new altogether. These items of his consciousnesshad
clustered so quickly that by the time Charlotte read them in his face he
was in presenceof what they amounted to. She had challenged them as
soon asread them, had met them with a"Do you want then to go and tell
her?" that had somehow made them ridiculous. It had made him,
promptly, fall back on minimizing itNthat is on minimizing "fuss." Ap-
parent scruples were, obviously, fuss, and he had on the spot clutched,
in the light of this truth, at the happy principle that would meet every
case.

This principle was simply to be, with the girl, always simpleN and
with the very last simplicity. That would cover everything. It had
covered, then and there, certainly, his immediate submission to the sight
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of what was clearest. This was, really, that what she asked was little
compared to what she gave. What she gave touched him, as she faced
him, for it was the full tune of her renouncing. She really re-
nouncedNrenounced everything, and without even insisting now on
what it had all beenfor her. Her only insistence was her insistence on the
small matter of their keeping their appointment to themselves. That, in
exchange for "everything," everything she gave up, was verily but a
trifle. He let himself accordingly be guided; he so soon assented,for en-
lightened indulgence, to any particular turn she might wish the occasion
to take, that the stamp of her preference had beenwell applied to it even
while they were still in the Park. The application in fact presently re-
quired that they should sit down alittle, really to seewhere they were; in
obedience to which propriety they had some ten minutes, of a quality
quite distinct, in a couple of penny-chairs under one of the larger trees.
They had taken, for their walk, to the cropped, rain-freshened grass, after
finding it already dry; and the chairs, turned away from the broad alley,
the main drive and the aspect of Park Lane, looked across the wide
reachesof green which seemedin a manner to refine upon their freedom.
They helped Charlotte thus to make her positionNher temporary posi-
tionNstill more clear, and it was for this purpose, obviously, that, ab-
ruptly, on seeingher opportunity, she satdown. He stood for a little be-
fore her, asif to mark the importance of not wasting time, the import-
ance she herself had previously insisted on; but after she had said a few
words it was impossible for him not to resort again to good-nature. He
marked ashe could, by this concession,that if he had finally met her first
proposal for what would be "amusing" in it, so any idea she might have
would contribute to that effect. He had consequentlyN in all consist-
encyNto treat it as amusing that she reaffirmed, and reaffirmed again,
the truth that was HER truth.

"l don't carewhat you make of it, and | don't ask anything whatever of
youNanything but this. | want to have said itN that's all; | want not to
have failed to say it. To seeyou once and be with you, to be aswe are
now and as we used to be, for one small hourNor say for twoNthat's
what | have had for weeks in my head. | mean, of course, to get it
BEFORENbefore what you're going to do. So,all the while, you see,"she
went on with her eyeson him, "it was a question for me if | should be
able to manage it in time. If | couldn't have come now | probably
shouldn't have come at allNperhaps even ever. Now that I'm here | shall
stay, but there were moments, over there, when | despaired. It wasn't
easyNthere were reasons; but it was either this or nothing. So | didn't

60



struggle, you see,in vain. AFTERN oh, | didn't want that! | don't mean,"
she smiled, "that it wouldn't have been delightful to see you even
thenNto seeyou at any time; but | would never have come for it. This is
different. This is what | wanted. This is what I've got. This is what | shall
always have. This is what | should have missed, of course," she pursued,
“if you had chosento make me miss it. If you had thought me horrid,
had refused to come, | should, naturally, have beenimmensely 'sold." |
had to take the risk. Well, you're all | could have hoped. That's what |
was to have said. | didn't want simply to get my time with you, but |
wanted you to know. | wanted you"Nshe kept it up, slowly, softly, with
a small tremor of voice, but without the least failure of senseor se-
quenceN"l wanted you to understand. | wanted you, that is, to hear. |
don't care, | think, whether you understand or not. If | ask nothing of
you | don'tNI mayn'tNask even somuch asthat. What you may think of
meNthat doesn't in the least matter. What | want is that it shall always
be with youNso that you'll never be able quite to get rid of itNthat |
DID. | won't say that you didNyou may make aslittle of that asyou like.
But that | was here with you where we are and aswe areNI just saying
this. Giving myself, in other words, awayNand perfectly willing to do it
for nothing. That's all."

She paused as if her demonstration was completeNyet, for the mo-
ment, without moving; asif in fact to give it a few minutes to sink in; in-
to the listening air, into the watching space,into the conscious hospitality
of nature, so far asnature was, all Londonised, all vulgarised, with them
there; or even, for that matter, into her own open ears, rather than into
the attention of her passive and prudent friend. His attention had done
all that attention could do; his handsome, slightly anxious, yet still more
definitely "amused" face sufficiently played its part. He clutched,
however, at what he could best clutch atNthe fact that she let him off,
definitely let him off. Shelet him off, it seemed, even from so much as
answering; so that while he smiled back at her in return for her informa-
tion he felt his lips remain closed to the successivevaguenessesof rejoin-
der, of objection, that rose for him from within. Charlotte herself spoke
again at lastN"You may want to know what | get by it. But that's my
own affair." He really didn't want to know even thisNor continued, for
the safestplan, quite to behave asif he didn't; which prolonged the mere
dumbness of diversion in which he had taken refuge. He was glad when,
finallyNthe point she had wished to make seeming established to her
satisfactionNthey brought to what might passfor a closethe moment of
his life at which he had had least to say. Movement and progress, after
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this, with more impersonal talk, were naturally a relief; so that he was
not again, during their excursion, at a loss for the right word. The air had
been, as it were, cleared; they had their errand itself to discuss, and the
opportunities of London, the senseof the wonderful place, the pleasures
of prowling there, the question of shops, of possibilities, of particular ob-
jects, noticed by eachin previous prowls. Each professed surprise at the
extent of the other's knowledge; the Prince in especial wondered at his
friend's possessionof her London. He had rather prized his own posses-
sion, the guidance he could really often give a cabman; it was a whim of
his own, a part of his Anglomania, and congruous with that feature,
which had, after all, so much more surface than depth. When his com-
panion, with the memory of other visits and other rambles, spoke of
places he hadn't seen and things he didn't know, he actually felt
againNas half the effectNjust a shade humiliated. He might even have
felt a trifle annoyedNif it hadn't been, on this spot, for his being, even
more, interested. It was a fresh light on Charlotte and on her curious
world-quality, of which, in Rome, he had had his due sense,but which
clearly would show larger on the big London stage.Rome was, in com-
parison, avillage, a family-party, alittle old-world spinnet for the fingers
of one hand. By the time they reachedthe Marble Arch it was almost asif
she were showing him a new side, and that, in fact, gave amusement a
new and a firmer basis. The right tone would be easyfor putting himself
in her hands. Should they disagree a littleNfrankly and fairlyNabout
directions and chances,values and authenticities, the situation would be
quite gloriously saved. They were none the less, as happened, much of
one mind on the article of their keeping clear of resorts with which Mag-
gie would be acquainted. Charlotte recalled it as a matter of course,
named it in time as a conditionNthey would keep away from any place
to which he had already been with Maggie.

This made indeed a scantdifference, for though he had during the last
month done few things so much asattend his future wife on her making
of purchases, the antiquarii, as he called them with Charlotte, had not
been the great affair. Except in Bond Street, really, Maggie had had no
use for them: her situation indeed, in connection with that order of
traffic, was full of consequencesproduced by her father's. Mr. Verver,
one of the great collectors of the world, hadn't left his daughter to prowl
for herself; he had little to do with shops, and was mostly, as a pur-
chaser, approached privately and from afar. Great people, all over
Europe, sought introductions to him; high personages,incredibly high,
and more of them than would ever be known, solemnly sworn as
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everyone was, in such cases,to discretion, high personagesmade up to
him asthe one man on the short authentic list likely to give the price. It
had therefore been easy to settle, as they walked, that the tracks of the
Ververs, daughter's as well as father's, were to be avoided; the import-
anceonly was that their talk about it led for a moment to the first words
they had asyet exchangedon the subject of Maggie. Charlotte, still in the
Park, proceeded to themNfor it was she who beganNwith a serenity of
appreciation that was odd, certainly, as a sequel to her words of ten
minutes before. This was another note on herNwhat he would have
called another lightNfor her companion, who, though without giving a
sign, admired, for what it was, the simplicity of her transition, a trans-
ition that took no trouble either to trace or to explain itself. She paused
again an instant, on the grass,to make it; she stopped before him with a
sudden "Anything of course, dear as she is, will do for her. | meanif |
were to give her a pin-cushion from the Baker-Street Bazaar."

"That's exactly what | meant"Nthe Prince laughed out this allusion to
their snatch of talk in Portland Place. "It's just what | suggested.”

Shetook, however, no notice of the reminder; shewent on in her own
way. "But it isn't a reason. In that caseone would never do anything for
her. I mean,” Charlotte explained, "if one took advantage of her
character."

"Of her character?"

"We mustn't take advantage of her character," the girl, again unheed-
ing, pursued. "One mustn't, if not for HER, at least for one's self. She
saves one such trouble."

She had spoken thoughtfully, with her eyeson her friend's; she might
have beentalking, preoccupied and practical, of someonewith whom he
was comparatively unconnected. "She certainly GIVES one no trouble,"
said the Prince. And then as if this were perhaps ambiguous or inad-
equate: "She's not selfishNGod forgive her!Nenough."

“That's what | mean," Charlotte instantly said. "She's not selfish
enough. There's nothing, absolutely, that one NEED do for her. She'sso
modest," she developedN"she doesn't miss things. | mean if you love
herNor, rather, | should say, if she loves you. She lets it go."

The Prince frowned a littteNas a tribute, after all, to seriousness."She
lets whatN?"

"AnythingNanything that you might do and that you don't. She lets
everything go but her own disposition to be kind to you. It's of herself
that she asks effortsNso far as she ever HAS to ask them. She hasn',
much. She does everything herself. And that's terrible."
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The Prince had listened; but, always with propriety, he didn't commit
himself. "Terrible?"

"Well, unless one is almost as good as she. It makestoo easyterms for
one. It takes stuff, within one, so far as one's decency is concerned, to
stand it. And nobody," Charlotte continued in the same manner, "is de-
cent enough, good enough, to stand itNnot without help from religion,
or something of that kind. Not without prayer and fastingNthat is
without taking great care. Certainly,” she said, "such people asyou and |
are not."

The Prince, obligingly, thought an instant. "Not good enough to stand
it?"

"Well, not good enough not rather to feel the strain. We happen each,|
think, to be of the kind that are easily spoiled."

Her friend, again, for propriety, followed the argument. "Oh, | don't
know. May not one's affection for her do something more for one's de-
cency, as you call it, than her own generosityNher own affection, HER
‘decency'Nhas the unfortunate virtue to undo?"

"Ah, of course it must be all in that."

But she had made her question, all the same,interesting to him. "What
it comestoNone canseewhat you meanNis the way she believesin one.
That is if she believes at all."

"Yes, that's what it comes to," said Charlotte Stant.

"And why," he asked, almost soothingly, "should it be terrible?" He
couldn't, at the worst, see that.

"Because it's always soNthe idea of having to pity people."

"Not when there's also, with it, the idea of helping them."

"Yes, but if we can't help them?"

"We CANNwe always can. That is," he competently added, "if we care
for them. And that's what we're talking about."

"Yes"Nshe on the whole assented."lt comes back then to our abso-
lutely refusing to be spoiled.”

"Certainly. But everything," the Prince laughed asthey went onN "all
your 'decency,' | meanNcomes back to that."

She walked beside him a moment. "It's just what | meant," she then
reasonably said.
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Chapter

The man in the little shop in which, well after this, they lingered longest,
the small but interesting dealer in the Bloomsbury street who was re-
markable for an insistence not importunate, inasmuch as it was mainly
mute, but singularly, intensely coerciveNthis personagefixed on his vis-
itors an extraordinary pair of eyes and looked from one to the other
while they considered the object with which he appeared mainly to hope
to tempt them. They had come to him last, for their time was nearly up;
an hour of it at least, from the moment of their getting into a hansom at
the Marble Arch, having yielded no better result than the amusementin-
voked from the first. The amusement, of course, was to have consisted in
seeking, but it had also involved the idea of finding; which latter neces-
sity would have been obtrusive only if they had found too soon. The
question at present was if they were finding, and they put it to eachoth-
er, in the Bloomsbury shop, while they enjoyed the undiverted attention
of the shopman. He was clearly the master, and devoted to his busi-
nessNthe essenceof which, in his conception, might precisely have been
this particular secretthat he possessedfor worrying the customer so little
that it fairly made for their relations a sort of solemnity. He had not
many things, none of the redundancy of "rot" they had elsewhere seen,
and our friends had, on entering, even had the senseof a muster so scant
that, as high values obviously wouldn't reign, the effect might be almost
pitiful. Then their impression had changed; for, though the show was of
small pieces, several taken from the little window and others extracted
from a cupboard behind the counterNdusky, in the rather low-browed
place, despite its glass doorsNeach bid for their attention spoke,
however modestly, for itself, and the pitch of their entertainer's preten-
sions was promptly enough given. His array was heterogeneousand not
at all imposing; still, it differed agreeably from what they had hitherto
seen.

