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e HE first thousand dollar
:\n’w?",l’ cheque which' Lily received
’ixé; with a blotted scrawl from

y 0{'3 Gus Trenor strengthened
zi(@”é her self-confidence in the
effaced her debts.

exact degree to which it

The transaction had justified itself by its
results: she saw now how absurd it would
have been to.let any primitive scruple de-
prive her of this easy means of appeasing
her creditors. Lily felt really virtuous as
she dispensed the sum in sops to her trades-
men, and the fact that a fresh order accom-
panied each payment did not lessen her sense
of disinterestedness. - How many women,
in her place, would have given the orders
without making the payment!

She had found it reassuringly easytokeep
Trenor in a good humour. To listen to his
stories, to receive his confidences and laugh
at his jokes, seemed for the moment all that
was required of her, and the complacency
with which her hostess regarded these at-
tentions freed them of the least hint of am-
biguity. Mrs. Trenor evidently assumed
that Lily’s growing intimacy with her hus-
band was simply an indirect way of return-
ing her own kindness.

“T’'m so glad you and Gus have become
such good friends,” she said approvingly.
“It’s too delightful of you to be so nice to
him, and put up with all his tiresome sto-
ries. I know what they are, because I had
to listen to them when we were engaged—
P'm sure he is telling the same ones still.
And now I shan’t always have to be asking
Carry Fisher here to keep him in a good-
humour. She’sa perfectvulture, you know;
and shie hasn’t the least moral sense. Sheis
always getting Gus to speculate for her, and
P’m sure she never pays when she loses.”

Miss Bart could shudder at this state of
things without the embarrassment of a per-
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sonal application. Her own position was
surely quite different. There could be no
question of her not paying when she lost,
since Trenor had assured her that she was
certain not to lose. In sending her the
cheque he had explained that he had
made five thousand for her out of Rose-
dale’s “tip,” and had put four thousand
back in the same venture, as there was the
promise of another “big rise”; she under-
stood therefore that he was now speculating
with her own money, and that she conse-
quently owed him no more than the grati-
tude which such a trifling service demanded.
She vaguely supposed that, to raise the first
sum, he had borrowed on her securities;
but this was a point over which her curios-
ity did not linger. It was concentrated, for
the moment, on the probable date of the
next “hig rise.”

The news of this event was received by
her some weeks later, on the occasion of
Jack Stepney’s marriage to Miss Van Os-
burgh. As a cousin of the bridegroom,
Miss Bart had been asked to act as brides-
maid; but she had declined on theplea that,
since she was much taller than the other at-
tendant virgins, her presence might mar the
symmetry of the group. The truth was, she
had attended too many brides to the altar:
whennext seen there she meantto be the chief
figure in the ceremony. She knew the pleas-
antries made at the expense of young girls
who have been too long before the public,
and she was resolved to avoid such assump-
tions of youthfulness as might lead people
to think her older than she really was.

The Van Osburgh marriage was cele-
brated in the village church near the pater-
nalestate on the Hudson. Ttwas the “sim-
ple country wedding” to which guests are
convoyed in special trains, and from which
thehordes of the uninvited have to be fended
off by the intervention of the police. While
these sylvan rites were taking place, in a
church packed with fashion and festooned
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with orchids, therepresentativesof the press
were threading their way, note-book in hand,
through the labyrinth of wedding presents,
and the agent of a cinematograph syndicate
was setting up his apparatus at the church
door. It was the kind of scene in which
Lily had often pictured herseli as taking the
principal part, and on this occasion the fact
that she was once more merely a casual
spectator, instead of the mystically veiled
figure occupying the centre of attention,
strengthened her resolve to assume the lat-
ter part before the year was over. The
fact that her immediate anxieties were re-
lieved did not blind her to a possibility of
their recurrence; it merely gave her enough
buoyancy torise once more aboveher doubts
and feel a renewed faith in her beauty, her
power, and her general fitness to attract a
brilliant destiny. It could not be that one
conscious of such aptitudes for mastery and
enjoyment was doomed to a perpetuity of
failure; and her mistakes looked easily rep-
arable in the light of her restored self-con-
fidence.

A special appositeness was given to these
reflexions by the discovery, in a neighbour-
ing pew, of the serious profile and neatly-
trimmed beard of Mr. Percy Gryce. There
was something almost bridal in his own as-
pect: hislarge white gardenia had a symbolic
air that struck Tily as a good omen. After
all, seen in an assemblage of his kind he
was not ridiculous-looking: a friendly critic
might have called hisheaviness weighty, and
he was at his best in the attitude of vacant
passivity which brings out the oddities of
the restless. - She fancied he was the kind of
man whose sentimental associations would
be stirred by the conventional imagery of a
wedding, and she pictured herself, in the se-
clusion of the Van Osburgh conservatories,
playing skilfully upon sensibilities thus pre-
pared forhertouch. Infact, whenshelooked
at the other women about her, and recalled
the image she had brought away from her
own glass, it did not seem as though any
special skill would be needed to repair her
blunder and bring him oncemoreto her feet.

The sight of Selden’s dark head, in a pew
almost facing her, disturbed for a moment
the balance of her complacency. The rise
of ber blood as their eyes met was succeeded
by a contrary motion, a wave of resistance
and withdrawal. She did not wish to see
him again, not because she feared his influ-
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ence, but because his presence always had
the effect of cheapening her aspirations, of
throwing her whole world out of focus. Be-
sides, he was a living reminder of the worst
mistake in her career, and the fact that he
had been its cause did not soften her feel-
ings toward him. She could still imagine
an ideal state of existence in which, all else
being superadded, intercourse with Selden
might be the last touch of luxury; but in the
world as it was, such a privilege was likely
to cost more than it was worth.

“Lily, dear, I never saw you look so love-
Iy! Youlookasif something delightful had
just happened to you!”

