
''COPV 
A DIALOGUE 

BY EDITH WHARTON 

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY HAMILTON W. MABIE 

IN " The Octopus " Mr. Norris, whose early death extinguished a great hope, 
made a broad and vigorous study of commercialism in action in the P"arWest; 
in " The House of Mirth '" and " The Fruit, of the Tree " Mrs. Wharton has 

made a penetrating analysis of the fruit of commercialism in the older East. In 
method and style the two writers could hardly be further apart ; but they deal with 
the same stuff of life in different stages. The men in " The House of Mirth " and 
" The Fruit of the Tree " wear better clothes and have better manners than the 
men in " The Octopus," but civiHzation has barely touched the surface of their 
natures ; at heart they are untamed barbarians. Their essential vulgarity is 
hidden, but not concealed, by a superficial urbanity, an ease gained by social 
activity but not by social education. Mr. Norris touched the wholesome tissue of 
character only incidentally; he had another aim before him. In " The House of 
Mirth " and in her latest long story Mrs. Wharton has made a minute study of a 
little cross-section of society ; those who hold her responsible for a narrow view 
and a gross exaggeration do not understand her purpose. These stories are vitally 
related to the special ethical movement of the day, to the moral disgust that lies 
deep in the hearts of right-minded men and women. The demoralizing love of 
things detached from their ethical relations, the hardening and deadening effect of 
luxury divorced from idealism, the inevitable evolution of excessive commercialism 
among people who create the background but are powerless to reproduce the 
dignity, refinement, charm, and interest of a genuine social life, have found through 
her firm and unsparing scrutiny a record which has all the moral vigor of satire 
without its obvious intention. 

It is not New York society which Mrs. Wharton has laid bare ; but a stage of 
commercialism common to all rich communities in which wealth has outrun art, 
culture, the steadying influence of fine traditions of social civilization. There is 
another and a better society in every city; but Mrs. Wharton has made it her 
business to follow uneducated prosperity to its self-revelation in luxury, idleness, 
heartlessness, immorality. She has done with delicate tools, with the subtle 
methods of the artist, what a dozen able and high-minded men have been doing 
in business and public affairs. They are striking at the roots of a form of corrup
tion which always goes with great and sudden prosperity; she has so portrayed 
its fruits that the acid which is distilled in them bites like an etcher's tool into the 
very substance of life. " There was a man once, a satirist," runs one of Maarten 
Maartens's parables. " In the natural course of time his friends slew him, and he 
died. And the people came and stood about his corpse. ' He treated the whole 
round world as his football,' they said indignantly, ' and he kicked it.' The 
dead man opened one eye. ' But always toward the Goal,' he said." 

> From " Crucial Instances." Copyright, 1901, by Charles Scribner's Sons. 
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It may be that Mrs. Wharton's eye is not single in the delicate and critical 
surgery which she practices ; it may be that she concerns herself so constantly with 
diseased social tissues that she loses at times a sense of the abounding health in 
the world, and that she is in peril of a certain distortion of vision. These charges 
have been laid at her door, and there has been' some ground for them ; but the 
motives of an artist of Mrs. Wharton's conscience, courage, and ability are not to 
be lightly questioned nor confidently defined ; it is much too early in the career 
of a writer whose work shows notable growth in insight and sympathy. 

It would be a distinct injustice to Mrs. Wharton, however, to lay too much 
emphasis on her interest in the social outcome of some present conditions. In 
her shorter stories especially she has disclosed a wide range of observation and 
nnmense cleverness as a craftsman. If certain broad resemblances can be traced 
between her deeper spirit when a certain moral indignation directs without coloring 
her work, and Mr. Norris's resolute endeavor to interpret in human relations great 
commercial forces, when it comes to point of view and methods of work the two are 
worlds apart. He dealt with elemental energies playing freely in a rudimentary 
society; she deals with the problems of extreme moral and social sophistication. 
As a recorder of conflicting moods, complicated motives, impulses that are thwarted 
by conditions, the constant arrest of free action by conventions, the struggle of 
soul with body in the network of social relations, Mrs. Wharton has shown artistic 
insight and ability of a very high order. She is at home in a region in which most 
novelists penetrate at their peril; a region regulated by minute observances which 
she understands, protected by watchwords which she knows, in which a dialect is 
spoken of which she is past-master. Of Ihese subtle distinctions she makes her 
readers aware in the isolation in which John Amherst and Justine Brent find them
selves in a country house in a fashionable colony on Long Island ; and in " Copy," 
which takes its place in this issue of The Outlook as one of twelve typical Ameri
can stories, she makes us aware of this esoteric element from another point of view. 
In this dialogue as much depends on suggestion as on definite statement, arid the 
clever talk between the man and the woman is a subtle play of speech over depths 
of experience railed off, so to speak, by rigidly observed conventions. The story 
does not give the best of Mrs. Wharton, but it is a "crucial instance," to recall 
the title of the volume from which it is taken, of her dexterity, adroitness, and wit. 
How deftly she handles her tools, with what precision she makes herstrokes, how 
clear the impression becomes without visible intention or abrupt transitions 1 In 
these matters she is in a class by herself. 