Charlotte, after the incident, was to be full of impressions, of several of
which, later on, she gave her companionNalways in the interest of their
amusementNthe benefit; and one of the impressions had been that the
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man himself was the greatest curiosity they had looked at. The Prince
was to reply to this that he himself hadn't looked at him; as, precisely, in
the general connection, Charlotte had more than once, from other days,
noted, for his advantage, her consciousnessof how, below a certain so-
cial plane, he never SAW. One kind of shopman was just like another to
himNwhich was oddly inconsequent on the part of amind that, where it
did notice, noticed so much. He took throughout, always, the meaner
sort for grantedNthe night of their meanness, or whatever name one
might give it for him, made all his catsgrey. He didn't, no doubt, want to
hurt them, but he imaged them no more than if his eyesacted only for
the level of his own high head. Her own vision acted for every rela-
tionNthis he had seen for himself: she remarked beggars, she re-
membered servants, she recognised cabmen; she had often distinguished
beauty, when out with him, in dirty children; she had admired "type" in
facesat hucksters' stalls. Therefore, on this occasion, she had found their
antiquario interesting; partly because he cared so for his things, and
partly because he caredN well, so for them. "He likes his thingsNhe

loves them," she was to say; "and it isn't onlyNit isn't perhaps even at
allNthat he loves to sell them. | think he would love to keep them if he
could; and he prefers, at any rate, to sell them to right people. We,
clearly, were right peopleNhe knows them when he seesthem; and
that's why, as| say, you could make out, or at least| could, that he cared
for us. Didn't you see"Nshe was to ask it with an insistenceN"the way
he looked at us and took us in? | doubt if either of us have ever beenso
well looked at before. Yes, he'll remember us"Nshe was to profess her-
self convinced of that almost to uneasiness."But it was after all"Nthis

was perhaps reassuringN"because, given his taste, since he HAS taste,
he was pleased with us, he was struckNhe had ideas about us. Well, |
should think people might; we're beautifulNaren't we?Nand he knows.
Then, also, he has his way; for that way of saying nothing with his lips
when he's all the while pressing you so with his face, which shows how
he knows you feel itNthat is a regular way."

Of decentold gold, old silver, old bronze, of old chasedand jewelled
artistry, were the objects that, successively produced, had ended by nu-
merously dotting the counter, where the shopman's slim, light fingers,
with neat nails, touched them at moments, briefly, nervously, tenderly,
asthose of a chess-playerrest, a few seconds,over the board, on a figure
he thinks he may move and then may not: small florid ancientries, orna-
ments, pendants, lockets, brooches, buckles, pretexts for dim brilliants,
bloodless rubies, pearls either too large or too opaque for value;
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miniatures mounted with diamonds that had ceasedto dazzle; snuff-
boxes presented toNor byNthe too-questionable great; cups, trays,
taper-stands, suggestive of pawn-tickets, archaic and brown, that would
themselves, if preserved, have been prized curiosities. A few commem-
orative medals, of neat outline but dull reference;a classicmonument or
two, things of the first years of the century; things consular, Napoleonic,
temples, obelisks, arches, tinily re-embodied, completed the discreet
cluster; in which, however, even after tentative reinforcement from sev-
eral quaint rings, intaglios, amethysts, carbuncles, each of which had
found a home in the ancient sallow satin of some weakly-snapping little
box, there was, in spite of the due proportion of faint poetry, no great
force of persuasion. They looked, the visitors, they touched, they vaguely
pretended to consider, but with scepticism, so far as courtesy permitted,
in the quality of their attention. It was impossible they shouldn't, after a
little, tacitly agreeasto the absurdity of carrying to Maggie a token from
such a stock. It would beNthat was the difficultyNpretentious — without
being "good"; too usual, as a treasure, to have been an inspiration of the
giver, and yet too primitive to be taken astribute welcome on any terms.
They had beenout more than two hours and, evidently, had found noth-
ing. It forced from Charlotte a kind of admission.

"It ought, really, if it should be a thing of this sort, to take its little
value from having belonged to one's self."

"Ecco!" said the PrinceNjust triumphantly enough. "There you are."

Behind the dealer were sundry small cupboards in the wall. Two or
three of these Charlotte had seenhim open, so that her eyesfound them-
selvesresting on those he had not visited. But she completed her admis-
sion. "There's nothing here she could wear."

It was only after a moment that her companion rejoined. "Is there any-
thingNdo you thinkNthat you could?"

It made her just start. Shedidn't, at all events, look at the objects; she
but looked for an instant very directly at him. "No."

"Ah!" the Prince quietly exclaimed.

"Would it be," Charlotte asked, "your idea to offer me something?"

"Well, why notNas a small ricordo."

"But a ricordo of what?"

"Why, of 'this'Nas you yourself say. Of this little hunt."

"Oh, | say itNbut hasn't my whole point beenthat | don't ask you to.
Therefore," she demandedNbut smiling at him nowN "where's the
logic?"

"Oh, the logicN!" he laughed.
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"But logic's everything. That, at least, is how | feel it. A ricordo from
youNfrom you to meNis a ricordo of nothing. It has no reference."

"Ah, my dear!" he vaguely protested. Their entertainer, meanwhile,
stood there with his eyes on them, and the girl, though at this minute
more interested in her passagewith her friend than in anything else,
again met his gaze. It was a comfort to her that their foreign tongue
covered what they saidN and they might have appeared of course, as
the Prince now had one of the snuffboxes in his hand, to be discussing a
purchase.

"You don't refer," she went on to her companion. "I refer."

He had lifted the lid of his little box and he looked into it hard. "Do
you mean by that then that you would be freeN?"

"Free'N?"

"To offer me something?"

This gave her a longer pause, and when she spoke again she might
have seemed, oddly, to be addressing the dealer. "Would you allow
meN?"

“No," said the Prince into his little box.

"You wouldn't accept it from me?"

“No," he repeated in the same way.

She exhaled a long breath that was like a guarded sigh. "But you've
touched an idea that HAS been mine. It's what I've wanted.” Then she
added: "It was what | hoped."

He put down his boxNthis had drawn his eyes. He made nothing,
clearly, of the little man's attention. "It's what you brought me out for?"

"Well, that's, at any rate," she returned, "my own affair. But it won't
do?"

"It won't do, cara mia."

“It's impossible?"

"It's impossible." And he took up one of the brooches.

She had another pause, while the shopman only waited. "If | were to
accept from you one of these charming little ornaments as you suggest,
what should | do with it?"

He was perhaps at last a little irritated; he evenNas if HE might un-
derstandNlooked vaguely across at their host. "Wear it, per Bacco!"

"Where then, please? Under my clothes?"

"Wherever you like. But it isn't then, if you will," he added, "worth
talking about."

“It's only worth talking about, mio caro," she smiled, "from your hav-
ing begun it. My question is only reasonableNso that your idea may
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stand or fall by your answer to it. If | should pin one of these things on
for you would it be, to your mind, that | might go home and show it to
Maggie as your present?"

They had had between them often in talk the refrain, jocosely, de-
scriptively applied, of "old Roman." It had been, as a pleasantry, in the
other time, his explanation to her of everything; but nothing, truly, had
even seemed so old-Roman as the shrug in which he now indulged.
"Why in the world not?"

"BecauseNon our basisNit would be impossible to give her an account
of the pretext."

"The pretextN?" He wondered.

“The occasion. This ramble that we shall have had together and that
we're not to speak of."

"Oh yes," he said after a moment "l remember we're not to speak of it."

“That of course you're pledged to. And the one thing, you see, goes
with the other. So you don't insist."

He had again, at random, laid back his trinket; with which he quite
turned to her, a little wearily at lastNeven a little impatiently. "I don't
insist."

It disposed for the time of the question, but what was next apparent
was that it had seenthem no further. The shopman, who had not stirred,
stood there in his patienceNwhich, his mute intensity helping, had al-
most the effect of an ironic comment. The Prince moved to the glassdoor
and, his back to the others, as with nothing more to contribute,
lookedNthough not less patientlyNinto the street. Then the shopman,
for Charlotte, momentously broke silence. "You've seen, disgraziata-
mente, signora principessa," he sadly said, "too much"Nand it made the
Prince face about. For the effect of the momentous came, if not from the
sense,from the sound of his words; which was that of the suddenest,
sharpest Italian. Charlotte exchanged with her friend a glance that
matched it, and just for the minute they were held in check. But their
glance had, after all, by that time, said more than one thing; had both ex-
claimed on the apprehension, by the wretch, of their intimate conversa-
tion, let alone of her possible, her impossible, title, and remarked, for
mutual reassurance,that it didn't, all the same, matter. The Prince re-
mained by the door, but immediately addressing the speakerfrom where
he stood.

"You're Italian then, are you?"

But the reply came in English. "Oh dear no."

"You're English?"
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To which the answer was this time, with a smile, in briefest Italian.
"Che!" The dealer waived the questionNhe practically disposed of it by
turning straightway toward areceptacleto which he had not yet resorted
and from which, after unlocking it, he extracted a square box, of some
twenty inches in height, covered with worn-looking leather. He placed
the box on the counter, pushed back a pair of small hooks, lifted the lid
and removed from its nest a drinking-vessel larger than a common cup,
yet not of exorbitant size, and formed, to appearance, either of old fine
gold or of some material oncerichly gilt. He handled it with tenderness,
with ceremony, making a place for it on a small satin mat. "My Golden
Bowl," he observedNand it sounded, on his lips, asif it said everything.
He left the important objectNfor as"important" it did somehow present
itselfNto produce its certain effect. Simple, but singularly elegant, it
stood on a circular foot, a short pedestal with a slightly spreading base,
and, though not of signal depth, justified its title by the charm of its
shapeaswell asby the tone of its surface. It might have beena large gob-
let diminished, to the enhancementof its happy curve, by half its original
height. As formed of solid gold it was impressive; it seemedindeed to
warn off the prudent admirer. Charlotte, with care, immediately took it
up, while the Prince, who had after a minute shifted his position again,
regarded it from a distance.

It was heavier than Charlotte had thought. "Gold, really gold?" she
asked of their companion.

He hesitated. "Look a little, and perhaps you'll make out."

Shelooked, holding it up in both her fine hands, turning it to the light.
"It may be cheap for what it is, but it will be dear, I'm afraid, for me."

"Well," said the man, "I can part with it for lessthan its value. | got it,
you see, for less."

"For how much then?"

Again he waited, always with his serene stare. "Do you like it then?"

Charlotte turned to her friend. "Do YOU like it?" He came no nearer;
he looked at their companion. "cos'e?"

"Well, signori mieli, if you must know, it's just a perfect crystal.”

"Of course we must know, per Dio!" said the Prince. But he turned
away againNhe went back to his glass door.

Charlotte setdown the bowl; she was evidently taken. "Do you mean
it's cut out of a single crystal?"

“If it isn't | think | can promise you that you'll never find any joint or
any piecing."

She wondered. "Even if | were to scrape off the gold?"
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He showed, though with due respect, that she amused him. "You
couldn't scrapeit offNit has beentoo well put on; put on | don't know
when and | don't know how. But by some very fine old worker and by
some beautiful old process."

Charlotte, frankly charmed with the cup, smiled back at him now. "A
lost art?"

"Call it a lost art,"

"But of what time then is the whole thing?"

"Well, say also of a lost time."

The girl considered. "Then if it's so precious, how comes it to be
cheap?"

Her interlocutor once more hung fire, but by this time the Prince had
lost patience. "I'll wait for you out in the air," he said to his companion,
and, though he spoke without irritation, he pointed his remark by
passing immediately into the street, where, during the next minutes, the
others saw him, his back to the shopwindow, philosophically enough
hover and light a fresh cigarette. Charlotte even took, a little, her time;
she was aware of his funny Italian taste for London street-life.

Her host meanwhile, at any rate, answered her question. "Ah, I've had
it a long time without selling it. | think | must have been keeping it,
madam, for you."

"You've kept it for me becauseyou've thought | mightn't seewhat's the
matter with it?"

He only continued to face herNhe only continued to appear to follow
the play of her mind. "What IS the matter with it?"

"Oh, it's not for me to say; it's for you honestly to tell me. Of course |
know something must be."

"But if it's something you can't find out, isn't it as good as if it were
nothing?"

"l probably SHOULD find out as soon as | had paid for it."

“Not," her host lucidly insisted, "if you hadn't paid too much."

"What do you call," she asked, "little enough?"

"Well, what should you say to fifteen pounds?"

"l should say," said Charlotte with the utmost promptitude, "that it's
altogether too much."

The dealer shook his head slowly and sadly, but firmly. "It's my price,
madamNand if you admire the thing | think it really might be yours. It's
not too much. It's too little. It's almost nothing. | can't go lower."

Charlotte, wondering, but resisting, bent over the bowl again. "Then
it's impossible. It's more than | can afford."
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"Ah," the man returned, "one can sometimes afford for a present more
than one can afford for one's self." He said it so coaxingly that she found
herself going on without, asmight be said, putting him in his place. "Oh,
of course it would be only for a presentN!"

“Then it would be a lovely one."

"Does one make a present,” she asked, "of an object that contains, to
one's knowledge, a flaw?"

"Well, if one knows of it one has only to mention it. The good faith,"
the man smiled, "is always there."

"And leave the person to whom one gives the thing, you mean, to dis-
cover it?"

"He wouldn't discover itNif you're speaking of a gentleman."

"I'm not speaking of anyone in particular," Charlotte said.

"Well, whoever it might be. He might knowNand he might try. But he
wouldn't find."

She kept her eyeson him asif, though unsatisfied, mystified, she yet
had a fancy for the bowl. "Not even if the thing should come to pieces?"
And then as he was silent: "Not even if he should have to say to me ‘'The
Golden Bowl is broken'?"

He was still silent; after which he had his strangest smile. "Ah, if any-
one should WANT to smash itN!"