The young lady who thus formulated her
admiration of her brilliant friend did not, in
herown person, suggest such happy possibil-
ities. Miss Gertrude Farish, in fact, typi-
fied the mediocre and the ineffectual. If
there were compensating qualities in her
wide, frank glance and the freshness of her
smile, these were qualities which only the
sympathetic observer would perceive be-
fore noticing that her eyes were of a work-
aday grey and her lips without haunting
curves. Lily’s own view of her wavered
between pity for her limitations and impa-
tience at her cheerful acceptance of them.
To Miss Bart, as to her mother, acquies-
cence in dinginess was evidence of stupidity;
and there were moments when, in the con-
sciousness of her own power to look and to
be so exactly whatthe occasionrequired, she
almost felt that other girls were plain and
inferior from choice. Certainlynooneneed
have confessed such acquiescence in her lot
as was revealed in the “useful” colour of
Gerty Farish’s gown and the subdued lines
of her hat: it is almost as stupid to let your
clothes betray that you know you are ugly
as to have them proclaim that you think you
are beautiful.

Of course, being fatally poor and dingy,
it was wise of Gerty to have taken up phi-
lanthropyand symphony concerts; but there
was something irritating in her assumption
that existence yielded no higher pleasures,
and that one might get asmuch interest and
excitement out of life in a cramped flat as in
the splendours of the Van Osburgh estab-
lishment. Today, however, her chirping
enthusiasms did not irritate Lily. They
seemed only to throw her own exceptional-
ness into becoming relief, and give a soaring
vastness to her scheme of life.
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“Do let us go and takea peep at the pres-
ents before every one else leaves the dining-
room!” suggested Miss Farish, linking her
arm in her friend’s. It was characteristic
of her to take a sentimental and unenvious
interest in all the details of a wedding: she
wasthe kind of a person whoalways kept her
handkerchief out during the service, and
departed clutching a box of wedding-cake.

“Jsn’t everything beautifully done?” she
pursued, asthey entered the distant drawing-
room assigned to the display of Miss Van
Osburgh’s bridal spoils. “Ialwayssay no
one does things better than cousin Grace!
Did you ever taste anything more delicious
than that mousse of lobster with champagne
sauce? I made up my mind weeks ago
that I wouldn’t miss this wedding, and just
fancy how delightfully it all came about.
When Lawrence Selden heard I was com-
ing, he insisted on fetching me himself and
driving me to the station, and when we
go back this evening I am to dine with him
at Sherry’s. I really feel as excited as if I
were getting married myself!”

Lily smiled: she knew that Selden had
always been kind to his dull cousin, and
had sometimes wondered why he wasted so
much time in such an unremunerative man-
ner; but now the thought gave her a vague
pleasure.

“Do you see him often ?”” she asked.

“Yes; heis very good about dropping in
on Sundays. And now and then we do a
play together; but lately I haven’t seen
much of him. He doesn’t look well, and he
seems nervous and unsettled. The dear
fellow! I do wish he would marry some
nice girl.© I told him so today, but he said
he didn’t care for the really nice ones, and the
other kind didn’t care for him—but that
was just his joke, of course. Hecouldnever
marry a girlwho wasw’inice.  Oh, mydear,
did you ever see such pearls?”’

They had paused before the table on
which the bride’s jewels were displayed,
and Lily’s heart gave an envious throb as
she caught the refraction of light from their
surfaces—the milky gleam of perfectly
matched pearls, the flash of rubies relieved
against contrasting velvet, the intense blue
rays of sapphires kindled into light by sur-
rounding diamonds: all these precious tints
enhanced and deepened by the varied art
of their setting. The glow of the stones
warmed Lily’s veins like wine. More com-
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pletely than any other expression of wealth
they symbolized the life she longed to lead,
thelife of fastidiousaloofnessandrefinement
in which every detail should have the finish
of a jewel, and the whole form a harmonious
setting to her own jewel-like rareness.

“Oh, Lily, do look at this diamond pen-
dant—it’s as big as a dinner-plate! Who
can have given it?” ~Miss Farish bent
short-sightedly over theaccompanying card.
“ My. Simon Rosedale. What, that horrid
man? Oh, yes—I remember he’s a friend
of Jack’s, and I suppose cousin Grace had
to ask him here today; but she must rather
hate having to let Gwen accept such a pres-
ent from him.”

Lily smiled. She doubted Mrs. Van Os-
burgh’s reluctance, but was aware of Miss
Farish’s habit of ascribing her own deli-
cacies to the persons least likely to be en-
cumbered by them.

“Well, if Gwen doesn’t care to be seen
wearing it she can always exchange it for
something else,” she remarked. :

‘ Ah, here is something so much prettier,”
Miss Farish continued. “Do look at this
exquisite white sapphire. I'msure theper-
son who chose it must have taken particular
pains. Whatis the name? Percy Gryce?
Ah, then I’m not surprised!” She smiled
significantly as she replaced the card. “Of
course you’ve heard that he’s perfectly de-
voted to Evie Van Osburgh? Cousin Grace
is so pleased about it—it’s quite a romance!
He met her first at the George Dorsets’,
only about six weeks ago, and it’s just the
nicest possible marriage for dear Evie. Oh,
I don’t mean the money—of course she has
plenty of her own—but she’s such a quiet
stay-at-home kind of girl, and it seems he
has just the same tastes; so they are exactly
suited to each other.”

Lily stood staring vacantly at the white
sapphire on its velvet bed. Evie Van Os-
burgh and Percy Gryce? The names rang
derisively through her brain. FEvie Van
Osburgh? The youngest, dumpiest, dull-
est of the four dull and dumpy daughters
whom Mrs. Van Osburgh, with unsurpassed
astuteness, had “ placed” one by one in en-
viable niches of existence! Ah, lucky girls
who grow up in the shelter of a mother’s
love—a mother who knows how to contrive
opportunities without conceding favours,
how to take advantage of propinquity with-
out allowing appetite to be dulled by habit!
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The cleverest girl may miscalculate where
her own interests are concerned, may yield
too much at one moment and withdraw too
far at the next: it takes a mother’s unerring
vigilance and foresight to land her daughters
safely in the arms of wealth and suitability.