It is when one tries to appraise her work as a whole that qualifications begin to 
obtrude themselves. In " The Valley of Decision " there is a background of 
extraordinary richness of texture ; but the drama moves against it like a carefully 
dressed and arranged pageant against a beautiful tapestry. The story never comes 
to life. I t shows immense talent in the builder, but it never leaves the stocks 
for the open sea. In " The House of Mirth " the background is sketched or 
suggested with marvelous skill, and the career of Lily Bart is told with, a restrained 
feeling which registered a notable gain of power ; but one longs 'at times for a 
sudden descent of the spirit in the very heart of that complicated futility, a furious 
rush of elemental energy of will through the network of baffling conventions. 
But what is more illogical than holding a writer responsible for not doing the 
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things she never intended to do ? The impatient wish that her talent would 
choose a freer field may have something of prophecy in i t ; in her latest story 
strong, clean hands do rend the suffocating network of conventions, and a man 
escapes from the arid desert of a frivolous society into the world of free self-
expression. H. W. M. 

MRS. AMBROSE Y)KL'S.—forty, slender, 
still young—sits in her drawing-room at 
the tea-table. The luinter twilight is fall
ing, a lamp has been lit, there is a fire on 
the hearh, and the room is pleasantly 
dim and flower-scented. Books are scat
tered everywhere—mostly with autograph 
inscripiions ^^ From the Author''''^and a 
large portrait of Mrs. Dale, at her desk, 
with papers strewn about her, takes up 
one of the wall-panels. Before M-Xs. Dale 
stands Hilda., fair and twenty, her hands 

full of letters. 

1\ /T^^^' ^ ^ ^ ' ^ ' Ten more appli-
/V/i cationsfor autographs. Isn't 

•^ -"^ it strange that people who'd 
blush to borrow twenty dollars don't 
scruple to beg for an autograph ? 

Hilda (reproachfully). Oh— 
Mrs. Dale. What's the difference, 

pray ? 
Hilda. Only that your last autograph 

sold for fifty— 
Mrs. Dale {not displeased). Ah ?— 

I sent for you, Hilda, because I'm dining 
out to-night, and if there's nothing im
portant to attend to among these letters 
you needn't sit up for me. 

Hilda. You don't mean to work? 
Mrs. Dale. Perhaps ; but I sha'n't 

need you. You'll see that my cigarettes 
and coffee-machine are in place, and 
that I don't have to crawl about the 
floor in search of my pen-wiper ? That's 
all. Now about these letters — 

Hilda (impulsively). Oh, Mrs. Dale— 
Mrs. Dale. Well ? 
Hilda. I'd rather sit up for you. 
Mrs. Dale. Child, I've nothing for 

you to do. I shall be blocking out the 
tenth chapter of Winged Purposes, and it 
won't be ready for you till next week. 

Hilda. It isn't that—but it's so 
beautiful to sit here, watching and lis
tening, all alone in the night, and to feel 
that you're in there (she points to the 
study door) creating—. (Impulsively^ 
What do I care for sleep ? 

Mrs. Dale (indulgently). Child—silly 
child !—Yes, I should have felt so at 
your age—^it would have been an inspi
ration— 

Hilda (rapt). It is ! 
Mrs. Dale. But you must go to bed ; 

I must have you fresh in the morning; 
for you're still at the age when one is 
fresh in the morning ! (She sighs^ The 
letters ? (Abruptly) Do you take notes 
of what you feel, Hilda—here, all alone 
in the night, as you say ? . 