She laughed; she almost admired the little man's expression. "You
mean one could smash it with a hammer?"

"Yes;if nothing elsewould do. Or perhaps even by dashing it with vi-
olenceNsay upon a marble floor."

"Oh, marble floors!" But she might have been thinkingNfor they were
a connection, marble floors; a connection with many things: with her old
Rome, and with his; with the palaces of his past, and, a little, of hers;
with the possibilities of his future, with the sumptuosities of his mar-
riage, with the wealth of the Ververs. All the same, however, there were
other things; and they all together held for a moment her fancy. "Does
crystal then breakNwhen it IS crystal? | thought its beauty was its
hardness."

Her friend, in his way, discriminated. "Its beauty is its BEING crystal.
But its hardnessis certainly, its safety. It doesn't break," he went on, "like
vile glass. It splitsNif there is a split."

"Ah!"NCharlotte breathed with interest. "If there is a split." And she
looked down again at the bowl. "There IS a split, eh? Crystal does split,
eh?"

"On lines and by laws of its own."
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"You mean if there's a weak place?"

For all answer, after an hesitation, he took the bowl up again, holding
it aloft and tapping it with akey. It rang with the finest, sweetestsound.
"Where is the weak place?"

She then did the question justice. "Well, for ME, only the price. I'm
poor, you seeNvery poor. But | thank you and I'll think." The Prince, on
the other side of the shop-window, had finally faced about and, asto see
if she hadn't done, was trying to reach, with his eyes,the comparatively

dim interior. "I like it," she saidN"l want it. But | must decide what | can
do."

The man, not ungraciously, resigned himself. "Well, I'll keep it for
you."

The small quarter-of-an-hour had had its marked oddityNthis she felt
even by the time the open air and the Bloomsbury aspectshad again, in
their protest against the truth of her gathered impression, made her more
or lesstheir own. Yet the oddity might have beenregistered as small as
compared to the other effect that, before they had gone much further, she
had, with her companion, to take account of. This latter was simply the
effect of their having, by some tacit logic, some queer inevitability, quite
dropped the idea of a continued pursuit. They didn't say so, but it was
on the line of giving up Maggie's present that they practically pro-
ceededNthe line of giving it up without more referenceto it. The Prince's
first reference was in fact quite independently made. "I hope you satis-
fied yourself, before you had done, of what was the matter with that
bowl."

"No indeed, | satisfied myself of nothing. Of nothing at least but that
the more | looked at it the more | liked it, and that if you weren't so unac-
commodating this would be just the occasion for your giving me the
pleasure of accepting it."

He looked graver for her, at this, than he had looked all the morning.
"Do you propose it seriouslyNwithout wishing to play me a trick?"

She wondered. "What trick would it be?"

He looked at her harder. "You mean you really don't know?"

"But know what?"

"Why, what's the matter with it. You didn't see, all the while?"

Sheonly continued, however, to stare."How could you seeNout in the
street?"

"l saw before | went out. It was becausel saw that | did go out. | didn't
want to have another scenewith you, before that rascal, and | judged
you would presently guess for yourself."
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"Is he arascal?"Charlotte asked."His price is so moderate. She waited
but a moment. "Five pounds. Really so little."

"Five pounds?"

He continued to look at her. "Five pounds."

He might have beendoubting her word, but he was only, it appeared,
gathering emphasis. "It would be dearNto make a gift ofNat five shil-
lings. If it had cost you even but five pence | wouldn't take it from you."

“Then," she asked, "what IS the matter?"

"Why, it has a crack."

It sounded, on his lips, so sharp, it had such an authority, that she al-
most started, while her colour, at the word, rose. It was asif he had been
right, though his assurancewas wonderful. "You answer for it without
having looked?"

"I did look. | saw the object itself. It told its story. No wonder it's
cheap."

"But it's exquisite," Charlotte, as if with an interest in it now made
even tenderer and stranger, found herself moved to insist.

"Of course it's exquisite. That's the danger." Then a light visibly came
to herNa light in which her friend suddenly and intensely showed. The
reflection of it, asshe smiled at him, was in her own face."The dangerNI
seeNis because you're superstitious."

"Per Dio, I'm superstitious! A crack is a crackNand an omen's an
omen."

"You'd be afraidN?"

"Per Bacco!"

"For your happiness?"

"For my happiness."

"For your safety?"

"For my safety."

She just paused. "For your marriage?"

"For my marriage. For everything."

She thought again. "Thank goodness then that if there BE a crack we
know it! But if we may perish by cracksin things that we don't knowN!"
And shesmiled with the sadnessof it. "We can never then give eachoth-
er anything."

He considered, but he met it. "Ah, but one does know. | do, at
leastNand by instinct. | don't fail. That will always protect me."

It was funny, the way he said such things; yet sheliked him, really, the
more for it. They fell in for her with a general, or rather with a special,
vision. But she spoke with a mild despair.
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"What then will protect ME?"

"Where I'm concerned | will. From me at least you've nothing to fear,"
he now quite amiably responded. "Anything you consentto acceptfrom
meN" But he paused.

"Well?"

"Well, shall be perfect.”

“That's very fine," she presently answered. "It's vain, after all, for you
to talk of my accepting things when you'll accept nothing from me."

Ah, THERE, better still, he could meet her. "You attach an impossible
condition. That, | mean, of my keeping your gift so to myself."

Well, she looked, before him there, at the conditionNthen, abruptly,
with a gesture, she gave it up. She had a headshake of disenchant-
mentNso far asthe idea had appealed to her. It all appeared too difficult.
"Oh, my 'condition'NlI don't hold to it. You may cry it on the house-
topsNanything | ever do."

"Ah well, thenN!" This made, he laughed, all the difference.

But it was too late. "Oh, | don't care now! | SHOULD have liked the
Bowl. But if that won't do there's nothing."

He considered this; he took it in, looking graver again; but after a mo-
ment he qualified. "Yet | shall want some day to give you something."

She wondered at him. "What day?"

"The day you marry. For you WILL marry. You mustNSERIOUSLYN
marry."

Shetook it from him, but it determined in her the only words she was
to have uttered, all the morning, that came out asif a spring had been
pressed. "To make you feel better?"

"Well," he replied frankly, wonderfullyN"it will. But here," he added,
"is your hansom."

He had signalledNthe cabwas charging. Sheput out no hand for their
separation, but she prepared to get in. Before she did so, however, she
said what had been gathering while she waited. "Well, | would marry, |
think, to have something from you in all freedom."
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Part 2
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Chapter 1

Adam Verver, at Fawns, that autumn Sunday, might have beenobserved
to open the door of the billiard-room with a certain freedomNmight

have been observed, that is, had there been a spectator in the field. The
justification of the push he had applied, however, and of the push,
equally sharp, that, to shut himself in, he again appliedNthe ground of
this energy was precisely that he might here, however briefly, find him-
self alone, alone with the handful of letters, newspapers and other un-
opened missives, to which, during and since breakfast, he had lacked op-
portunity to give an eye. The vast, square, clean apartment was empty,
and its large clear windows looked out into spacesof terrace and garden,
of park and woodland and shining artificial lake, of richly-condensed ho-
rizon, all dark blue upland and church-towered village and strong cloud-
shadow, which were, together, athing to createthe sense,with everyone
else at church, of one's having the world to one's self. We share this
world, none the less, for the hour, with Mr. Verver; the very fact of his
striking, as he would have said, for solitude, the fact of his quiet flight,
almost on tiptoe, through tortuous corridors, investing him with an in-
terest that makes our attentionNtender indeed almost to compas-
sionNqualify his achieved isolation. For it may immediately be men-
tioned that this amiable man bethought himself of his personal advant-
age, in general, only when it might appear to him that other advantages,
those of other persons, had successfully put in their claim. It may be
mentioned also that he always figured other personsNsuch was the law
of his natureNas a numerous array, and that, though conscious of but a
single near tie, one affection, one duty deepest-rooted in his life, it had
never, for many minutes together, been his portion not to feel himself
surrounded and committed, never quite been his refreshment to make
out where the many-coloured human appeal, represented by gradations
of tint, diminishing concentric zones of intensity, of importunity, really
faded to the blessed impersonal whiteness for which his vision some-
times ached. It shaded off, the appealNhe would have admitted that; but
he had as yet noted no point at which it positively stopped.
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Thus had grown in him a little habitNhis innermost secret, not con-
fided even to Maggie, though he felt she understood it, as she under-
stood, to his view, everythingNthus had shaped itself the innocent trick
of occasionally making believe that he had no conscience,or at least that
blankness, in the field of duty, did reign for an hour; a small game to
which the few persons near enough to have caught him playing it, and of
whom Mrs. Assingham, for instance, was one, attached indulgently that
idea of quaintness, quite in fact that charm of the pathetic, involved in
the preservation by an adult of one of childhood's toys. When he took a
rare moment "off," he did so with the touching, confessing eyesof a man
of forty-seven caught in the act of handling a relic of infancyNsticking
on the head of a broken soldier or trying the lock of a wooden gun. It
was essentially, in him, the IMITATION of depravityNwhich, for
amusement, as might have been, he practised "keeping up." In spite of
practice he was still imperfect, for these so artlessly-artful interludes
were condemned, by the nature of the case,to brevity. He had fatally
stamped himselfNit was his own faultNa man who could be interrupted
with impunity. The greatest of wonders, moreover, was exactly in this,
that so interrupted a man should ever have got, as the phrase was,
should above all have got so early, to where he was. It argued a special
genius; he was clearly a caseof that. The spark of fire, the point of light,
sat somewhere in his inward vagueness as a lamp before a shrine
twinkles in the dark perspective of a church; and while youth and early
middle-age, while the stiff American breeze of example and opportunity
were blowing upon it hard, had made of the chamber of his brain a
strange workshop of fortune. This establishment, mysterious and almost
anonymous, the windows of which, at hours of highest pressure, never
seemed, for starers and wonderers, perceptibly to glow, must in fact
have been during certain years the scene of an unprecedented, a
miraculous white-heat, the receipt for producing which it was practically
felt that the master of the forge could not have communicated even with
the best intentions.

The essential pulse of the flame, the very action of the cerebral temper-
ature, brought to the highest point, yet extraordinarily containedNthese
facts themselves were the immensity of the result; they were one with
perfection of machinery, they had constituted the kind of acquisitive
power engendered and applied, the necessarytriumph of all operations.
A dim explanation of phenomena once vivid must at all events for the
moment suffice us; it being obviously no account of the matter to throw
on our friend's amiability alone the weight of the demonstration of his
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economic history. Amiability, of a truth, is an aid to success;it has even
been known to be the principle of large accumulations; but the link, for
the mind, is none the lessfatally missing between proof, on such a scale,
of continuity, if of nothing more insolent, in one field, and accessibility to
distraction in every other. Variety of imaginationNwhat is that but fatal,
in the world of affairs, unless so disciplined as not to be distinguished
from monotony? Mr. Verver then, for a fresh, full period, a period be-
traying, extraordinarily, no wasted year, had beeninscrutably monoton-
ous behind an iridescent cloud. The cloud was his native envelopeNthe
soft looseness,so to say, of his temper and tone, not directly expressive
enough, no doubt, to figure an amplitude of folds, but of a quality un-
mistakable for sensitive feelers. He was still reduced, in fine, to getting
his rare moments with himself by feigning a cynicism. His real inability
to maintain the pretence, however, had perhaps not often been better in-
stanced than by his acceptanceof the inevitable to-dayNhis acceptance
of it on the arrival, at the end of a quarter-of-an hour, of that element of
obligation with which he had all the while known he must reckon. A
guarter-of-an- hour of egoism was about as much as he, taking one situ-
ation with another, usually got. Mrs. Ranceopened the doorNmore tent-
atively indeed than he himself had just done; but on the other hand, asif
to make up for this, she pushed forward even more briskly on seeing
him than he had beenmoved to do on seeingnobody. Then, with force, it
came home to him that he had, definitely, a week before, established a
precedent. He did her at least that justiceNit was akind of justice he was
always doing someone.He had on the previous Sunday liked to stop at
home, and he had exposed himself thereby to be caught in the act. To
make this possible, that is, Mrs. Rance had only had to like to do the
sameNthe trick was so easily played. It had not occurred to him to plan
in any way for her absenceNwhich would have destroyed, somehow, in
principle, the propriety of his own presence.If persons under his roof
hadn't a right not to go to church, what became, for a fair mind, of his
own right? His subtlest manoeuvre had been simply to change from the
library to the billiard-room, it being in the library that his guest, or his
daughter's, or the guest of the Miss LutchesNhe scarceknew in which
light to regard herNhad then, and not unnaturally, of course,joined him.
It was urged on him by his memory of the duration of the visit she had
that time, asit were, paid him, that the law of recurrence would already
have got itself enacted. She had spent the whole morning with him, was
still there, in the library, when the others came backNthanks to her hav-
ing beentepid about their taking, Mr. Verver and she, a turn outside. It
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had been as if she looked on that as a kind of subterfugeNalmost as a
form of disloyalty. Yet what was it she had in mind, what did she wish
to make of him beyond what she had already made, a patient, punctili-
ous host, mindful that she had originally arrived much asa stranger, ar-
rived not at all deliberately or yearningly invited?Nso that one posit-
ively had her possible susceptibilities the MORE on one'sconscience.The
Miss Lutches, the sisters from the middle West, were there as friends of
Maggie's, friends of the earlier time; but Mrs. Rance was thereN or at
least had primarily appearedNonly as a friend of the Miss Lutches.