Lily’s passing light-heartedness sank be-
neath a renewed sense of failure. Life was
too stupid, too blundering! Why should
Percy Gryce’s millions be joined to another
great fortune, why should this clumsy girl
be put in possession of powers she would
never know how to use?

She was roused from these speculations
by a familiar touch on her arm, and turning
saw Gus Trenor beside her. She felt a
thrill of vexation: whatrighthad he to touch
her? Luckily Gerty Farish had wandered
off to the next table, and they were alone. -

Trenor, looking stouter than ever in his
tight frock-coat, and unbecomingly flushed
by the bridal libations, gazed at her with
undisguised approval.

“By Jove, Lily, you do look a stunner!”
He had slipped insensibly into the use of her
Christian name, and she had never found the
right moment to correct him. Besides, in
her set all the men and women called each
other by their Christian names; it was only
on Trenor’s lips that the familiar address
had an unpleasant significance.

“Well,” he continued, still jovially im-
pervious to her annoyance, “ have you made
up your mind which of these little trinkets
you mean to duplicate at Tiffany’s tomor-
row? I've got a cheque for you in my
pocket that will go a long way in that line!”

Lily gave him a startled look: his voice
was louder than usual, and the room was
beginning to fill with people. But as her
glance assured her that they were still be-
yond ear-shot a sense of pleasure replaced
her apprehension.

 Another dividend ?”” she asked, smiling
and drawing near him in the desire not to
be overheard.

“Well, not exactly: I sold out on the rise
and I’ve pulled off four thou’ for you. Not
so bad for a beginner, eh? I suppose you’ll
begin to think you’rea pretty knowing specu-
lator. And perhaps youwon’t think poorold
Gus such an awful ass as some people do.”

“T think you the kindest of friends; but I
can’t thank you properly now.”

She let her eyes shine into his with a look
that made up for the hand-clasp he would

-absurd things!
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have claimed if they had been alone—and
how glad she was that they were not! The
news filled her with the glow produced by a
sudden cessation of physical pain. The
world was not so stupid and blundering af-
ter all: now and then a stroke of luck came
to the unluckiest. At the thought her spir-
its began to rise: it was characteristic of her
thatone trifling piece of good fortune should
give wings to all her hopes. Instantly came
the reflection that Percy Gryce was not ir-
retrievably lost; and she smiled to think of
the excitement of recapturing him from
Evie Van Osburgh. What chance could
such a simpleton have against her if she
chose to exert herself ? She glanced about,
hoping to catch a glimpse of Gryce; but her
eyes lit instead on the glossy countenance of
Mzr. Rosedale, who was slipping through the
crowd with an air half obsequious, half ob-
trusive, as though, the moment his presence
was recognized, it would swell to the dimen-
sions of the room.

Not wishing to be the means of effecting
this enlargement, Lily quickly transferred
her glance to Trenor, to whom the expres-
sion of her gratitude seemed not to have
brought the complete gratification she had
meant it to give. ;

“Hang thanking me—I don’t want to be

thanked, but I should like the chance to say
two words to you now and then,” he grum-
bled. “I thought you were going to-spend
the whole autumn with us, and I’ve hardly
laid eyes on you for the last month. Why
can’t you come back to Bellomont thiseven-
ing? We're all alone, and Judy is as
cross as two. sticks, Do come and cheer a
fellow up. If you say yes I’ll run you over
in the motor, and you can telephone your
maid to bring your traps from town by the
next train.”
- Lily shook her head with a charming sem-
blance of regret. “I wish I could—but it’s
quite impossible. My aunt has come back
to town, and I must be with her for the next
few days.”

“Well, Pve seen a good deal less of you
since we’ve got to be such pals than T used
to when you were Judy’s friend,” he con-
tinued with unconscious penetration.

“When I was Judy’s friend? Am I not
her friend still? Really, you say the most
If T were always at Bello-
mont you would tire of me much sooner
than Judy—but come and see me at my
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~aunt’s the next afternoon you are in town;
then we can have a nice quiet talk, and you
can tell me how I had better invest my for-
tune.”

It was true that, during the last three or
four weeks, she had absented herself from
Bellomont on the pretext of having other
visits to pay; but she now began to feel that
the reckoning she had thus contrived to
evade had rolled up interest in the interval.

The prospect of the nice quiet talk did
not appear as all-sufficing to T'renor as she
had hoped, and his brows continued to low-
er as he said: “Oh, I don’t know that I
canpromise you a fresh tip every day. But
there’s one thing you might do for me; and
that is, just to be a little civil to Rosedale.
Judy has promised to ask him to dine when
wegetto town, but I can’t induceher tohave
him at Bellomont, and if you would let me
bring him up now it would make a lot of
difference. Idon’t believe two women have
spoken to him this afternoon, and I can tell
you he’s a chap it pays to be decent to.”

Miss Bart made an impatient movement,
but suppressed the words which seemed
about to accompany it. After all, this was
an unexpectedly easy way of acquitting her
debt; and had she not reasons of her own
for wishing to be civil to Mr. Rosedale?

“QOh, bring him by all means,” she said
smiling; “perhaps I can get a tip out of him
on my own account.”

Trenor paused abruptly, and his eyes
fixed themselves on hers with a look which
made her change colour.

“I say, you know—you’ll please remem-
ber he’s a blooming bounder,” he said; and
with a slight laugh she turned toward the
open: window near which they had been
standing.

The throng in the room had increased,
and she felt a desire for space and fresh air.
Both of these she found on the terrace,
where only a few men were lingering over
cigarettes and liqueur, while scattered
couples strolled across the lawn to the au-
tumn-tinted borders of the flower-garden.