Hlda (shyly). I have— 
Mrs. Dale (smiling). For the diary ? 
Hilda (nods and blushes). 
Mrs. Dale (caressingly). Goose !— 

Well, to business. What is there ! 
Hilda. Nothing important, except a 

letter from Stroud & Fayerweather to say 
that the question of the royalty on Pome
granate Seed has been settled in your 
favor. The English publishers of Immo
lation write to consult you about a six-
shilling edition; 01afson,the Copenhagen 
publisher, applies for permission to bring 
out a Danish translation of The IdoVs 
Feet; and the editor of the Semaphore 
wants a new serial—I think that's all; 
except that Woman^s Sphere and The 
Droplight ask for interviews—with pho
tographs— 

Mrs. Dale. The same old story ! I'm 
so tired of it all. (To herself, in an under
tone) But how should I feel if it all 
stopped ? (The serraitt brings in a, card) 

Mrs. Dale (readingit). Is it possible ? 
PaulVentnor? (To the serijant) Show 
Mr. Ventnor up. (To herself) Paul 
Ventnor! 

Hilda (breathless). Oh, Mrs. Dale— 
the Mr. Ventnor ? 

Mrs. Dale (smiling). I fancy there's 
only one. 

Hilda. The great, great poet ? (Irreso
lute) No, I don't dare— 

Airs. Dale (with a tinge of impatience). 
What ? 

Hilda (fervently). Ask you—if I 
might—oh, here in this corner, where he 
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can't possibly notice m e ^ s t a y just a 
moment ? Just to see him come in ? 
To see the meeting between you—the 
greatest noveHst and the greatest poet 
of the age ? Oh, it's too much to ask! 
It 's an historic moment. 

Mrs. Dale. Why, I suppose it is. I 
hadn't thought of it in that light. Well 
(smiling), for the diary— 

Hilda. Oh,tha.nk you, lAankyot^ .f I'll 
be off the very instant I've heard him 
speak. 

Afrs. Dale. The very instant, mind. 
(67/1? rises, looks at herself in the glass, 
smooths her hair, sits down again, and 
rattles the tea-caddy}) Isn't the room 
very warm ? {She looks over at her por
trait^ I've grown stouter since that was 
painted. You'll make a fortune out of 
that diary, Hilda— 

Hilda {modestly). Four publishers 
have applied to me already— 

The Servant {announces'). Mr. Paul 
Tentnor. 

{Tall, nearingfifty,.with an incipient 
stoutness buttoned into a masterly frock 
coat, Ventnor drops his glass and ad
vances vaguely, with a short-sightedstare^ 

Ventnor. Mrs. Dale ? 
Mrs. Dale. My dear friend ! This 

is kind. {She looks over her shoulder at 
Hilda, who vanishes through the door to 
the left?) The papers announced your 
arrival, but I hardly hoped— 

Ventnor {whose short-sighted stare is 
seen to conceal a deeper embarrassment'). 
You hadn't forgotten me, then ? 

Mrs. Dale. Delicious ! Do you for
get that you're public property ? 

Ventnor. Forgotten, I mean, that we 
were old friends ? 

Mrs. Dale. Such old friends ! May 
I remind you that it's nearly twenty 
years since we've met ? Or do you find 
cold reminiscences indigestible ? 

Ventnor. On the contrary, I've come 
to ask you for a dish of them—we'll 
warm them up together. You're my 
first visit. 

Mrs. Dale. How perfect of you ! So 
few men visit their women friends in 
chronological order; or at least they 
generally do it the other way round, 
beginning with the present day and 
working back—if there's time—to pre
historic woman. 

Ventnor. But whenprehistoricwoman 
has become historic woman— ? 

Mrs. Dale. Oh, it's the reflection of 
my glory that has guided you here, then ? 

Ventnor. It 's a spirit in my feet that 
has led me, at the first opportunity, to 
the most delightful spot I know. 

Mrs. Dale. Oh, the first opportunity ! 
Venttior. I might have seen you very 

often before ; but never just in the right 
way. 

Mrs. Dale. Is this the right way ? 
Ventnor. It depends on you to make 

it so. 
Mrs. Dale. What a responsibility! 