This lady herself was not of the middle WestNshe rather insisted on
itNbut of New Jersey,Rhode Island or Delaware, one of the smallest and
most intimate States:he couldn't remember which, though she insisted
too on that. It was not in himNwe may say it for himNto go so far asto
wonder if their group were next to be recruited by some friend of her
own; and this partly becauseshe had struck him, verily, rather aswant-
ing to get the Miss Lutches themselves away than to extend the actual
circle, and partly, aswell asmore essentially, becausesuch connection as
he enjoyed with the ironic question in general resided substantially less
in a personal use of it than in the habit of seeingit as easyto others. He
was so framed by nature asto be able to keep his inconveniences separ-
ate from his resentments;though indeed if the sum of these latter had at
the most always been small, that was doubtless in some degree a con-
sequence of the fewness of the former. His greatest inconvenience, he
would have admitted, had he analyzed, was in finding it so taken for
granted that, as he had money, he had force. It pressed upon him hard,
and all round, assuredly, this attribution of power. Everyone had need of
one's power, whereas one'sown need, at the best, would have seemedto
be but some trick for not communicating it. The effect of a reserve so
merely, so meanly defensive would in most cases,beyond question, suf-
ficiently discredit the cause;wherefore, though it was complicating to be
perpetually treated as an infinite agent, the outrage was not the greatest
of which a brave man might complain. Complaint, besides,was a luxury,
and he dreaded the imputation of greed. The other, the constant imputa-
tion, that of being able to "do," would have no ground if he hadn't been,
to start withNthis was the pointNprovably luxurious. His lips, some-
how, were closedNand by a spring connected moreover with the action
of his eyes themselves. The latter showed him what he had done,
showed him where he had come out; quite at the top of his hill of diffi-
culty, the tall sharp spiral round which he had begun to wind his ascent
at the age of twenty, and the apex of which was a platform looking
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down, if one would, on the kingdoms of the earth and with standing-
room for but half-a-dozen others.

His eyes,in any case,now saw Mrs. Ranceapproach with an instant
failure to attach to the fact any grossnessof avidity of Mrs. Rance's
ownNor at least to descry any triumphant use even for the luridest im-
pression of her intensity. What was virtually supreme would be her vis-
ion of his having attempted, by his desertion of the library, to mislead
herNwhich in point of fact barely escapedbeing what he had designed.
It was not easyfor him, in spite of accumulations fondly and funnily re-
garded as of systematic practice, not now to be ashamed; the one thing
comparatively easywould be to gloss over his course. The billiard-room
was NOT, at the particular crisis, either a natural or a graceful place for
the nominally main occupant of so large a house to retire toNand this
without prejudice, either, to the fact that his visitor wouldn't, as he ap-
prehended, explicitly make him a scene.Should she frankly denounce
him for a sneak he would simply go to pieces;but he was, after an in-
stant, not afraid of that. Wouldn't she rather, as emphasising their com-
munion, acceptand in a manner exploit the anomaly, treat it perhaps as
romantic or possibly even as comic?Nshow at least that they needn't
mind even though the vast table, draped in brown holland, thrust itself
between them asan expanseof desert sand. Shecouldn't crossthe desert,
but she could, and did, beautifully get round it; so that for him to con-
vert it into an obstacle he would have had to cause himself, asin some
childish game or unbecoming romp, to be pursued, to be genially
hunted. This last was a turn he was well aware the occasion should on
no account take; and there loomed before himNfor the mere momentN
the prospect of her fairly proposing that they should knock about the
balls. That danger certainly, it struck him, he should manage in some
way to deal with. Why too, for that matter, had he need of defences,ma-
terial or other?Nhow was it a question of dangers really to be called
such? The deep danger, the only one that made him, as an idea, posit-
ively turn cold, would have been the possibility of her seeking him in
marriage, of her bringing up between them that terrible issue. Here, for-
tunately, she was powerless, it being apparently so provable against her
that she had a husband in undiminished existence.

Shehad him, it was true, only in America, only in Texas,in Nebraska,
in Arizona or somewhereNsomewhere that, at old Fawns House, in the
county of Kent, scarcely counted as a definite place at all; it showed
somehow, from afar, as so lost, so indistinct and illusory, in the great al-
kali desert of cheap Divorce. She had him even in bondage, poor man,
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had him in contempt, had him in remembrance so imperfect asbarely to
assertitself, but she had him, none the less, in existence unimpeached:
the Miss Lutches had seenhim in the fleshNas they had appeared eager
to mention; though when they were separately questioned their descrip-
tions failed to tally. He would be at the worst, should it come to the
worst, Mrs. Rance'sdifficulty, and he served therefore quite enough as
the stout bulwark of anyone else.This was in truth logic without a flaw,

yet it gave Mr. Verver less comfort than it ought. He feared not only
dangerNhe feared the idea of danger, or in other words feared,
hauntedly, himself. It was above all asa symbol that Mrs. Ranceactually
rose before himNa symbol of the supreme effort that he should have
sooner or later, as he felt, to make. This effort would be to say NoNhe

lived in terror of having to. He should be proposed to at a given mo-
mentNit was only a question of timeNand then he should have to do a
thing that would be extremely disagreeable.He almost wished, on occa-
sion, that he wasn't so sure he WOULD do it. He knew himself, however,
well enough not to doubt: he knew coldly, quite bleakly, where he
would, at the crisis, draw the line. It was Maggie's marriage and
Maggie's finer happinessN happy as he had supposed her beforeNthat

had made the difference; he hadn't in the other time, it now seemedto
him, had to think of such things. They hadn't come up for him, and it
was asif she, positively, had herself kept them down. Shehad only been
his childNwhich she was indeed as much as ever; but there were sides
on which she had protected him as if she were more than a daughter.
Shehad done for him more than he knewN much, and blissfully, as he
always HAD known. If shedid at present more than ever, through hav-
ing what she called the changein his life to make up to him for, his situ-
ation still, all the same, kept pace with her activityNhis situation being
simply that there was more than ever to be done.

There had not yet been quite so much, on all the showing, as since
their return from their twenty months in America, as since their settle-
ment again in England, experimental though it was, and the consequent
sense,now quite established for him, of a domestic air that had cleared
and lightened, producing the effect, for their common personal life, of
wider perspectives and large waiting spaces.It was asif his son-in-law's
presence,even from before his becoming his son-in-law, had somehow
filled the scene and blocked the futureNvery richly and handsomely,
when all was said, not at all inconveniently or in ways not to have been
desired: inasmuch as though the Prince, his measure now practically
taken, was still pretty much the same "big fact," the sky had lifted, the
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horizon receded, the very foreground itself expanded, quite to match
him, quite to keep everything in comfortable scale. At first, certainly,
their decentlittle old-time union, Maggie's and his own, had resembled a
good deal some pleasant public square, in the heart of an old city, into
which a great Palladian church, sayNsomething with a grand architec-
tural frontNhad suddenly beendropped; sothat the rest of the place, the
space in front, the way round, outside, to the east end, the margin of
street and passage,the quantity of over-arching heaven, had been tem-
porarily compromised. Not even then, of atruth, in a manner disconcert-
ingNgiven, that is, for the critical, or at leastthe intelligent, eye,the great
style of the facade and its high place in its class. The phenomenon that
had since occurred, whether originally to have been pronounced calcul-
able or not, had not, naturally, beenthe miracle of a night, but had taken
place so gradually, quietly, easily, that from this vantage of wide,
wooded Fawns, with its eighty rooms, as they said, with its spreading
park, with its acresand acresof garden and its majesty of artificial lakeN
though that, for a person so familiar with the "great" ones, might be
rather ridiculousNno visibility of transition showed, no violence of ad-
justment, in retrospect, emerged. The Palladian church was always there,
but the piazza took care of itself. The sun stared down in his fulness, the
air circulated, and the public not less;the limit stood off, the way round
was easy, the eastend was asfine, in its fashion, as the west, and there
were also side doors for entrance, between the twoNlarge, monumental,
ornamental, in their styleNas for all proper great churches. By some
such process,in fine, had the Prince, for his father-in- law, while remain-
ing solidly a feature, ceased to be, at all ominously, a block.

Mr. Verver, it may further be mentioned, had taken at no moment suf-
ficient alarm to have kept in detail the record of his reassurance;but he
would none the less not have been unable, not really have been indis-
posed, to impart in confidence to the right person his notion of the his-
tory of the matter. The right personNit is equally distinctNhad not, for
this illumination, beenwanting, but had beenencountered in the form of
Fanny Assingham, not for the first time indeed admitted to his counsels,
and who would have doubtless at present, in any case,from plenitude of
interest and with equal guarantees, repeated his secret. It all came then,
the great clearance,from the one prime fact that the Prince, by good for-
tune, hadn't proved angular. He clung to that description of his
daughter's husband as he often did to terms and phrases, in the human,
the social connection, that he had found for himself: it was his way to
have times of using these constantly, as if they just then lighted the
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world, or his own path in it, for himNeven when for some of his inter-
locutors they covered lessground. It was true that with Mrs. Assingham
he never felt quite sure of the ground anything covered; she disputed
with him so little, agreed with him so much, surrounded him with such
systematic consideration, such predetermined tenderness,that it was al-
mostNwhich he had once told her in irritation asif she were nursing a
sick baby. He had accusedher of not taking him seriously, and she had
repliedNas from her it couldn't frighten himNthat she took him reli-
giously, adoringly. Shehad laughed again, asshe had laughed before, on
his producing for her that good right word about the happy issue of his
connection with the PrinceNwith an effect the more odd perhaps as she
had not contested its value. She couldn't of course, however, be, at the
best, as much in love with his discovery as he was himself. He was so
much sothat he fairly worked itNto his own comfort; camein fact some-
times near publicly pointing the moral of what might have occurred if
friction, soto speak, had occurred. He pointed it frankly one day to the
personage in question, mentioned to the Prince the particular justice he
did him, was even explicit asto the danger that, in their remarkable rela-
tion, they had thus escaped.Oh, if he HAD been angular!Nwho could
say what might THEN have happened? He spokeNand it was the way
he had spoken to Mrs. Assingham tooNas if he grasped the facts,
without exception, for which angularity stood.

It figured for him, clearly, asafinal idea, a conception of the last vivid-
ness. He might have been signifying by it the sharp corners and hard
edges,all the stony pointedness, the grand right geometry of his spread-
ing Palladian church. Justso, he was insensible to no feature of the feli-
city of a contact that, beguilingly, almost confoundingly, was a contact
but with practically yielding lines and curved surfaces. "You're round,
my boy," he had saidN"you're ALL, you're variously and inexhaustibly
round, when you might, by all the chances, have been abominably
square. I'm not sure, for that matter,” he had added, "that you're not
square in the general massNwhether abominably or not. The abomina-
tion isn't a question, for you're inveterately roundNthat's what |
meanNin the detail. It's the sort of thing, in you, that one feelsNor at
least| doNwith one'shand. Sayyou had beenformed, all over, in alot of
little pyramidal lozengeslike that wonderful side of the Ducal Palacein
VeniceNso lovely in a building, but sodamnable, for rubbing against, in
a man, and especially in a near relation. | can see them all from
hereNeach of them sticking out by itselfNall the architectural cut dia-
monds that would have scratched one's softer sides. One would have
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been scratched by diamondsNdoubtless the neatestway if one was to be
scratched at allNbut one would have been more or less reduced to a
hash. As it is, for living with, you're a pure and perfect crystal. | give you
my ideaNI think you ought to have itNjust asit has come to me." The
Prince had taken the idea, in his way, for he was well accustomed, by
this time, to taking; and nothing perhaps even could more have con-
firmed Mr. Verver's account of his surface than the manner in which
these golden drops evenly flowed over it. They caught in no interstice,
they gathered in no concavity; the uniform smoothnessbetrayed the dew
but by showing for the moment a richer tone. The young man, in other
words, unconfusedly smiledNthough indeed as if assenting, from prin-
ciple and habit, to more than he understood. He liked all signs that
things were well, but he cared rather less WHY they were.

In regard to the people among whom he had since his marriage been
living, the reasonsthey so frequently gaveNso much oftener than he had
ever heard reasonsgiven beforeNremained on the whole the element by
which he most differed from them; and his father-in- law and his wife
were, after all, only first among the people among whom he had been
living. He was never even yet sure of how, at this, that or the other point,
he would strike them; they felt remarkably, so often, things he hadn't
meant, and missed not lessremarkably, and not lessoften, things he had.
He had fallen back on his general explanationN"We haven't the same
values;" by which he understood the same measure of importance. His
“curves" apparently were important becausethey had been unexpected,
or, still more, unconceived; whereas when one had always, asin his re-
legated old world, taken curves, and in much greater quantities too, for
granted, one was no more surprised at the resulting feasibility of inter-
course than one was surprised at being upstairs in a house that had a
staircase.He had in fact on this occasiondisposed alertly enough of the
subject of Mr. Verver's approbation. The promptitude of his answer, we
may in fact well surmise, had sprung not a little from a particular
kindled remembrance; this had given his acknowledgment its easiest
turn. "Oh, if I'm acrystal I'm delighted that I'm a perfect one, for | believe
that they sometimes have cracks and flawsNin which casethey're to be
had very cheap!" He had stopped short of the emphasis it would have
given his joke to add that there had been certainly no having HIM cheap;
and it was doubtless a mark of the good taste practically reigning
between them that Mr. Verver had not, on his side either, taken up the
opportunity. It is the latter's relation to such aspects,however, that now
most concerns us, and the bearing of his pleased view of this absenceof
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friction upon Amerigo's character asa representative precious object. Re-
presentative precious objects, great ancient pictures and other works of
art, fine eminent "pieces" in gold, in silver, in enamel, majolica, ivory,
bronze, had for a number of years so multiplied themselves round him
and, as a general challenge to acquisition and appreciation, so engaged
all the faculties of his mind, that the instinct, the particular sharpened
appetite of the collector, had fairly served asa basisfor his acceptanceof
the Prince's suit.