As she emerged, a man moved toward
her from the knot of smokers, and she found
herself face to face with Selden. The stir
of the pulses which his nearness always
caused was increased by a slight sense of
constraint. They had not met since their
Sunday afternoon walk at Bellomont, and
that episode was still so vivid to her that she
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could hardly believe him to be less con-
scious of it.  But his greeting expressed no
more than the satisfaction which every pret-
ty woman expects to see reflected in mascu-
line eyes; and the discovery, if distasteful
to her vanity, was reassuring to her nerves.
Between the relief of her escapefrom Tre-
nor,and the vague apprehension of her meet-
ing with Rosedale, it was pleasant to rest a
moment on the sense of complete under-
standing which Lawrence Selden’s manner
always conveyed.

“This is luck,” he said smiling. “I was
wonderingif I should be able tohavea word
with youbefore the special snatches usaway.
I came with Gerty Farish, and promised
not to let her miss the train, but I am sure
she is still extracting sentimental solace
from the wedding presents. She appears
toregard their number and valueasevidence
of the disinterested affection of the contract-
ing parties.”’

There was not the least trace of embar-
rassment in his voice, and as he spoke, lean-
ing slightly against the jamb of the window,
and letting his eyes rest on her in the frank
enjoyment of hergrace, she felt with a faint
chill of regret that he had gone back without
an effort to the footing on which they had
stood before their last talk together. Her
vanity wasstung by the sight of hisunscathed
smile. She longed to be to him something
more than a piece of sentient prettiness, a
passing diversion to his eye and brain; and
the longing betrayed itself in her reply.

“ Ah,” she said, “ Ienvy Gerty that power
she has of dressing up with romance all our
ugly and prosaic arrangements! I have
never recovered my self-respect since you
showed me how poor and unimportant my
ambitions were.”

The words were hardly spoken when she
realized their infelicity. It seemed to be
her fate to appear at her worst to Selden.

“T thought, on the contrary,” he returned
lightly, ““that T had been the means of prov-
ing they were more important to you than
anything else.”

It was as if the eager current of her being
had been checked by a sudden obstacle
whichdroveit back uponitself. Shelooked
at him helplessly, like a hurt or frightened
child: this real self of hers, which he had the
faculty of drawing out of the depths, was so
little accustomed to go-alone!

The appeal of her helplessness touched
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in him, as it always did, a latent chord of
inclination. It would have meant nothing
to him to discover that his nearness made
her more brilliant, but this glimpse of a twi-
light mood to which he alone had the clue
seemed once more to set him in a world
apart with her.

‘At least you can’t think worse things of
me than you say!” she exclaimed with a
trembling laugh; but before he could an-
swer, the flow of comprehension between
them was abruptly stayed by the reappear-
ance of Gus Trenor, who advanced with
Mzr. Rosedale in his wake.

“Hang it, Lily, I thought you’d given me
the slip: Rosedale and I have been hunting
all.over for you!”

His voice had a note of conjugal familiar-
ity: Miss Bart fancied she detected in Rose-
dale’seyea twinkling perception of the fact,
and the idea turned her dislike of him to re-
pugnance.

She returned his profound bow with a
slight nod, made more disdainful by the
sense of Selden’s surprise that she should
number Rosedaleamong heracquaintances.
Trenor had turned away, and his compan-
ion continued to stand before Miss Bart,
alert and expectant, his lips parted in a
smile at whatever she might be about to say,
and his very back conscious of the privilege
of being seen with her.

It was the moment for tact; for the quick
bridging overof gaps; but Selden still leaned
against the window, a detached observer of
the scene, and under the spell of his obser-
vation Lily felt herself powerless to exert
her usual arts. The dread of Selden’s sus-
pecting that there was any need for her to
propitiate such a man as Rosedale checked
the trivial phrases of politeness. Rosedale
still stood before her in an expectant at-
titude, and she continued to face him in
silence, her glance just level with his pol-
ished baldness. Thelook put the finishing
touch to what her silence implied.

He reddened slowly, shifting from one
foot to the other, fingered the plump black
pearl in his tie, and gave a nervous twist to
his moustache; then, running his eye over
her, he drew back, and said, with a side-
glance at Selden: “ Upon my soul, I never
saw a more ripping get-up. Is that the last
creation of the dress-maker you go to see at
the Benedick? If so,Iwonder allthe other

women don’t go to her too!”
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The words were pro jected sharply against
Lily’s silence, and she saw in aflash that her
own act had given them their emphasis. In
ordinary talk they might have passed un-
heeded; but following on her prolonged
pause they acquired a special meaning. She
felt, without looking, that Selden had im-
mediately seized it, and would inevitably
connect the allusion with her visit to him-
self. The consciousness increased her irri-
tation against Rosedale, but also her feeling
that now, if ever, was the moment to propiti-
atehim, hateful as it was to do so in Selden’s
presence. ‘

“How do you know the other women
don’t go to my dress-maker ?”’ she returned.
“You see I'm not afraid to give her address
to my friends!”’

Her glance and accent so plainly included
Rosedale in this privileged circle that his
small eyes puckered with gratification, and
a knowing smile drew up his moustache.

“By Jove, you needn’t be!”” he declared.
“You could give ’em the whole outfit and
win at a canter!”

“Ah, that’s nice of you; and it would be
nicer still if youwould carry me off to a quiet
corner, and get me a glass of lemonade or
some innocent drink before we all have to
rush for the train.”

She turned away as she spoke, letting
him strut at her side through the gathering
groups on the terrace, while every nerve in
her throbbed with the consciousness of
what Selden must have thought of thescene.

But under her angry sense of the per-
verseness of things, and the light surface of
her talk with Rosedale, a third idea persist-
ed: she did not mean to leave without an
attempt to discover the truth about Percy
Gryce. Chance,or perhapshisownresolve,
bad kept them apart since his hasty with-
drawal from Bellomont; but Miss Bart was
an expert in making the most of the unex-
pected, and the distasteful incidents of the
last few minutes—the revelation to Selden
of precisely that part of her life which she
most wished him to ignore—increased her
longing for shelter, for escape from such hu-
miliating contingencies. Any definite sit-
uation would be more tolerable than this
huffeting of chances, which kept her in an
attltude of uneasy alertness toward every
possibility of life.