What shall I do ? 
Ventnor. Talk to me—^make me think 

you're a little glad to see me ; give me 
some tea and a cigarette ; and say you're 
out to every one else. 

Mrs. Dale. Is that all ? {She hands 
him a cup of tea?) The cigarettes are at 
your elbow—. xA.nd do you think I 
shouldn't have been glad to see you 
before ? 

Ventnor. No ; I think I should have 
been too glad to see you. 

Mrs. Dale. Dear me, what precau
tions ! I hope you always wear go
loshes when it looks like rain, and never 
by any chance expose yourself to a 
draught. But I had an idea that poets 
courted the emotions'— 

Ventnor. Do novelists ? 
Mrs. Dale. If you ask me—on paper! 
Vtntnor. Just so ; that's safest. My 

best things about the sea have been writ
ten on shore. {He looks at her thought
fully}) But it wouldn't have suited us 
in the old days, would it ? 

Mrs. Dale {sighing). When we were 
real people! 

Ventnor. Real people ? 
Mrs. Dale. Are you, now ? I died 

years ago. What you see before you is 
a figment of the reporter's brain—a 
monster manufactured out of newspaper 
paragraphs, with ink in its veins. A 
keen sense of copyright is my nearest 
approach to an emotion. 

Ventnor {sighing). Ah, well, yes—as 
you say, we're public property. 

Mrs. Dale. If one shared equally 
with the public ! But the last shred of 
my identity is gone. 

Ventnor. Most people would be glad 
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to part with theirs on such terms. I 
have followed your work with immense 
interest. Immoldtion is a masterpiece. I 
read it last summer when it first came out. 

Mrs. Dale {with a shade less wanntK). 
Immolation has been out three years. 

Ventnor. Oh, by Jove—no ? Surely 
not. But one is so overwhelmed—one 
loses count. (^Repi'oachfully?) Why have 
you never sent me your books ? 

Mrs. Dale. For that very reason. 
Ventnor (deprecatingly). You know I 

didn't mean it for you ! And my first 
book—do you remember—was dedicated 
to you. 

Mrs. Dale. Silver Trumpets— 
Ventor (much interested). Have you 

a copy still, by any chance ? The first 
edition, I mean ? Mine was stolen 
years ago. Do you think you could put 
your hand on it ? 

Mrs. Dale {taking a small shabby 
book from the table at her side^. It 's here. 

Ventnor {eagerly). May I have it ? 
Ah, thanks. This is very interesting. 
The last copy sold in London for £^^, 
and they tell me the next will fetch 
twice as much. It 's qmte. introuvable. 

Mrs. Dale. I know that. {A pause. 
She takes the book from him, opens it, 
and reads, half to h'.rself—) 

How much we two have seen together. 
Of other eyes unwist, 

Dear as in days of leafless weather 
The willow''s saffron jnisi. 

Strange as the hour when Hesper swings 
A-sea in beryl green. 

While overhead on dalliant wings 
The daylight hangs serene. 

And thrilling as a meteor^s fall 
Through depths of lonely sky, 

When each to each two watchers call : 
I saw it I—So did I. 

Ventnor. Thin, thin—the troubadour 
tinkle. Odd how little promise there is 
in first volumes ! 

Mrs. Dale {with irresistible emphasis). 
I thought there was a distinct promise 
in this! 

Ventnor {seeing his mistake). Ah— 
the one you would never let me fulfill ? 
{Sentimentally^ How inexorable you 
were ! You never dedicated a book to me. 

Mrs. Dale. I hadn't begun to write 
when we were—dedicating things to 
each other. 

Ventnor. Not for the public—but 
you wrote for me ; and, wonderful as 
you are, you've never written anything 
since that I care for half as much as— 

Mrs. Dale {interested). Well ? 
Ventnor. Your letters. 
Mrs. Dale {in a changed voice). My 

letters—do you remember them ? 
Ventnor. When I don't, Ire-read them. 
Mrs. Dale {incredulous). You have 

them still ? 
Ventnor {iinguardedly). You haven't 

mine, then ? 
Mrs. Dale {playfully'). Oh, JF^//were 

a celebrity already. Of course I kept 
them ! {Smiling}) Think what they 
are worth now! I always keep them 
locked up in my safe over there. {She 
indicates a cabinet^ 

Ventnor {after a pause). I always 
carry yours with me. 