Over and above the signal fact of the impression made on Maggie her-
self, the aspirant to his daughter's hand showed somehow the great
marks and signs, stood before him with the high authenticities, he had
learned to look for in pieces of the first order. Adam Verver knew, by
this time, knew thoroughly; no man in Europe or in America, he
privately believed, was less capable, in such estimates, of vulgar mis-
takes. He had never spoken of himself asinfallibleNit was not his way;
but, apart from the natural affections, he had acquainted himself with no
greater joy, of the intimately personal type, than the joy of his originally
coming to feel, and all so unexpectedly, that he had in him the spirit of
the connoisseur. He had, like many other persons, in the course of his
reading, been struck with Keats's sonnet about stout Cortez in the pres-
ence of the Pacific; but few persons, probably, had so devoutly fitted the
poet's grand image to a fact of experience. It consorted so with Mr.
Verver's consciousnessof the way in which, at a given moment, he had
stared at HIS Pacific, that a couple of perusals of the immortal lines had
sufficed to stamp them in his memory. His “"peak in Darien" was the sud-
den hour that had transformed his life, the hour of his perceiving with a
mute inward gasp akin to the low moan of apprehensive passion, that a
world was left him to conquer and that he might conquer it if he tried. It
had beenaturning of the page of the book of lifeNas if a leaf long inert
had moved at a touch and, eagerly reversed, had made such a stir of the
air assentup into his facethe very breath of the Golden Isles. To rifle the
Golden Isles had, on the spot, become the business of his future, and
with the sweetnessof itNwhat was most wondrous of allNstill more
even in the thought than in the act. The thought was that of the affinity
of Genius, or at least of Taste, with something in himselfNwith the
dormant intelligence of which he had thus almost violently become
aware and that affected him as changing by a mere revolution of the
screw his whole intellectual plane. He was equal, somehow, with the
great seers,the invokers and encouragers of beautyNand he didn't after
all perhaps dangle so far below the great producers and creators. He had
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been nothing of that kind before-too decidedly, too dreadfully not; but
now he saw why he had beenwhat he had, why he had failed and fallen
short even in huge success;now he read into his career, in one single
magnificent night, the immense meaning it had waited for.

It was during his first visit to Europe after the death of his wife, when
his daughter was ten years old, that the light, in his mind, had so
brokenNand he had even made out at that time why, on an earlier occa-
sion, the journey of his honeymoon year, it had still been closely covered.
He had "bought" then, so far as he had been able, but he had bought al-
most wholly for the frail, fluttered creature at his side, who had had her
fancies, decidedly, but all for the art, then wonderful to both of them, of
the Rue de la Paix, the costly authenticities of dressmakersand jewellers.
Her flutterNpale disconcerted ghost as she actually was, a broken white
flower tied round, almost grotesquely for his present sense,with a huge
satin "bow" of the BoulevardNher flutter had been mainly that of rib-
bons, frills and fine fabrics; all funny, pathetic evidence, for memory, of
the bewilderments overtaking them as a bridal pair confronted with op-
portunity. He could wince, fairly, still, as he remembered the sensein
which the poor girl's pressure had, under his fond encouragement in-
deed, beenexerted in favour of purchase and curiosity. Thesewere wan-
dering images, out of the earlier dusk, that threw her back, for his pity,
into a past more remote than he liked their common past, their young af-
fection, to appear. It would have had to be admitted, to an insistent criti-
cism, that Maggie's mother, all too strangely, had not so much failed of
faith as of the right application of it; since she had exercised it eagerly
and restlessly, made it a pretext for innocent perversities in respect to
which philosophic time was at, last to reduce all groans to gentleness.
And they had loved eachother sothat his own intelligence, on the higher
line, had temporarily paid for it. The futilities, the enormities, the de-
pravities, of decoration and ingenuity, that, before his sense was un-
sealed, she had made him think lovely! Musing, reconsidering little man
that he was, and addicted to silent pleasuresNas he was accessibleto si-
lent painsNhe even sometimes wondered what would have become of
his intelligence, in the spherein which it was to learn more and more ex-
clusively to play, if his wife's influence upon it had not been, in the
strange schemeof things, so promptly removed. Would she have led him
altogether, attached as he was to her, into the wilderness of mere mis-
takes?Would she have prevented him from ever scaling his vertiginous
Peak?Nor would she, otherwise, have been able to accompany him to
that eminence, where he might have pointed out to her, as Cortez to HIS
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companions, the revelation vouchsafed? No companion of Cortez had
presumably beenareal lady: Mr. Verver allowed that historic fact to de-
termine his inference.
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Chapter 2

What was at all events not permanently hidden from him was a truth
much less invidious about his years of darkness. It was the strange
schemeof things again: the years of darkness had beenneeded to render
possible the years of light. A wiser hand than he at first knew had kept
him hard at acquisition of one sort asa perfect preliminary to acquisition
of another, and the preliminary would have been weak and wanting if
the good faith of it had been less. His comparative blindness had made
the good faith, which in its turn had made the soil propitious for the
flower of the supreme idea. He had had to LIKE forging and sweating,
he had had to like polishing and piling up his arms. They were things at
least he had had to believe he liked, just ashe had believed he liked tran-
scendent calculation and imaginative gambling all for themselves, the
creation of "interests" that were the extinction of other interests, the livid
vulgarity, even, of getting in, or getting out, first. That had of course
been so far from really the caseNwith the supreme idea, all the while,
growing and striking deep, under everything, in the warm, rich earth.
He had stood unknowing, he had walked and worked where it was bur-
led, and the fact itself, the fact of his fortune, would have been a barren
fact enough if the first sharp tender shoot had never struggled into day.
There on one side was the ugliness his middle time had been spared;
there on the other, from all the portents, was the beauty with which his
agemight still be crowned. He was happier, doubtless, than he deserved;
but THAT, when one was happy at all, it was easy to be. He had
wrought by devious ways, but he had reached the place, and what
would ever have been straighter, in any man's life, than his way, now, of
occupying it? It hadn't merely, his plan, all the sanctions of civilization; it
was positively civilization condensed, concrete, consummate, set down
by his hands as a house on a rockNa house from whose open doors and
windows, open to grateful, to thirsty millions, the higher, the highest
knowledge would shine out to blessthe land. In this house, designed as
a gift, primarily, to the people of his adoptive city and native State,the
urgency of whose release from the bondage of ugliness he was in a
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position to measureNin this museum of museums, a palace of art which
was to show for compact as a Greek temple was compact, a receptacle of
treasures sifted to positive sanctity, his spirit to-day almost altogether
lived, making up, ashe would have said, for lost time and haunting the
portico in anticipation of the final rites.

Thesewould be the "opening exercises,"the august dedication of the
place. His imagination, he was well aware, got over the ground faster
than his judgment; there was much still to do for the production of his
first effect. Foundations were laid and walls were rising, the structure of
the shell all determined; but raw haste was forbidden him in a connec-
tion so intimate with the highest effects of patience and piety; he should
belie himself by completing without a touch at least of the majesty of
delay a monument to the religion he wished to propagate, the exemplary
passion, the passion for perfection at any price. He was far from know-
ing as yet where he would end, but he was admirably definite as to
where he wouldn't begin. He wouldn't begin with a small showNhe
would begin with a great, and he could scarcehave indicated, even had
he wished to try, the line of division he had drawn. He had taken no
trouble to indicate it to his fellow- citizens, purveyors and consumers,in
his own and the circumjacent commonwealths, of comic matter in large
lettering, diurnally "setup," printed, published, folded and delivered, at
the expense of his presumptuous emulation of the snail. The snail had
become for him, under this ironic suggestion, the loveliest beast in
nature, and his return to England, of which we are present witnesses,
had not been unconnected with the appreciation so determined. It
marked what he liked to mark, that he needed, on the matter in question,
instruction from no one on earth. A couple of years of Europe again, of
renewed nearnessto changes and chances, refreshed sensibility to the
currents of the market, would fall in with the consistency of wisdom, the
particular shade of enlightened conviction, that he wished to observe. It
didn't look like much for awhole family to hang about waiting- they be-
ing now, since the birth of his grandson, a whole family; and there was
henceforth only one ground in all the world, he felt, on which the ques-
tion of appearancewould ever really again count for him. He cared that
awork of art of price should "look like" the master to whom it might per-
haps be deceitfully attributed; but he had ceasedon the whole to know
any matter of the rest of life by its looks.

He took life in general higher up the stream; so far as he was not actu-
ally taking it asa collector, he was taking it, decidedly, as a grandfather.
In the way of precious small pieces he had handled nothing so precious
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as the Principino, his daughter's first-born, whose Italian designation
endlessly amused him and whom he could manipulate and dandle,
already almost toss and catch again, as he couldn't a correspondingly
rare morsel of an earlier pate tendre. He could take the small clutching
child from his nurse's arms with an iteration grimly discountenanced, in
respectto their contents, by the glass doors of high cabinets. Something
clearly beatific in this new relation had, moreover, without doubt, con-
firmed for him the sensethat none of his silent answers to public detrac-
tion, to local vulgarity, had ever beenso legitimately straight asthe mere
element of attitudeNreduce it, he said, to thatNin his easy weeks at
Fawns. The element of attitude was all he wanted of theseweeks, and he
was enjoying it on the spot, even more than he had hoped: enjoying it in
spite of Mrs. Ranceand the Miss Lutches; in spite of the small worry of
his belief that Fanny Assingham had really something for him that she
was keeping back; in spite of his full consciousness,overflowing the cup
like a wine too generously poured, that if he had consentedto marry his
daughter, and thereby to make, asit were, the difference, what surroun-
ded him now was, exactly, consentvivified, marriage demonstrated, the
difference, in fine, definitely made. He could call back his prior, his own
wedded consciousnessNit was not yet out of range of vague reflection.
He had supposed himself, above all he had supposed his wife, as mar-
ried asanyone could be, and yet he wondered if their state had deserved
the name, or their union worn the beauty, in the degree to which the
couple now before him carried the matter. In especial since the birth of
their boy, in New YorkNthe grand climax of their recent American peri-
od, brought to so right an issueNthe happy pair struck him as having
carried it higher, deeper, further; to where it ceasedto concern his ima-
gination, at any rate, to follow them. Extraordinary, beyond question,
was one branch of his characteristic mute wondermentNit characterised
above all, with its subject before it, his modesty: the strange dim doubt,
waking up for him at the end of the years, of whether Maggie's mother
had, after all, been capable of the maximum. The maximum of tender-
nesshe meantNas the terms existed for him; the maximum of immersion
in the fact of being married. Maggie herself was capable; Maggie herself
at this season,was, exquisitely, divinely, the maximum: such was the im-
pression that, positively holding off a little for the practical, the tactful
consideration it inspired in him, a respectfor the beauty and sanctity of
it almost amounting to awe Nsuch was the impression he daily received
from her. She was her mother, oh yesNbut her mother and something
more; it becoming thus a new light for him, and in such a curious way

91



too, that anything more than her mother should prove at this time of day
possible.

He could live over again at almost any quiet moment the long process
of his introduction to his present interestsNan introduction that had de-
pended all on himself, like the "cheek" of the young man who ap-
proaches a boss without credentials or picks up an acquaintance, makes
even areal friend, by speaking to a passerin the street. HIS real friend, in
all the business,was to have beenhis own mind, with which nobody had
put him in relation. He had knocked at the door of that essentially
private house, and his call, in truth, had not beenimmediately answered,
sothat when, after waiting and coming back, he had at last got in, it was,
twirling his hat, asan embarrassedstranger, or, trying his keys, asa thief
at night. He had gained confidence only with time, but when he had
taken real possessionof the place it had been never again to come away.
All of which successrepresented, it must be allowed, his one principle of
pride. Pride in the mere original spring, pride in his money, would have
been pride in something that had come, in comparison, so easily. The
right ground for elation was difficulty mastered, and his diffi-
cultyNthanks to his modestyNhad been to believe in his facility. THIS
was the problem he had worked out to its solutionNthe solution that
was now doing more than all else to make his feet settle and his days
flush; and when he wished to feel "good," asthey said at American City,
he had but to retrace his immense development. That was what the
whole thing came back toNthat the development had not been
somebody's else passing falsely, accepted too ignobly, for his. To think
how servile he might have beenwas absolutely to respecthimself, was in
fact, as much as he liked, to admire himself, as free. The very finest
spring that ever responded to his touch was always there to pressNthe
memory of his freedom asdawning upon him, like a sunrise all pink and
silver, during a winter divided between Florence, Rome and Naples
somethree years after his wife's death. It was the hushed daybreak of the
Roman revelation in particular that he could usually best recover, with
the way that there, above all, where the princes and Popeshad been be-
fore him, his divination of his faculty most went to his head. He was a
plain American citizen, staying at an hotel where, sometimes, for days
together, there were twenty others like him; but no Pope, no prince of
them all had read a richer meaning, he believed, into the character of the
Patron of Art. He was ashamed of them really, if he wasn't afraid, and he
had on the whole never so climbed to the tip-top asin judging, over a
perusal of Hermann Grimm, where Julius Il and Leo X were "placed" by

92



their treatment of Michael Angelo. Far below the plain American cit-
izenNin the caseat leastin which this personage happened not to be too
plain to be Adam Verver. Going to our friend's head, moreover, some of
the results of such comparisons may doubtless be described as having
stayed there. His freedom to seeNof which the comparisons were
partNwhat could it do but steadily grow and grow?