Indoors there was a general sense of dis-
persalin theair, as of an audience gathering
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itself up for departure after the principal
actors had left the stage; but among the re-
maining groups, Lily could discover neither
Gryce nor the youngest Miss Van Osburgh.
That both should be missing struck her with
foreboding; and she charmed Mr. Rosedale
by proposing that they should make their
way to the conservatories at the farther end
of the house. There were just enough peo-
ple left in the long suite of rooms to make
their progress conspicuous, and Lily was
aware of being followed by looks of amuse-
ment and interrogation, which glanced off as
harmlessly from her indifference as from her
companion’s self-satisfaction. She cared
very little at that moment about being seen
with Rosedale: all her thoughts were cen-
tred on the object of her search. The latter,
however, was not discoverable in the con-
servatories, and Lily, oppressed by a sud-
den conviction of failure, was casting about
forawaytorid herself of her nowsuperfluous
companion, when they came upon Mrs. Van
Osburgh, flushed and exhausted, but beam-
ing with the consciousnessof duty performed.

She glanced at them a moment with the
benign but vacant eye of the tired hostess, to
whom her guests have become mere whirling
spots in a kaleidoscope of fatigue; then her
attention became suddenly fixed, and she
seized on Miss Bart with a confidential
gesture.

“My dear Lily, I haven’t had time for a
word with you, and now I suppose you are
justoff. Have youseen Evie? She’s been
looking everywhere for you: she wanted
to tell you her little secret; but I daresay
you have guessed it already. The engage-
ment is not to be announced till next week
—but you are such a friend of Mr. Gryce’s
that they both wished you to be the first to
know of their happiness.”

. Peniston’s youth,
y fashion had returned totown
2 in October; therefore on the
tenth day of the month the
blinds of her Fifth Avenue
residence were drawn up,
of the Dying Gladiator in

and the eyes
bronze who occupied the drawing-room
window resumed their survey of that de-
serted thoroughfare.

‘Thefirst two weeks after herreturn repre-
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sented to Mrs. Peniston the domestic equiv-
alent of a religious retreat. She “went
through” the linen and blankets in the pre-
cise spirit of the penitent exploring the inner
folds of conscience; she sought for moths as
the stricken soul seeks for lurking infirmi-
ties. The topmost shelf of every closet was
made to yield up its secret, cellar and coal-
bin were probed to their darkest depthsand,
as a final stage in the lustral rites, the entire
house was swathed in penitential white and
deluged with expiatory soapsuds.

It was on this phase of the proceedings
that Miss Bart entered on the afternoon of
her return from the Van Osburgh wedding.
The journey back to town had not been
calculated to soothe her nerves. Though
Evie Van Osburgh’s engagement was still
officially a secret, it was one of which the
innumerable intimate friends of the family
were already possessed; and the trainful of
returning guests buzzed with allusions and
anticipations. Lily was acutely aware of
her own part in this drama of innuendo:
she knew the exact quality of the amuse-
ment the situation evoked. K The crude
forms in which her friends took their pleas-
ure included a loud enjoyment of such com-
plications: the zest of surprising destiny in
the act of playing a practical joke. Lily
knew well enough how to bear herself in
difficult situations. She had, to a shade,
the exact manner between victory and de-
feat: every inginuation was shed without an
effort by the bright indifference of her man-
ner. Butshewasbeginning to feel the strain
of the attitude; the reaction was more rapid,
and she lapsed to a deeper seli-disgust.

As was always the case with her, this
moral repulsion found a physical outlet in a
quickened distaste for her surroundings.
She revolted from the complacent ughness
of Mrs. Peniston’s black walnut, from the
slippery gloss of the vestibule tiles, and the
mingled odour of sapolio and furniture-
polish that met her at the door.

"The stairs were still carpetless, and on the
way up to her room she was arrested on the
landing by an encroaching tide of soapsuds.
Gathering up her skirts, she drew aside
with an impatient gesture; and as she did so
she had the odd sensation of having already
found herself in the same situation but in
different surroundings. It seemed to her
that she was again descending the staircase
from Selden’s rooms; and looking down to
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remonstrate with the dispenser of the soapy
flood, she found herself met by a lifted stare
which had once before confronted her under
similar circumstances. It was the char-
woman of the Benedick who, resting on
crimson elbows, examined her with the same
unflinching curiosity, the same apparent re-
luctance to let her pass. On this occasion,
however, Miss Bart was on her ownground.

“Don’t you see that I wish to go by?
Please move your pail,” she said sharply.

The woman at first seemed not to hear;
then, without a word of excuse, she pushed
back her pail and dragged a wet floor-cloth
across the landing, keeping her eyes fixed
on Lily wuile the latter swept by. It was
insufferaple that Mrs. Peniston should have
such creatures about the house; and Lily
entered her room resolved that the woman
should be dismissed that evening.

Mrs. Peniston, however, was at the mo-
ment inaccessible to remonstrance: since
early morning she had been shut up with
her maid, going over her furs, a process
which formed the culminating episodein the
drama of household renovation. In the
evening also Lily found herself alone, for her
aunt, who rarely dined out, had responded
to the summons of a Van Alstyne cousin
who waspassing through town. Thehouse,
inits state of unnatural immaculatenessand
order, was as dreary as a tomb, and as Lily,
turning from her brief repast between
shrouded sideboards, wandered into the
newly-uncovered glare of the drawing-room
she feltasthough she were buried alivein the

- _~stifling limits of Mrs. Peniston’s existence.

She usually contrived to avoid being at
home during the season of domestic renewal.
On the present occasion, however, a variety
of reasons had combined to bring her to
town; and foremost among them was the
factthat she had fewer invitations than usu-
alforthe autumn. She had so long been ac-
customed to pass from one country-house to
another, till the close of the holidays brought
her friends to town, that the unfilled gaps of
time confronting her produced asharp sense
of waning popularity. It was as she had
said to Selden—people were tired of her.
They would welcome herina new character,
but as.Miss Bart they knew her by heart.
She knew herself by heart too, and was sick
of the old story. 'There were moments when

she longed blindly for anything different,-

anything strange, remote and untried; but
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the utmost reach of her imagination did not
go beyond picturing her usual life in a new
setting. She could notfigure herself asany-
where but in a drawing-room, diffusing ele-
gance as a flower sheds perfume.