Mrs. Dale {laughing). You—• 
Ventnor. Wherever I go. {A longer 

pause. She looks at him fixedly?) I have 
them with me now. 

Mrs. Dale {agitated). You—have 
them with you—now ? 

Ventnor {embarrassed). Why not? 
One never knows— 

Mrs. Dale. Never knows— ? 
Ventnor {humorously). Gad—when 

the bank-examiner may come round. 
You forget I'm a married man. 

Mrs. Dale. Ah—yes. 
Ventnor {sits down beside her). I 

speak to you as I couldn't to any one 
else—without deserving a kicking. You 
know how it all came about. {A pause?) 
You'll bear witness that it wasn't till 
you denied me all hope— 

Mrs. Dale (a little breathless). Yes, 
yes— 

Ventnor. Till you sent me from you— 
Mrs. Dale. It 's so easy to be heroic 

when one is young ! One doesn't real
ize how long fife is going to last after
ward. {Musing?) Nor what weary work 
it is gathering up the fragments. 

Ventnor. But the time comes when 
one sends for the china-mender, and 
has the bits riveted together, and turns 
the cracked side to the wall— 

Mrs. Dale. And denies that the 
article was ever damaged ? 

Ventnor. Eh ? Well, the great thing, 
you see, is to keep one's self out of 
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reach of the housemaid's brush. {A 
pause}) If you're married you can't— 
always. {Smiling.) Don't you hate to 
be taken down and dusted ? 

Mrs. Dale (with intention). You for
get how long- ago my husband died. It 's 
fifteen years since I've been an object 
of interest to anybody but the public. 

Ventnor {smiling). The only one of 
your admirers to whom you've ever given 
the least encouragement! 

Mrs. Dale. Say rather the most 
easily pleased 1 

Ventnor. Or the only one you cared 
to please ? 

Mrs. Dale. Ah, you haven't kept my 
letters! 

Ventnor {gravely). Is that a challenge ? 
Look here, then ! {He draws a packet 
from his pocket and holds it out to her.) 

Mrs. Dale {taking the packet and look
ing at him earnestly). Why have you 
brought me these ? 

Ventnor. I didn't bring them; they 
came because I came—that's all. {Ten
tatively?) Are we unwelcome ? 

Mrs. Dale {who has undone the packet 
and does not appear to hear him). The 
very first I ever wrote you—the day after 
we met at the concert. How on earth 
did you happen to keep it ? {She glances 
over it?) How perfectly absurd 1 Well, 
it's not a compromising document. 

Ventnor. I'm afraid none of them are. 
Mrs. Dale {quickly). Is it to that 

they owe their immunity ? Because one 
could leave them about like safety 
matches ?—Ah, here's another I remem
ber—I wrote that the day after we went 
skating together for the first time. {She 
reads it slowly?) How odd ! How very 
odd! 

Ventnor. What? 
Mrs. Dale. Why, it's the most curious 

thing—I had a letter of this kind to do 
the other day, in the novel I'm at work 
on now—the letter of a woman who is 
just—just beginning— 

Ventnor. Yes—just beginning— ? 
Mrs. Dale. And, do you know, ^ I 

find the best phrase in it, the phrase I 
somehow regarded as the fruit of—well, of 
all my subsequent discoveries—is simply 
plagiarized, word for word, from this ! 

Ventnor {eagerly). I told you so 1 
You were all there! 

Mrs. Dale {critically). But the rest 
of it's poorly done—very poorly. {Reads 
the letter over?) H'm—I didn't know how 
to leave off. I t takes me forever to get 
out of the door. 

Ventnor {gayly). Perhaps I was there 
to prevent you! {After a pause?) I 
wonder.what I said in return ? 

Mrs. Dale {interested). Shall we look ? 
{She rises?) Shall we—really ? I have 
them all here, you know. {She goes 
toward the cabinet?) 

Ventnor (following her with repressed 
eagerness?) Oh—all I 

Mrs. Dale {throws open the door of the 
cabinet, revealing a number of packets). 
Don't you believe me now ? 

Ventnor. .Good heavens! How I 
must have repeated myself ! But then 
you were so very deaf. 