It came perhaps even too much to stand to him for ALL freedomN
since, for example, it was as much there as ever at the very time of Mrs.
Rance'sconspiring against him, at Fawns, with the billiard-room and the
Sunday morning, on the occasionround which we have perhaps drawn
our circle too wide. Mrs. Ranceat least controlled practically each other
license of the present and the near future: the license to passthe hour as
he would have found convenient; the license to stop remembering, for a
little, that, though if proposed toNand not only by this aspirant but by
any otherNhe wouldn't prove foolish, the proof of wisdom was none the
less, in such a fashion, rather cruelly conditioned; the license in especial
to proceed from his letters to his journals and insulate, orientate, himself
afresh by the sound, over his gained interval, of the many-mouthed
monster the exercise of whose lungs he so constantly stimulated. Mrs.
Ranceremained with him till the others came back from church, and it
was by that time clearer than ever that his ordeal, when it should arrive,
would be really most unpleasant. His impressionNthis was the
pointNtook somehow the form not so much of her wanting to press
home her own advantage as of her building better than she knew; that is
of her symbolising, with virtual unconsciousness,his own special defi-
ciency, his unfortunate lack of a wife to whom applications could be re-
ferred. The applications, the contingencies with which Mrs. Rancestruck
him as potentially bristling, were not of a sort, really, to be met by one's
self. And the possibility of them, when his visitor said, or as good as
said, "I'm restrained, you see,becauseof Mr. Rance,and also becausel'm
proud and refined; but if it WASN'T for Mr. Rance and for my refine-
ment and my pride!"Nthe possibility of them, | say, turned to a great
murmurous rustle, of a volume to fill the future; arustle of petticoats, of
scented, many-paged letters, of voices as to which, distinguish them-
selvesasthey might from eachother, it mattered little in what part of the
resounding country they had learned to make themselves prevail. The
Assinghams and the Miss Lutches had taken the walk, through the park,
to the little old church, "on the property,” that our friend had often found
himself wishing he were able to transport, as it stood, for its simple
sweetness,in a glass case,to one of his exhibitory halls; while Maggie
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had induced her husband, not inveterate in such practices, to make with
her, by carriage, the somewhat longer pilgrimage to the nearest altar,
modest though it happened to be, of the faithNher own asit had been
her mother's, and as Mr. Verver himself had been loosely willing, al-
ways, to let it be taken for hisNwithout the solid easeof which, making
the stage firm and smooth, the drama of her marriage might not have
been acted out.

What at last appeared to have happened, however, was that the di-
vided parties, coming back at the same moment, had met outside and
then drifted together, from empty room to room, yet not in mere aimless
guest of the pair of companions they had left at home. The quest had car-
ried them to the door of the billiard- room, and their appearance, as it
opened to admit them, determined for Adam Verver, in the oddest way
in the world, a new and sharp perception. It was really remarkable: this
perception expanded, on the spot, as a flower, one of the strangest,
might, at a breath, have suddenly opened. The breath, for that matter,
was more than anything else, the look in his daughter's eyesNthe look
with which he SAW her take in exactly what had occurred in her ab-
sence:Mrs. Rance'spursuit of him to this remote locality, the spirit and
the very form, perfectly characteristic, of his acceptanceof the complica-
tionNthe seal set, in short, unmistakably, on one of Maggie's anxieties.
The anxiety, it was true, would have been, even though not imparted,
separately shared; for Fanny Assingham's face was, by the same stroke,
not at all thickly veiled for him, and a queer light, of a colour quite to
match, fairly glittered in the four fine eyes of the Miss Lutches. Each of
these personsNcounting out, that is, the Prince and the Colonel, who
didn't care, and who didn't even see that the others didNknew
something, or had at any rate had her idea; the idea, precisely, that this
was what Mrs. Rance,artfully biding her time, WOULD do. The special
shade of apprehension on the part of the Miss Lutches might indeed
have suggestedthe vision of an energy supremely asserted. It was droll,
in truth, if one came to that, the position of the Miss Lutches: they had
themselves brought, they had guilelessly introduced Mrs. Rance, strong
in the fact of Mr. Rance'shaving beenliterally beheld of them; and it was
now for them, positively, asif their handful of flowersNsince Mrs. Rance
was a handfullNhad been but the vehicle of a dangerous snake. Mr.
Verver fairly felt in the air the Miss Lutches' imputationNin the intensity
of which, really, his own propriety might have been involved.

That, none the less,was but a flicker; what made the real difference, as
| have hinted, was his mute passagewith Maggie. His daughter's anxiety
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alone had depths, and it opened out for him the wider that it was alto-
gether new. When, in their common past, when till this moment, had she
shown a fear, however dumbly, for his individual life? They had had
fears together, just asthey had had joys, but all of hers, at least, had been
for what equally concerned them. Here of a sudden was a question that
concerned him alone, and the soundless explosion of it somehow
marked a date. He was on her mind, he was even in a manner on her
handsNas a distinct thing, that is, from being, where he had always
been, merely deep in her heart and in her life; too deep down, asit were,
to be disengaged, contrasted or opposed, in short objectively presented.
But time finally had done it; their relation was altered: he SAW, again,
the difference lighted for her. This marked it to himselfNand it wasn't a
guestion simply of a Mrs. Rancethe more or the less.For Maggie too, at a
stroke, almost beneficently, their visitor had, from being an inconveni-
ence,becomea sign. They had made vacant, by their marriage, his imme-
diate foreground, his personal precinctNthey being the Princessand the
Prince. They had made room in it for othersNso others had become
aware. He became aware himself, for that matter, during the minute
Maggie stood there before speaking; and with the sense,moreover, of
what he saw her see,he had the senseof what she saw HIM. This last, it
may be added, would have been his intensest perception had there not,
the next instant, been more for him in Fanny Assingham. Her face
couldn't keep it from him; she had seen, on top of everything, in her
quick way, what they both were seeing.
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Chapter

So much mute communication was doubtless, all this time, marvellous,
and we may confessto having perhaps read into the scene,prematurely,
a critical character that took longer to develop. Yet the quiet hour of re-
union enjoyed that afternoon by the father and the daughter did really
little elsethan deal with the elements definitely presented to eachin the
vibration produced by the return of the church-goers. Nothing allusive,
nothing at all insistent, passed between them either before or immedi-
ately after luncheonNexcept indeed so far as their failure soon again to
meet might be itself an accident charged with reference.The hour or two
after luncheonNand on Sundays with especialrigour, for one of the do-
mestic reasonsof which it belonged to Maggie quite multitudinously to
take accountNwere habitually spent by the Princesswith her little boy,
in whose apartment she either frequently found her father already estab-
lished or was sooner or later joined by him. His visit to his grandson, at
some hour or other, held its place, in his day, against all interventions,
and this without counting his grandson's visits to HIM, scarcely less
ordered and timed, and the odd bits, as he called them, that they picked
up together when they couldNcommunions snatched, for the most part,
on the terrace, in the gardens or the park, while the Principino, with
much pomp and circumstance of perambulator, parasol, fine lace over-
veiling and incorruptible female attendance, took the air. In the private
apartments, which, occupying in the great house the larger part of a
wing of their own, were not much more easily accessiblethan if the place
had been a royal palace and the small child an heir-apparentNin the
nursery of nurseries the talk, at theseinstituted times, was always so pre-
vailingly with or about the master of the scenethat other interests and
other topics had fairly learned to avoid the slighting and inadequate no-
tice there taken of them. They camein, at the best, but asinvolved in the
little boy's future, his past, or his comprehensive present, never getting
so much as a chanceto plead their own merits or to complain of being
neglected. Nothing perhaps, in truth, had done more than this united
participation to confirm in the elder parties that senseof a life not only
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uninterrupted but more deeply associated, more largely combined, of
which, on Adam Verver's behalf, we have made some mention. It was of
course an old story and a familiar idea that a beautiful baby could take
its place as a new link between a wife and a husband, but Maggie and
her father had, with every ingenuity, converted the precious creature in-
to a link between a mamma and a grandpapa. The Principino, for a
chance spectator of this process, might have become, by an untoward
stroke, a hapless half-orphan, with the place of immediate male parent
swept bare and open to the next nearest sympathy.

They had no occasionthus, the conjoined worshippers, to talk of what
the Prince might be or might do for his sonNthe sum of service, in his
absence,so completely filled itself out. It was not in the least, moreover,
that there was doubt of him, for he was conspicuously addicted to the
manipulation of the child, in the frank Italian way, at such moments as
he judged discreet in respectto other claims: conspicuously, indeed, that
Is, for Maggie, who had more occasion, on the whole, to speak to her
husband of the extravagance of her father than to speakto her father of
the extravagance of her husband. Adam Verver had, all round, in this
connection, his own serenity. He was sure of his son-in-law's auxiliary
admirationNadmiration, he meant, of his grand-son; since, to begin
with, what elsehad beenat work but the instinctNor it might fairly have
beenthe traditionNof the latter's making the child so solidly beautiful as
to HAVE to be admired? What contributed most to harmony in this play
of relations, however, was the way the young man seemedto leave it to
be gathered that, tradition for tradition, the grandpapa's own was not, in
any estimate, to go for nothing. A tradition, or whatever it was, that had
flowered prelusively in the Princess herselfNwell, Amerigo's very dis-
cretions were his way of taking account of it. His discriminations in re-
spectto his heir were, in fine, not more angular than any others to be ob-
served in him; and Mr. Verver received perhaps from no source so dis-
tinct an impression of being for him an odd and important phenomenon
as he received from this impunity of appropriation, these unchallenged
nursery hours. It was asif the grandpapa's special show of the character
were but another side for the observer to study, another item for him to
note. It came back, this latter personage knew, to his own previous per-
ceptionNthat of the Prince'sinability, in any matter in which he was con-
cerned, to CONCLUDE. The idiosyncrasy, for him, at each stage, had to
be demonstratedNon which, however, he admirably accepted it. This
last was, after all, the point; he really worked, poor young man, for ac-
ceptance, since he worked so constantly for comprehension. And how,
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when you cameto that, COULD you know that a horse wouldn't shy at a
brass-band, in a country road, becauseit didn't shy at a traction-engine?
It might have been brought up to traction-engines without having been
brought up to brass-bands. Little by little, thus, from month to month,
the Prince was learning what his wife's father had been brought up to;
and now it could be checked off\he had been brought, up to the ro-
mantic view of principini. Who would have thought it, and where would
it all stop? The only fear somewhat sharp for Mr. Verver was a certain
fear of disappointing him for strangeness.He felt that the evidence he
offered, thus viewed, was too much on the positive side. He didn't
knowNhe was learning, and it was funny for himNto how many things
he HAD been brought up. If the Prince could only strike something to
which he hadn't! This wouldn't, it seemedto him, ruffle the smoothness,
and yet MIGHT, a little, add to the interest.

What was now clear, at all events, for the father and the daughter, was
their simply knowing they wanted, for the time, to be togetherNat any
cost, as it were; and their necessity so worked in them asto bear them
out of the house, in a quarter hidden from that in which their friends
were gathered, and causethem to wander, unseen, unfollowed, along a
covered walk in the "old" garden, asit was called, old with an antiquity
of formal things, high box and shaped yew and expansesof brick wall
that had turned at onceto purple and to pink. They went out of a door in
the wall, a door that had a slab with a date setabove it, 1713,but in the
old multiplied lettering, and then had before them a small white gate, in-
tensely white and clean amid all the greenness, through which they
gradually passed to where some of the grandest trees spaciously
clustered and where they would find one of the quietest places.A bench
had been placed, long ago, beneath a great oak that helped to crown a
mild eminence, and the ground sank away below it, to rise again, oppos-
ite, at a distance sufficient to enclosethe solitude and figure a bosky hori-
zon. Summer, blissfully, was with them yet, and the low sun made a
splash of light where it pierced the looser shade; Maggie, coming down
to go out, had brought a parasol, which, as,over her charming bare head,
she now handled it, gave, with the big straw hat that her father in these
days always wore a good deal tipped back, definite intention to their
walk. They knew the bench; it was "sequestered"Nthey had praised it for
that together, before, and liked the word; and after they had begun to
linger there they could have smiled (if they hadn't been really too seri-
ous, and if the question hadn't so soon ceasedto matter), over the prob-
able wonder of the others as to what would have become of them.
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The extent to which they enjoyed their indifference to any judgment of
their want of ceremony, what did that of itself speak but for the way
that, as a rule, they almost equally had others on their mind? They each
knew that both were full of the superstition of not "hurting,” but might
precisely have been asking themselves, asking in fact each other, at this
moment, whether that was to be, after all, the last word of their conscien-
tious development. Certain it was, at all events, that, in addition to the
Assinghams and the Lutches and Mrs. Rance,the attendance at tea, just
in the right place on the west terrace, might perfectly comprise the four
or five personsNamong them the very pretty, the typically Irish Miss
Maddock, vaunted, announced and now broughtNfrom the couple of
other housesnear enough, one of these the minor residence Of their pro-
prietor, established, thriftily, while he hired out his ancestralhome, with-
in sight and senseof his profit. It was not less certain, either, that, for
oncein away, the group in question must all take the caseasthey found
it. Fanny Assingham, at any time, for that matter, might perfectly be
trusted to seeMr. Verver and his daughter, to seetheir reputation for a
decent friendliness, through any momentary danger; might be trusted
even to carry off their absencefor Amerigo, for Amerigo's possible funny
Italian anxiety; Amerigo always being, as the Princesswas well aware,
conveniently amenable to this friend's explanations, beguilements, reas-
surances,and perhaps in fact rather more than less dependent on them
as his new lifeNsince that was his own name for itNopened out. It was
no secretto MaggieNit was indeed positively a public joke for herNthat
she couldn't explain as Mrs. Assingham did, and that, the Prince liking
explanations, liking them almost asif he collected them, in the manner of
book-plates or postage-stamps,for themselves, his requisition of this lux-
ury had to be met. He didn't seemto want them as yet for useNrather
for ornament and amusement, innocent amusement of the kind he most
fancied and that was so characteristic of his blessed, beautiful, general,
slightly indolent lack of more dissipated, or even just of more sophistic-
ated, tastes.