Meanwhile, as October advanced she had
to face the alternative of returning to the
Trenors or joining her aunt in town. Even
the desolating dulness of New York in Oc-
tober, and the soapy discomforts of Mrs.
Peniston’s interior, seemed preferable to
what might await her at Bellomont; and
with an air of heroicdevotion she announced
her intention of remaining with her aunt till
the holidays.

Sacrifices of this nature are sometimes re-
ceived with feelings as mixed as those which
actuate them; and Mrs. Peniston remarked
to her confidential maid that, if any of the
family were to be with her at such a crisis
(though for forty yearsshehad been thought
competent to see to the hanging of her own
curtains), she would certainly have pre-
ferred Miss Grace to Miss Lily. Grace
Stepney was an obscure cousin, of adaptable
manners and vicarious interests, who “ran
in” to sit with Mrs. Peniston when Lily
dined out too continuously; who played
hézique, picked up dropped stitches, read
out the deaths from the Times, and sincere-
ly admired the purple satin drawing-room
curtains, the Dying Gladiator in the window,
and the seven-by-five painting of Niagara
which represented the one artistic excess of
Mr. Peniston’s temperate career.

Mrs. Peniston, under ordinary circum-
stances, was as much bored by her excellent
cousin as the recipient of such services usu-
ally is by the person who performs them.
She greatly preferred the brilliant and un-
reliable Lily, who did not know one end of a
crochet-needle from the other, and had fre-
guently wounded her susceptibilities by sug-
gesting that the drawing-room should be
“done over.”” But when it cametohunting
for missing napkins, or helping to decide
whether the backstairs needed recarpeting,
Grace’s judgment was certainly sounder
than Lily’s: not to mention the fact that the
latter resented the smell of beeswax and
brown soap, and behaved as though she
thought a house ought to keep clean of
itself, without extraneous assistance.

Seated under the cheerless blaze of the
drawing-room chandelier—Mrs. Peniston
never lit the lamps unless there was ““com-
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pany”—Lily seemed to watch her own fig-
ure retreating down vistas of neutral-tinted
dulnesstoamiddle age like Grace Stepney’s.
When she ceased to amuse Judy Trenor and
her friends she would have to fall back on
amusing Mrs. Peniston; whichever way she
looked she saw only a future of servitude to
the whims of others, never the possibility of
asserting her own eager individuality.

A ring at the door-bell, sounding emphat-
ically through the empty house, roused her
suddenly to the extent of her boredom. It
was as though all the weariness of the past
months had culminated in the vacuity of
that interminable evening. If only the ring
meant a summons from the outer world—a
token that she was still remembered and
wanted!

After some delay a parlour-maid present-
ed herself with the announcement that there
was a person outside who was asking to see
Miss Bart; and on Lily’s pressing for a
more specific description, she added:

“It’s Mrs. Haffen, Miss; she wont say
what she wants.”

Lily, to whom the name conveyed noth-
ing, opened the door upon a woman in a
battered bonnet, who stood firmly planted
under the hall-light. The glare of the un-
shaded gas shone familiarly on her pock-
marked face and the reddish baldness visi-
ble through thin strands of straw-coloured
hair. Lily looked at the char-woman in
surprise.

“Do you wish to see me ?”’ she asked.

“I should like to say a word to you,
Miss.” The tone was neither aggressive
nor conciliatory: it revealed nothing of the
speaker’s errand.  Nevertheless, some pre-
cautionary instinct warned Lily to withdraw
beyond ear-shot of the hovering parlour-

- maid.

She signed to Mrs. Haffen to follow her
into the drawing-room, and closed the door
when they had entered.

“What is it that you wish P’ she enquired.

The char-woman, after the manner of her
kind, -stood with her arms folded in her
shawl. Unwinding the latter, she produced
a small parcel wrapped in dirty newspaper.

“I have something here that you might
liketo see, Miss Bart.”  Shespoke the name
with an unpleasant emphasis, as though her
knowing it made a part of her reason for
being there. To Lily the intonation sound-
ed like a threat.
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“You have found something belonging
to me?”’ she asked, extending her hand.

Mrs. Haffen drew back. “Well, if it
comes to that, I guess it’s mine as much as
anybody’s,” she returned.

Lily looked at her perplexedly. She was
sure, now, that her visitor’s manner con-
veyed a threat; but, expert as she was in
certain directions, there was nothing in her
experience to prepare her for the exact
significance of the present scene. She felt,
however, that it must be ended as promptly
as possible.

“T don’t understand; if this parcel is not
mine, why have you asked for me?”

The woman was unabashed by the ques-
tion. She was evideutly prepared to an-
swer it, but like all her class she had to go a
long way back to make a beginning, and it
wasonlyafter a pause thatshereplied: “My
hushand was janitor to the Benedick till the
first of the month; since then he can’t get
nothing to do.”

Lily remained silent, and she continued:
“It wasn’t no fault of our own, neither: the
agent had another man he wanted the place
for, and we was put out, bag and baggage,
just tosuit his fancy. Ihad a long sickness
last winter, and an operation that ate up all
we’d put by; and it’s hard for me and the
children, Haffen being so longout of a job.”

After all, then, she had come only to ask
Miss Bart to find a place for her husband;
or, more probably, to seek the young lady’s
intervention with Mrs. Peniston. Lily had
such an air of always getting what she want-
ed that she was used to being appealed to as
an intermediary, and, relieved of her vague
apprehension, she took refuge in the con-
ventional formula.

“I am sorry you have been in trouble,”
she said.