Mrs. Dale {takes out a packet and 
returns to her seat. Ventnor extends an 
impatient hand for the letters). No—no ; 
wait! I want to find your answer to the 
one I was just reading. {After a pause?) 
Here it is—yes, I thought so ! 

Ventnor. What did you think ? 
Mrs. Dale {triumphantly). I thought 

it was the one in which you quoted 
Epipsychidion— 

Ventnor. Mercy ! Did I quote things ? 
I don't wonder you were cruel. 

Mrs. Dale. Ah, and here's the other 
•—the one I—the one I didn't answer— 
for a long time. Do you remember ? 

Ventnor {wtth emotion). Do I remem
ber ? I wrote it the morning after we 
heard Isolde— 

Mrs. Dale {disappointed). No—no. 
That wasn't the one I didn't answer ! 
Here—this is the one I mean. 

Ventnor {takes it curiously). Ah— 
h'm—this is very like unrolling a mummy 
—{he glances at her)—with a live grain 
of wheat in it, perhaps?—Oh, by Jove ! 

Mrs. Dale. What ? 
Ventnor. Why, this is the one I made 

a sonnet out of afterward 1 By Jove, I 'd 
forgotten where that idea came from. 
You may know the lines perhaps ? 
They're in the fourth volume of my 
Complete Edition—It's the thing begin
ning 

Love came to me with unrelenting eyes— 
one of my best, I rather fancy. Of 
course, here it's very crudely put—the 
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valups aren't brought out—ah! this 
touch is good though—^very good. H'm, 
I dare say there might be other material. 
{He glances toward the cabinet^ 

Mrs. Dak (dryly). The live grain of 
wheat, as you said ! 

Ventnor. Ah, well—my first harvest 
was sown on rocky ground—now I plant 
for the fowls of the air. {Rising and 
walking toivard the cabinet^ When can 
I come and carry off all this rubbish ? 

Mrs. Dak. Carry it off ? 
Ventnor {embarrassed). My dear lady, 

surely between you and me explicitness 
is a burden. You must see that these 
letters of ours can't be left to take their 
chance like an ordinary correspondence 
—you said yourself we were public 
property. 

Mrs. Dak. To take their chance ? 
Do you suppose that, in my keeping, 
your letters take any chances ? {Sud
denly.) Do mine—in yours ? 

Ventnor {still more embarrassed). 
Helen— ! {He takes a turn through the 
roomy) You force me to remind you that 
you and I are differently situated—that 
in a moment of madness I sacrificed the 
only right you ever gave me—the right 
to love you better than any other woman 
in the world. {A pause. She says 
nothing and he continues, with increasing 
difficulty—) You asked me just now 
why I carried your letters about with me 
—kept them, literally, in mj' own hands. 
Well, suppose it's to be sure of their not 
falling into some one else's ? 

Mrs. Dak. Oh ! 
Ventnor {throws himself into a chair). 

For God's sake don't pity me ! 
Mrs. Dale {after a long pause). Am 

I dull—or are you trying to say that you 
want to give me back my letters ? 

Ventnor {starting up). I ! Give you 
back— ? God forbid ! Your letters ? 
Not for the world! The only thing I 
have left! But you can't dream that in 
m.y hands— 

Mrs. Dak {suddenly). You want yours, 
then ? 

Ventnor {repressing his eagerness). My 
dear friend, if I 'd ever dreamed that 
you'd kept them— ? 

Mrs. Dale {accusingly). You do want 
them. {Apause. He makes a deprecatory 
gesture.) Why should they be less safe 

with me than mine with you ? / n e v e r 
forfeited the right to keep them. 

Ventnor {after another pause). It 's 
compensation enough, almost, to have 
you reproach me 1 {He moves nearer to 
her, but she makes no response?) Ycu 
forget that I've forfeited all my rights— 
even that of letting you keep my letters. 

Mrs. Dale. You do want them ! {She 
rises, throws all the letters into the cabinet, 
locks the door and puts the key in her 
pocket?) There's my answer. 