However that might be, the dear woman had come to be frankly and
gaily recognisedNand not least by herselfNas filling in the intimate little
circle an office that was not always a sinecure. It was almost asif she had
taken, with her kind, melancholy Colonel at her heels, a responsible en-
gagement; to be within call, asit were, for all those appeals that sprang
out of talk, that sprang not a little, doubtless too, out of leisure. It natur-
ally led her position in the household, as, she called it, to considerable
frequency of presence,to visits, from the good couple, freely repeated
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and prolonged, and not so much asunder form of protest. Shewas there
to keep him quietNit was Amerigo's own description of her influence;
and it would only have needed a more visible disposition to unrest in
him to make the account perfectly fit. Fanny herself limited indeed, she
minimised, her office; you didn't need a jailor, she contended, for a do-
mesticated lamb tied up with pink ribbon. This was not an animal to be
controlledNit was an animal to be, at the most, educated. She admitted
accordingly that she was educativeNwhich Maggie was so aware that
she herself, inevitably, wasn't; so it came round to being true that what
she was most in charge of was his mere intelligence. This left, goodness
knew, plenty of different calls for Maggie to meetNin a casein which so
much pink ribbon, as it might be symbolically named, was lavished on
the creature. What it all amounted to, at any rate, was that Mrs. Assing-
ham would be keeping him quiet now, while his wife and his father-in-
law carried out their own little frugal picnic; quite moreover, doubtless,
not much lessneededly in respectto the members of the circle that were
with them there than in respectto the pair they were missing almost for
the first time. It was present to Maggie that the Prince could bear, when
he was with his wife, almost any queernesson the part of people, strange
English types, who bored him, beyond convenience, by being so little as
he himself was; for this was one of the ways in which a wife was practic-
ally sustaining. But she was as positively aware that she hadn't yet
learned to seehim as meeting such exposure in her absence.How did he
move and talk, how above all did he, or how WOULD he, lookNhe who,
with his so nobly handsome face, could look such wonderful thingsNin

caseof being left alone with some of the subjects of his wonder? There
were subjects for wonder among these very neighbours; only Maggie
herself had her own odd wayNwhich didn't moreover the least irritate
himNof really liking them in proportion as they could strike her as
strange. It came out in her by heredity, he amused himself with declar-
ing, this love of chinoiseries; but she actually this evening didn't
mindNhe might deal with her Chinese as he could.

Maggie indeed would always have had for such moments, had they
oftener occurred, the impression made on her by a word of Mrs.
Assingham's, a word referring precisely to that appetite in Amerigo for
the explanatory which we have just found in our path. It wasn't that the
Princesscould be indebted to another person, even to so clever a one as
this friend, for seeing anything in her husband that she mightn't seeun-
aided; but she had ever, hitherto, been of a nature to acceptwith modest
gratitude any better description of a felt truth than her little limitsN
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terribly marked, she knew, in the direction of saying the right
thingsNenabled her to make. Thus it was, at any rate, that she was able
to live more or lessin the light of the fact expressedso lucidly by their
common comforterNthe fact that the Prince was saving up, for some
very mysterious but very fine eventual purpose, all the wisdom, all the
answers to his questions, all the impressions and generalisations, he
gathered; putting them away and packing them down because he
wanted his great gun to be loaded to the brim on the day he should de-
cide to let it off. He wanted first to make sure of the whole of the subject
that was unrolling itself before him; after which the innumerable facts he
had collected would find their use. He knew what he was aboutN trust
him at last therefore to make, and to some effect, his big noise. And Mrs.
Assingham had repeated that he knew what he was about. It was the
happy form of this assurancethat had remained with Maggie; it could al-
ways come in for her that Amerigo knew what he was about. He might
at moments seemvague, seemabsent,seemeven bored: this when, away
from her father, with whom it was impossible for him to appear any-
thing but respectfully occupied, he let his native gaiety go in outbreaks
of song, or even of quite whimsical senselesssound, either expressive of
intimate relaxation or else fantastically plaintive. He might at times re-
flect with the frankest lucidity on the circumstance that the casewas for a
good while yet absolutely settled in regard to what he still had left, at
home, of his very own; in regard to the main seat of his affection, the
house in Rome, the big black palace,the Palazzo Nero, as he was fond of
naming it, and also on the question of the villa in the Sabinehills, which
she had, at the time of their engagement, seenand yearned over, and the
Castello proper, described by him always as the "perched" place, that
had, as she knew, formerly stood up, on the pedestal of its mountain-
slope, showing beautifully blue from afar, as the head and front of the
princedom. He might rejoice in certain moods over the so long-estranged
state of these properties, not indeed all irreclaimably alienated, but en-
cumbered with unending leasesand charges, with obstinate occupants,
with impossibilities of useNall without counting the cloud of mortgages
that had, from far back, buried them beneath the ashesof rage and re-
morse, a shroud asthick asthe layer onceresting on the towns at the foot
of Vesuvius, and actually making of any present restorative effort a pro-
cessmuch akin to slow excavation. Justso he might with another turn of
his humour almost wail for these brightest spots of his lost paradise, de-
claring that he was an idiot not to be able to bring himself to face the
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sacrificesNsacrifices resting, if definitely anywhere, with Mr. Verv-
erNnecessary for winning them back.

One of the most comfortable things between the husband and the wife
meanwhileNone of those easy certitudes they could be merely gay
aboutNwas that she never admired him somuch, or sofound him heart-
breakingly handsome, clever, irresistible, in the very degree in which he
had originally and fatally dawned upon her, aswhen she saw other wo-
men reduced to the same passive pulp that had then begun, once for all,
to constitute HER substance.There was really nothing they had talked of
together with more intimate and familiar pleasantry than of the license
and privilege, the boundless happy margin, thus established for each:
she going sofar asto put it that, even should he some day get drunk and
beat her, the spectacle of him with hated rivals would, after no matter
what extremity, always, for the sovereign charm of it, charm of it in itself
and asthe exhibition of him that most deeply moved her, suffice to bring
her round. What would therefore be more open to him than to keep her
in love with him? He agreed, with all his heart, at these light moments,
that his course wouldn't then be difficult, inasmuch as, so simply consti-
tuted as he was on all the precious questionNand why should he be
ashamed of it?Nhe knew but one way with the fair. They had to be
fairNand he was fastidious and particular, his standard was high; but
when once this was the casewhat relation with them was conceivable,
what relation was decent, rudimentary, properly human, but that of a
plain interest in the fairness? His interest, she always answered,
happened not to be "plain,” and plainness, all round, had little to do with
the matter, which was marked, on the contrary, by the richest variety of
colour; but the working basis, at all events, had been settledNthe Miss
Maddocks of life been assured of their importance for him. How con-
veniently assured MaggieNto take him too into the jokeNhad more than
once gone so far asto mention to her father; sinceit fell in easily with the
tenderness of her disposition to remember she might occasionally make
him happy by an intimate confidence. This was one of her rules-full as
she was of little rules, considerations, provisions. There were things she
of course couldn't tell him, in so many words, about Amerigo and her-
self, and about their happiness and their union and their deepest
depthsNand there were other things she needn't; but there were also
those that were both true and amusing, both communicable and real,
and of these, with her so conscious, so delicately cultivated scheme of
conduct as a daughter, she could make her profit at will. A pleasant
hush, for that matter, had fallen on most of the elements while she
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lingered apart with her companion; it involved, this serenity, innumer-
able complete assumptions: since so ordered and so splendid a rest, all
the tokens, spreading about them, of confidence solidly supported,
might have suggested for persons of poorer pitch the very insolence of
facility. Still, they weren't insolentNTHEY weren't, our pair could reflect;
they were only blissful and grateful and personally modest, not ashamed
of knowing, with competence,when great things were great, when good
things were good, and when safe things were safe, and not, therefore,
placed below their fortune by timidity which would have beenasbad as
being below it by impudence. Worthy of it asthey were, and as eachap-
pears, under our last possible analysis, to have wished to make the other
feel that they were, what they most finally exhaled into the evening air as
their eyesmildly met may well have beena kind of helplessnessin their
felicity. Their rightness, the justification of everythingNsomething they
so felt the pulse ofNsat there with them; but they might have been ask-
ing themselves a little blankly to what further use they could put any-
thing so perfect. They had created and nursed and established it; they
had housed it here in dignity and crowned it with comfort; but mightn't
the moment possibly count for themNor count at least for us while we
watch them with their fate all before themNas the dawn of the discovery
that it doesn't always meet ALL contingencies to be right? Otherwise
why should Maggie have found a word of definite doubtNthe expres-
sion of the fine pang determined in her a few hours beforeNrise after a
time to her lips? Shetook so for granted moreover her companion's intel-
ligence of her doubt that the mere vaguenessof her question could say it
all. "What is it, after all, that they want to do to you?" "They" were for the
Princess too the hovering forces of which Mrs. Rance was the symbol,
and her father, only smiling back now, at his ease,took no trouble to ap-
pear not to know what she meant. What she meantNwhen once she had
spokenNcould come out well enough; though indeed it was nothing,
after they had come to the point, that could serve as ground for a great
defensive campaign. The waters of talk spread a little, and Maggie
presently contributed an idea in saying: "What has really happened is
that the proportions, for us, are altered." He accepted equally, for the
time, this somewhat cryptic remark; he still failed to challenge her even
when she added that it wouldn't so much matter if he hadn't beenso ter-
ribly young. He uttered a sound of protest only when she went to de-
clare that she ought as a daughter, in common decency, to have waited.
Yet by that time she was already herself admitting that she should have
had to wait longNif she waited, that is, till he was old. But there was a
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way. "Since you ARE an irresistible youth, we've got to face it. That,
somehow, is what that woman has made me feel. There'll be others."
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Chapter

To talk of it thus appeared at last a positive relief to him. "Yes, there'll be
others. But you'll see me through.”

She hesitated. "Do you mean if you give in?"

"Oh no. Through my holding out."

Maggie waited again, but when she spoke it had an effect of abrupt-
ness. "Why SHOULD you hold out forever?"

He gave, none the less, no startNand this as from the habit of taking
anything, taking everything, from her as harmonious. But it was quite
written upon him too, for that matter, that holding out wouldn't be, so
very completely, his natural, or at any rate his acquired, form. His ap-
pearance would have testified that he might have to do so a long
timeNfor a man so greatly beset. This appearance, that is, spoke but
little, as yet, of short remainders and simplified sensesNand all in spite
of his being a small, spare, slightly stale person, deprived of the general
prerogative of presence.It was not by massor weight or vulgar immedi-
ate quantity that he would in the future, any more than he had done in
the past, insist or resist or prevail. There was even something in him that
made his position, on any occasion, made his relation to any sceneor to
any group, a matter of the back of the stage, of an almost visibly con-
scious want of affinity with the footlights. He would have figured less
than anything the stage-manageror the author of the play, who most oc-
cupy the foreground; he might be, at the best, the financial "backer,"
watching his interests from the wing, but in rather confessedignorance
of the mysteries of mimicry. Barely taller than his daughter, he pressed
at no point on the presumed propriety of his greater stoutness. He had
lost early in life much of his crisp, closely-curling hair, the fineness of
which was repeated in a small neat beard, too compact to be called "full,"
though worn equally, asfor a mark where other marks were wanting, on
lip and cheek and chin. His neat, colourless face, provided with the
merely indispensable features, suggestedimmediately, for a description,
that it was CLEAR, and in this manner somewhat resembled a small de-
cent room, clean-swept and unencumbered with furniture, but drawing
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a particular advantage, as might presently be noted, from the outlook of
a pair of ample and uncurtained windows. There was something in
Adam Verver's eyesthat both admitted the morning and the evening in
unusual quantities and gave the modest areathe outward extension of a
view that was "big" even when restricted to stars. Deeply and change-
ably blue, though not romantically large, they were yet youthfully, al-
most strangely beautiful, with their ambiguity of your scarceknowing if
they most carried their possessor'svision out or most opened themselves
to your own. Whatever you might feel, they stamped the place with their
Importance, as the house-agents say; so that, on one side or the other,
you were never out of their range, were moving about, for possible com-
munity, opportunity, the sight of you scarce knew what, either before
them or behind them. If other importances, not to extend the question,
kept themselves down, they were in no direction less obtruded than in
that of our friend's dress, adopted once for all aswith a sort of sumptu-
ary scruple. He wore every day of the year, whatever the occasion, the
same little black "cut away" coat, of the fashion of his younger time; he
wore the same cool-looking trousers, chequered in black and whiteNthe

proper harmony with which, he inveterately considered, was a sprigged
blue satin necktie; and, over his concavelittle stomach, quaintly indiffer-

ent to climates and seasons,a white duck waistcoat. "Should you really,"
he now asked, "like me to marry?" He spoke as if, coming from his
daughter herself, it MIGHT be an idea; which, for that matter, he would
be ready to carry out should she definitely say so.