“Oh, that we have, Miss, and it’s on’y
just beginning. 1f on’y we’d a got another
situation—but the agent, he’s dead against
us. It ain’t no fault of ours, neither,
but ”

At this point Lily’s impatience overcame
her, “If you have anything to say to me

"’ she interposed.

The woman’s resentment of the rebuff
seemed to spur her lagging ideas.

“Yes, Miss; 'm coming to that,” she
said. She paused again, with her eyes on
Lily, and then continued, in a tone of
diffuse narrative: “When we was at the
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Benedick I had charge of someof the gentle-
men’s rooms; leastways, I swep’ ’em out
on Saturdays. Some of the gentlemen got
the greatest sight of letters: I never saw
the like of it. Their waste-paper baskets
'd be fairly brimming, and papers falling
over on the floor. Maybe havin’ so many
is how they get so careless. Some of ’em is
worse than others. Mz, Selden, Mr, Law-
rence Selden, he was alwaysone of the care-
fullest: burnt his letters in winter, and tore
’emin little bits insummer. Butsometimes
he’d have so many he’d just bunch ’em to-
gether, the way the others did, and tear the
lot through once—like this.”

While she spoke she had loosened the
string from the parcel in her hand, and now
she drew forth a letter which she laid on the
table between Miss Bart and herself. As
she had said, the letter was torn in two; but
with a rapid gesture she laid the torn edges
together and smoothed out the page.

A wave of indignation swept over Lily.
She felt herself in the presence of something
vile, as yet hut dimly conjectured—the kind
of vileness of which people whispered, but
which she had never thought of as touching
her own life. She drew back with a motion
of disgust, but her withdrawal was checked
by a sudden discovery: under the glare of
Mirs. Peniston’s chandelier she had recog-
nized the hand-writing of the letter. Itwas
a large disjointed hand, with a flourish of
masculinity which but slightly disguised its
rambling weakness, and the words, scrawled
in heavy ink on pale-tinted note-paper,
smote on Lily’s ear as though she had heard
them spoken.

At first she did not grasp the full import
of the situation. She understood only that
before her lay a letter written by Bertha
Dorset, and addressed, presumably, to Law-
rence Selden. There was no date, but the
blackness of the ink proved the writing to be
comparatively recent. The packetin Mrs.
Haffen’s hand doubtless contained more
letters of the same kind—a dozen, Lily con-
jectured from its thickness. The letter be-
fore her was short, but its few words, which
had leapt into her brain before she was con-
scious of reading them, told a long history—
a history over which, for the last four years,
the friends of the writer had smiled and
shrugged, viewing it merely as one among
the countless “ good situations”” of the mun-
dane comedy. Now the other side present-
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ed itself to Lily, the volcanic nether side of
the surface over which conjecture and innu-
endo glide so lightly till the first fissure turns
their whisper to a shriek. Lily knew that
there is nothing society resents so much as
having given its protection to those who
have not known how to profit by it: it is for
having betrayed its connivance that the body
social punishes the offender who is found
out. And in this case there was no doubt
of the issue. The code of Lily’s world de-
creed that a woman’s husband should be
the only judge of her conduct: she was
technically above suspicion while she had
the shelter of his approval, or even of his in-
difference. But with a man of George
Dorset’s temper there could be no thought
of condonation—the possessor of his wife’s
letters could overthrow with a touch the
whole structure of her existence. And into
what hands Bertha Dorset’s secret had been
delivered! Fora moment the irony of the
coincidence tinged Lily’s disgust with a con-
fused sense of triumph. But the disgust
prevailed—all her instinctive resistances, of
taste, of training, of blind inherited scruples,
rose against the other feeling. Her strongest
sense was one of personal contamination.

She moved away, as though to put as
much distance as possible between herself
and her visitor. ““I know nothing of these
letters,”” she said; “I have noidea why you
have brought them here.”

Mrs. Haffen faced her steadily. “I'll
tell you why, Miss. I brought ’em to you
to sell, because I ain’t got no other way of
raising money, and if we don’t pay our rent
by tomorrow night we’ll be put out. Inever
doneanythin’ of the kind before, and if you’d
speak to Mr. Selden or to Mr. Rosedale
about getting Haffen taken on again at the
Benedick—I seen you talking to Mr. Rose-
dale on the steps that day you come out of
M. Selden’s rooms ?

Theblood rushed to Lily’sforehead. She
understood now—Mrs. Haffen supposed
her to be the writer of the letters. In the
first Ieap of her anger she was about to ring
and order the woman out; but an obscure
impulse restrained her. The mention of Sel-
den’s name had started a new train of
thought. Bertha Dorset’s letters were
nothing to her—they might go where the cur-
rent of chance carried them! But Selden
was inextricablyinvolved in their fate. Men
do not, at worst, suffer much from such ex-
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posure; and in this instance the flash of divi-
nation whichhad carried the meaning of the
letters to Lily’s brain had revealed also that
they were appeals—repeated and therefore
probably unanswered—for the renewal of a
tie which time had evidently relaxed. Nev-
ertheless, the fact that the correspondence
had been allowed to fall into strange hands
would convict Selden of negligencein a mat-
ter where the world holdsitleast pardonable;
and there were graver risks to consider
where a man of Dorset’s ticklish balance
was concerned.

If she weighed all these things it was un-
consciously: she was aware only of feeling
that Selden would wish the letters rescued,
and that therefore she must obtain posses-
sionof them. Beyondthathermind did not
travel. She had, indeed, a quick vision of
returning the packet to Bertha Dorset, and
of the opportunities the restitution offered;
but this thought lit up abysses from which
she shrank back ashamed.

Meanwhile Mrs. Haffen, prompt to per-
ceive her hesitation, had already opened the
packet and ranged its contents on the table.
All the letters had been pieced together with
strips-of thin paper. Some were in small
fragments, the others merely torn in half.
Though there were not many, thus spread
out they nearly covered the table. Lily’s
glance fell on a word here and there—then
she said in a low voice: “What do you wish
me to pay your”

Mrs. Haffen’s face reddened with satis-
faction. It was clear that the young lady
was badly frightened, and Mrs. Haffen was
the woman to make the most of such fears.
Anticipating an easier victory than she had
foreseen, she named an exorbitant sum.