Ventnor. Helen—! 
Mrs. Dale. Ah, I paid dearly enough 

for the right to keep them, and I mean 
to 1 {She turns to him passionately?) 
Have you ever asked yourself how I 
paid for it? With what months and 
years of solitude, what indifference to 
flattery, what resistance to affection ?— 
Oh, don't smile because I said affection, 
and not love. Affection's a warm cloak 
in cold weather ; and I have been cold ; 
and I shall keep on growing colder! 
Don't talk to me about living in the 
hearts of my readers ! We both know 
what kind of a domicile that is. Why, 
before long I shall become a classic ! 
Bound in sets and kept on the top book
shelf—brr, doesn't that sound freezing ? 
I foresee the day when I shall be as 
lonely as an Etruscan museum 1 {She 
breaks into a laugh?) That's what I've 
paid for the right to keep your letters. 
{She holds out her hand?) And now give 
me mine. 

Ventnor. Yours ? 
Mrs. Da e {haughtily). Yes ; I claim 

them. 
Ventnor {in the same tone). On what 

ground ? 
Mrs. Dale. Hear the man 1—Because 

I wrote them, of course. 
Ventnor. But it seems to me that— 

under your inspiration, I admit—I also 
wrote mine. 

Mrs. Dale. Oh, I don't dispute their 
authenticity—it's yours I deny ! 

Ventnor. Mine ? 
Mrs. Dale. You voluntarily ceased to 

be the man who wrote me those letters— 
you've admitted as much. You traded 
paper for flesh and blood. I don't dis
pute your wisdom—only you must hold to 
your bargain ! The letters are all mine. 

Ventnor {groping between two tones). 
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Your arguments are as convincing- as 
ever. {He hazards a faint laugh^ You're 
a marvelous dialectician—but if we're 
going to settle the matter in the spirit of 
an arbitration treaty, why, there are 
accepted conventions in such cases. It 's 
an odious way to put it, but since you 
won't help me, one of them is— 

Mrs. Dale. One of them is— ? 
Ventnor. That it is usual—^^that tech

nically, I mean, the letter—belongs to 
its writer— 

Mrs. Dale {after a pause). Such let
ters as these ? 

Ventf, or. Such letters especially— 
Mrs. Dale. But you couldn't have 

written them if I hadn't—been willing to 
read them. Surely there's more of 
myself in them than of you. 

Ventnor. Surely there's nothing in 
which a man puts more of himself than 
in his love-letters! 

Mrs. Dale {with emotion). But a 
woman's love-letters are like her child. 
They belong to her more than to any
body else— 

Ventnor. And a man's ? 
Mrs. Dale {with sudden violence). Are 

all he risks !—There, take them. {She 
flings the key of the cabinet at his feet and 
sinks into a chair^ 

Ventnor {staHs as though to pick up the 
key ; then approaches and bends over her). 
Helen—oh, Helen ! 

Mrs. Dale {she yields her hands to him, 
murmuring: ) Paul! {Suddenly she 
straightens herself and draws back illu
minated^ What a fool I am ! I see 
it all now. You want them for your 
memoirs 1 

Ventnor {disconcerted). Helen—• 
Mrs. Dale {agitated). Come, come—• 

the rule is to unmask when the signal's 
given ! You want them for your mem
oirs. 

Ventnor {with a forced, laugh). What 
makes you think so ? 

Mrs. Dale {t^-iumphantly). Because 
/ w a n t them for mine ! 

Ventnor {in a changed t07ie). Ah—. 
{He moves away from her and leans 
against the mantelpiece. She remains 
seated, with her eyes fixed on him^ 

Mrs. Dale. I wonder I didn't see it soon
er. Your reasons were lame enough. 

Ventnot {ironically). Yours were mas

terly. You're the more accomplished 
actor of the two. I was completely 
deceived. 

Mrs. Dale. Oh, I'm a novelist. I 
can keep up that sort of thing for five 
hundred pages! 

Ventnor. I congratulate you. {A 
pause}) 

Mrs. Dale {moving to her seat behind 
the tea-table). I've never offered you 
any tea. {She bends over the kettle}) 
Why don't you take your letters ? 

Ventnor. Because you've been clever 
enough to make it impossible for me. 
{He picks up the key and hands it to her. 
Then abruptly)— Was it all acting—just 
now? 

Mrs. Dale. By what right do you 
ask ? / 

Ventnor. By right of renouncing my 
claim to my letters. Keep them—and 
tell me. 