Definite, however, just yet, she was not prepared to be, though it
seemedto come to her with force, as she thought, that there was a truth,
in the connection, to utter. "What | feel is that there is somehow
something that used to be right and that I've made wrong. It used to be
right that you hadn't married, and that you didn't seemto want to. It
used also"Nshe continued to make out "to seemeasyfor the question not
to come up. That's what I've made different. It does come up. It WILL
come up.”

"You don't think | cankeep it down?" Mr. Verver's tone was cheerfully
pensive.

"Well, I've given you, by MY move, all the trouble of having to."

He liked the tenderness of her idea, and it made him, as she sat near
him, pass his arm about her. "I guess| don't feel asif you had 'moved'
very far. You've only moved next door."
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"Well," she continued, "I don't feel asif it were fair for me just to have
given you a push and left you so. If I've made the difference for you, |
must think of the difference."

"Then what, darling," he indulgently asked, "DO you think?"

“That's just what | don't yet know. But | must find out. We must think
togetherNas we've always thought. What | mean," she went on after a
moment, "is that it strikes me that | ought to at least offer you some al-
ternative. | ought to have worked one out for you."

"An alternative to what?"

"Well, to your simply missing what you've lostNwithout anything be-
ing done about it."

"But what HAVE | lost?"

Shethought a minute, asif it were difficult to say, yet asif she more
and more saw it. "Well, whatever it was that, BEFORE, kept us from
thinking, and kept you, really, asyou might say, in the market. It was as
if you couldn't be in the market when you were married to me. Or rather
asif | kept people off, innocently, by being married to you. Now that I'm
married to some one elseyou're, asin consequence,married to nobody.
Therefore you may be married to anybody, to everybody. People don't
see why you shouldn't be married to THEM."

“Isn't it enough of a reason," he mildly inquired, “that | don't want to
be?"

“It's enough of a reason, yes. But to BE enough of a reasonit hasto be
too much of atrouble. | mean FOR you. It hasto be too much of a fight.
You ask me what you've lost,” Maggie continued to explain. "The not
having to take the trouble and to make the fightNthat's what you've lost.
The advantage, the happiness of being just as you wereNbecause | was
just as | wasNthat's what you miss."

"So that you think," her father presently said, "that | had better get
married just in order to be as | was before?"

The detached tone of itNdetached as if innocently to amuse her by
showing his desire to accommodateNwas so far successful as to draw
from her gravity ashort, light laugh. "Well, what | don't want you to feel
Is that if you were to | shouldn't understand. | SHOULD understand.
That's all," said the Princess gently.

Her companion turned it pleasantly over. "You don't go so far asto
wish me to take somebody | don't like?"

"Ah, father," she sighed, "you know how far | goNhow far | COULD
go. But | only wish that if you ever SHOULD like anybody, you may
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never doubt of my feeling how I've brought you to it. You'll always
know that | know that it's my fault.”

"You mean," he went on in his contemplative way, "that it will be you
who'll take the consequences?"

Maggie just considered. "I'll leave you all the good ones, but I'll take
the bad."

"Well, that's handsome." He emphasised his senseof it by drawing her
closer and holding her more tenderly. "lt's about all | could expect of
you. So far as you've wronged me, therefore, we'll call it square. I'll let
you know in time if | seea prospect of your having to take it up. But am |
to understand meanwhile,” he soon went on, "that, ready as you are to
seeme through my collapse, you're not ready, or not AS ready, to seeme
through my resistance?l've got to be a regular martyr before you'll be
inspired?"

Shedemurred at his way of putting it. "Why, if you like it, you know,
it won't BE a collapse.”

“Then why talk about seeing me through at all? | shall only collapseif |
do like it. But what | seemto feel is that | don't WANT to like it. That is,"
he amended, "unless | feel surer | do than appears very probable. | don't
want to have to THINK 1 like it in a casewhen | really shan't. I've had to
do that in some cases,"he confessedN"when it has been a question of
other things. | don't want,” he wound up, "to be MADE to make a
mistake."

"Ah, but it's too dreadful,” shereturned, "that you should even have to
FEARNor just nervously to dreamNthat you may be. What does that
show, after all," she asked, "but that you do really, well within, feel a
want? What does it show but that you're truly susceptible?"

"Well, it may show that"Nhe defended himself against nothing. "But it
shows also, | think, that charming women are, in the kind of life we're
leading now, numerous and formidable."

Maggie entertained for a moment the proposition; under cover of
which, however, she passed quickly from the general to the particular.
"Do you feel Mrs. Rance to be charming?"

"Well, | feel her to be formidable. When they casta spell it comesto the
same thing. | think she'd do anything."

"Oh well, I'd help you," the Princess said with decision, "as against
HERNIf that's all you require. It's too funny,” she went on before he
again spoke, "that Mrs. Ranceshould be here at all. But if you talk of the
life we lead, much of it is, altogether, I'm bound to say, too funny. The
thing is," Maggie developed under this impression, "that | don't think we
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lead, as regards other people, any life at all. We don't at any rate, it
seemsto me, lead half the life we might. And so it seems,| think, to
Amerigo. So it seems also, I'm sure, to Fanny Assingham."

Mr. Verver-as if from due regard for these personsNconsidered a
little. "What life would they like us to lead?"

"Oh, it's not a question, | think, on which they quite feel together. SHE
thinks, dear Fanny, that we ought to be greater."”

"GreaterN?" He echoed it vaguely. "And Amerigo too, you say?"

"Ah yes"-herreply was prompt "but Amerigo doesn't mind. He doesn't
care,| mean, what we do. It's for us, he considers, to seethings exactly as
we wish. Fanny herself," Maggie pursued, "thinks he's magnificent. Mag-
nificent, | mean, for taking everything as it is, for accepting the 'social
limitations' of our life, for not missing what we don't give him."

Mr. Verver attended. "Then if he doesn't miss it his magnificence is
easy."

"It IS easy-that'sexactly what | think. If there were things he DID miss,
and if in spite of them he were always sweet, then, no doubt, he would
be a more or less unappreciated hero. He COULD be a HeroNhe WILL
be one if it's ever necessary.But it will be about something better than
our dreariness. | know," the Princessdeclared, "where he's magnificent.”
And sherested a minute on that. Sheended, however, as she had begun.
"We're not, all the same,committed to anything stupid. If we ought to be
grander, as Fanny thinks, we CAN be grander. There's nothing to
prevent.”

"Is it a strict moral obligation?" Adam Verver inquired.

"NoNit's for the amusement."

"For whose? For Fanny's own?"

"For everyone'sNthough | dare say Fanny's would be a large part."
She hesitated; she had now, it might have appeared, something more to
bring out, which she finally produced. "For yours in particular, sayNif
you go into the question." She even bravely followed it up. "l haven't
really, after all, had to think much to seethat much more can be done for
you than is done."

Mr. Verver uttered an odd vague sound. "Don't you think a good deal
Is done when you come out and talk to me this way?"

"Ah," said his daughter, smiling at him, "we make too much of that!"
And then to explain: "That's good, and it's naturalNbut it isn't great. We
forget that we're as free as air."

"Well, THAT'S great,” Mr. Verver pleaded. "Great if we acton it. Not if
we don't."
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Shecontinued to smile, and he took her smile; wondering again a little
by this time, however; struck more and more by an intensity in it that be-
lied alight tone. "What do you want," he demanded, "to do to me?" And
he added, asshedidn't say: "You've got something in your mind." It had
come to him within the minute that from the beginning of their session
there she had been keeping something back, and that an impression of
this had more than once, in spite of his general theoretic respect for her
present right to personal reserves and mysteries, almost ceasedto be
vague in him. There had been from the first something in her anxious
eyes, in the way she occasionally lost herself, that it would perfectly ex-
plain. He was therefore now quite sure.

"You've got something up your sleeve."

Shehad a silencethat made him right. "Well, when | tell you you'll un-
derstand. It's only up my sleevein the senseof being in aletter | got this
morning. All day, yesNit HAS beenin my mind. I've beenasking myself
if it were quite the right moment, or in any way fair, to ask you if you
could stand just now another woman."

It relieved him a little, yet the beautiful consideration of her manner
made it in a degree portentous. "Stand" oneN?"

"Well, mind her coming."

He staredNthen he laughed. It depends on who she is."

"ThereNyou see!l've at all events been thinking whether you'd take
this particular person but asaworry the more. Whether, that is, you'd go
so far with her in your notion of having to be kind."

He gave at this the quickest shake to his foot. How far would shego in
HER notion of it.

"Well," his daughter returned, "you know how far, in a general way,
Charlotte Stant goes."

"Charlotte? Is SHE coming?"

"Shewrites me, practically, that she'd like to if we're so good asto ask
her."

Mr. Verver continued to gaze, but rather asif waiting for more. Then,
as everything appeared to have come, his expression had a drop. If this
was all it was simple. "Then why in the world not?"

Maggie's face lighted anew, but it was now another light. "It isn't a
want of tact?"

“To ask her?"

“To propose it to you."

“That | should ask her?"
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He put the question as an effect of his remnant of vagueness,but this
had alsoits own effect. Maggie wondered an instant; after which, aswith
a flush of recognition, she took it up. "It would be too beautiful if you
WOULD!"

This, clearly, had not been her first ideaNthe chanceof his words had
prompted it. "Do you mean write to her myself?"

"YesNit would be kind. It would be quite beautiful of you. That is, of
course," said Maggie, "if you sincerely CAN."

He appeared to wonder an instant why he sincerely shouldn't, and in-
deed, for that matter, where the question of sincerity came in. This vir-
tue, between him and his daughter's friend, had surely been taken for
granted. "My dear child,” he returned, "I don't think I'm afraid of
Charlotte."

"Well, that's just what it's lovely to have from you. From the moment
you're NOTNthe least little bitNI'll immediately invite her."

"But where in the world is she?"He spoke asif he had not thought of
Charlotte, nor so much as heard her name pronounced, for a very long
time. He quite in fact amicably, almost amusedly, woke up to her.

"She'sin Brittany, at a little bathing-place, with some people | don't
know. She'salways with people, poor dearNshe rather has to be; even
when, as is sometimes the case;they're people she doesn't immensely
like."

"Well, | guessshe likes US," said Adam Verver. "YesNfortunately she
likes us. And if | wasn't afraid of spoiling it for you," Maggie added, "I'd
even mention that you're not the one of our number she likes least.”

"Why should that spoil it for me?"

"Oh, my dear, you know. What else have we been talking about? It
costsyou so much to be liked. That's why | hesitated to tell you of my
letter."

He stared a momentNas if the subject had suddenly grown out of re-
cognition. "But CharlotteNon other visitsNnever used to cost me
anything."

"NoNonly her 'keep," Maggie smiled.

"Then | don't think | mind her keepNif that's all." The Princess,
however, it was clear, wished to be thoroughly conscientious. "Well, it
may not be quite all. If | think of its being pleasant to have her, it's be-
cause she WILL make a difference."

"Well, what's the harm in that if it's but a difference for the better?"

"Ah thenNthere you are!" And the Princess showed in her smile her
small triumphant wisdom. "If you acknowledge a possible difference for
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the better we're not, after all, so tremendously right as we are. | mean
we're notNas satisfied and amused. We do seethere are ways of being
grander."

"But will Charlotte Stant," her father asked with surprise, "make us
grander?"

Maggie, on this, looking at him well, had a remarkable reply. "Yes, |
think. Really grander."

He thought; for if this was a sudden opening he wished but the more
to meet it. "Because she's so handsome?"

“No, father." And the Princess was almost solemn. "Becauseshe's so
great."

"GreatN?"

"Great in nature, in character, in spirit. Great in life."

"So?" Mr. Verver echoed. "What has she doneNin life?"

"Well, she has been brave and bright," said Maggie. "That mayn't
sound like much, but she hasbeensoin the face of things that might well
have made it too difficult for many other girls. She hasn't a creature in
the world reallyNthat is nearlyNbelonging to her. Only acquaintances
who, in all sorts of ways, make use of her, and distant relations who are
so afraid she'll make use of THEM that they seldom let her look at them."

Mr. Verver was struckNand, asusual, to some purpose. "If we get her
here to improve us don't we too then make use of her?"

It pulled the Princess up, however, but an instant. "We're old, old
friendsNwe do her good too. | should always, even at the
worstNspeaking for myselfNadmire her still more than | used her."

"l see. That always does good."

Maggie hesitated. "CertainlyNshe knows it. She knows, | mean, how
great | think her courage and her cleverness. She's not afraidNnot of
anything; and yet she no more ever takes a liberty with you than if she
trembled for her life. And then she's INTERESTINGNwhich plenty of
other people with plenty of other merits never are a bit." In which fine
flicker of vision the truth widened to the Princess'sview. "I myself of
course don't take liberties, but then | do, always, by nature, tremble for
my life. That's the way | live."

"Oh | say, love!" her father vaguely murmured.

"Yes, | live in terror," she insisted. "I'm a small creeping thing."

"You'll not persuade me that you're not as good as Charlotte Stant," he
still placidly enough remarked.

"| may be as good, but I'm not so greatNand that's what we're talking
about. She has a great imagination. She has, in every way, a great
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