Mrs. Dale. I give you back your 
claim—and I refuse to tell you. 

Ventnor {sadly). Ah, Helen, if you 
deceived me, you deceived yourself also. 

Mrs. Dale. What does it matter, 
now that we're both undeceived ? I 
played a losing game, that's all. 

Ventnor. Why losing—since all the 
letters are yours ? 

Mrs. Dale. The letters ? {Slowly.) 
I'd forgotten the letters— 

Ventnor {exultant). Ah, I knew 
you'd end by telling me the truth ! 

Mrs. Dale. The truth? Where is 
the truth ? {Half to herself) I thought 
I was lying when I began—but the lies 
turned into truth as I uttered them! 
{She looks at Vtntnor) I dii want 
your letters for my memoirs—I did 
think I'd kept them for that purpose— 
and I wanted to get mine back for the 
same reason—but now {she puts out her 
hand and picks up some of her letters, 
which are lying scattered on the table near 
her)—^how fresh they seem, and how 
they take me back to the time when we 
lived instead of writing about life ! ' 

Ventnor {smiling). The time when we 
didn't prepare our impromptu effects 
beforehand and copyright our remarks 
about the weather 1 

Mrs. Dale. Or keep our epigrams in 
cold storage and our adjectives under 
lock and key! 
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Ventnor. When our emotions weren't 
worth ten cents a word, and a signature 
wasn't an autograph. Ah, Helen, after 
all, there's nothing like the exhilaration 
of spending one's capital! 

Mrs. Dale. Of wasting it, you mean. 
{She points to the letters^ Do you sup
pose we could have written a word of 
these if we'd . known we were putting 
our dreams out at interest ? {She sits 
musing, with her e es on the fire, and he 
watches her in silence?) Paul, do you re
member the deserted garden we some
times used to walk in ? 

Ventmr. The old garden with the 
high wall at the end of the village 
street ? The garden with the ruined 
box-borders and the broken-down ar
bor ? Why, I remember every weed in 
the paths and every patch of moss on 
the walls! 

Mrs. Dale. Well—I went back there 
the other day. The village is immensely 
improved. There's a new hotel with 
gas-fires, and a trolley in the main street; 
and the garden has been turned into a 
public park, where excursionists sit on 
cast-iron benches admiring the statue of 
an Abohtionist. 

Ventnor. An Abolitionist—how ap
propriate ! 

Mrs. Dale. And the man who sold 
the garden has made a fortune that he 
doesn't know how to spend— 

Ventnor {rising impulsively). Helen 
{he approaches and lays his hand on her 
letters), let's sacrifice our fortune and 
keep the excursionists out! 

Mrs. Dale {with a responsive move
ment). Paul, do you really mean it ? 

Ventnor {gayly). Mean it ? Why, I 
feel like a landed proprietor already ! It 's 
more than a garden—it's a park. 

Mrs. Dale. It 's more than a park, it's 
a world—as long as we keep it to our
selves 1 

Ventnor..^ Ah, yes-t-even the pyramids 
look small when one sees a Cook's tour
ist on top of them ! {He takes the key 

from the table, unlocks the cabinet and 
brings out his letters, which Ke lays beside 
hers?) Shall we burn the key to our 
garden ? 

Mrs. Dale. Ah, then it will indeed 
be boundless ! ( Watching him while he 
throws the letters into the fire?) 

Voitnor {turning back to her with a 
half-sad smile). But not too big for us 
to find each other in ? 

Mrs. Dale. Since we shall be the 
only people there ! {He takes both her 
hands and they look at each other a mo
ment in silence. Then he goes out by the 
door to the right. As he reaches the door 
she takes a step toward him, impulsively ; 
then turning back she leans against the 
chimney-piece, quietly watching the letters 
burn?) 

GOLD 
BY LAURA MARQUAND WALKER 

Come this autumn day where sun is shining! 
Cross the golden fields with hand in mine ! 

There is gold to have without the mining, 
Filling all our spirits with its shine : 

Not a bit of delving in dark places, 
Not a bit of envy or of strife; 

Golden sunshine in our happy faces. 
Naught but gold about us in our life; 

Yellow woodland to a russet turning, 
Yellow marsh as far as eye can see. 

Other thoughts of other riches spurning. 
Golden autumn's gold enough for me. 
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