- But Miss Bart showed herself alessready
prey than might have been expected from
her imprudentopening. Sherefused to pay
the price named, and after a moment’s hesi-
tation, met it by a counter-offer of half the
amount.,

Mzrs. Haffen immediately stiffened. Her
hand travelled toward the outspread letters,
and folding them slowly, she madeasthough
to restore them to their wrapping.

“T guess they’re worth more to you than
to me, Miss, but the poor has got to live as
wellasthe rich,” she observed sententiously.

Lily was throbbing with fear, but the in-
sinuation fortified her resistance.

“You are mistaken,” she said indiffer-
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ently. “Ihave offered all T am willing to
give for the letters; but there may be other
ways of getting them.”

Mrs. Haffen raised a suspicious glance:
she was too experienced not to know that
the traffic she was engaged in had perils as
great as its rewards, and she had a vision of
the elaborate machinery of revenge which a
word of this commanding young lady’s
might set in motion.

She applied the corner of her shawl to her
eyes, and murmured through it that no good
came of bearing too hard on the poor, but
that for her part she had never been mixed
up in such a business before, and that on
her honour as a Christian ali she and Haffen
had thought of was that the letters mustn’t
go any farther.

Lily stood motionless, keeping between
herself and the char-woman the greatest
distance compatible with the need of speak-
inginlowtones. Theideaof bargainingfor
the letters was intolerable to her, but she
knew that, if she appeared to weaken, Mrs.
Haffen would at once increase her original
demand. :

She could never afterward recall howlong
the duel lasted, or what was the decisive
stroke which finally, after a lapse of time
recorded in minutes by the clock, in hours
by the precipitate beat of her pulses, put her
in possession of the letters; she knew only
that the door had finally closed, and that
she stood alone with the packet in her hand.

She had no idea of reading the letters;
even to unfold Mrs. Haffen’s dirty newspa-
per would have seemed degrading. But
what did she intend to do with its contents?
The recipient of the letters had meant to
destroy them, and it was her duty to carry
out his intention. She had no right to
keep them—to do so was to lessen whatever
merit layin having secured their possession.
But how destroy them so effectually that
there should be no second risk of their fall-
ing in such hands? Mrs. Peniston’s icy
drawing-room grate shone with a forbidding
lustre: the fire, like the lamps, was never lit
except when there was company.

Miss Bart was turning to carry the letters
upstairs when she heard the opening of the
outer door, and her aunt entered the draw-
ing-room. Mrs. Peniston was a small
plump woman, with a colourless skin lined
with trivial wrinkles. Her grey hair was
arranged with precision, and her clothes
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looked excessively new and yet slightly
old-fashioned. Theywerealwaysblack and
tightly fitting, with an expensive glitter: she
was the kind of woman who wore jet at
breakfast. Lily had never seen her when
she was not cuirassed in shining black, with
smalltight boots, and an air of being packed
and ready to start; yet she never started.

She looked about the drawing-room with
an air of minute scrutiny. “Y saw a streak
of light under one of the blinds as I drove
up: it’s extraordinary that I can never
teach that woman to draw them down even-
ly.”

Having corrected the irregularity, she
seated herself on one of the glossy purple
armchairs; Mrs. Peniston always sat on a
chair, never in it. Then she turned her
glance to Miss Bart.

“My dear, you look tired; I suppose it’s
the excitement of the wedding. Cornelia
Van Alstyne was full of it: Molly was there,
and Gerty Farish ran in for a minute to tell
us about it. T think it was odd, their serv-
ing melons before the consommé: a wedding
breakfast should always begin with consom-
mé. Molly didn’t care for the bridesmaidy’
dresses. She had it straight from Julia
Melson that they cost three hundred dollars
apiece at Céleste’s, but she says they didn’t
look it. I'm glad you decided not to be
4 bridesmaid; that shade of salmon-pink
wouldn’t have suited you.”

Mrs. Peniston delighted in discussing the
minutest details of festivities in which she
had not taken part. Nothing would have
induced her to undergo the exertion and fa-
tigue of attending the Van Osburgh wed-
ding, but so great was her interest in the
event that, having heard two versions of it,
she now prepared to extract a third from
her niece. Lily, however, had been deplor-
ably careless in noting the particulars of the
entertainment. She had failed to observe
the colour of Mrs. Van Osburgh’s gown,
and could not even say whether the old Van
Oshurgh Sévres had been used at the bride’s
table: Mrs. Peniston, in short, found that
she was of more service as a listener than as
a narrator.

“Really, Lily, I don’t see why you took
thetroubleto go to the wedding, if you don’t
remember what happened or whom you saw
there. When I wasa girl I used to keepthe
menw of every dinner T went to, and write
the names of the people on the back; and I
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never threw away my cotillion favours till
after your uncle’s death, when it seemed un-
suitable to have so many coloured things
about the house. I had a whole closet-full,
Iremember; and I can tell to this day what
balls T got them at. Molly Van Alstyne re-
minds me of what I was at that age; it’s
wonderful how she notices. She was able
to tell her mother exactly how the wedding-
dress was cut, and we knew at once, from
the fold in the back, that it must have come
from Paquin.”

Mzs. Penistonrose abruptly, and, advanc-
ing to the ormulu clock surmounted by a
helmeted Minerva, which throned on the
chimney-piece between two malachite vases,
passed her lace handkerchief between the
helmet and its visor.

“Iknewit—the parlour-maid never dusts
there!” she exclaimed, triumphantly dis-
playing a minute spot on the handkerchief;
then, reseating herself, she went on: “ Molly
thought Mrs. Dorset the best-dressed wom-
an at the wedding. T’ve no doubt her dress
did cost more thananyone else’s, but I can’t
quite like the idea—a combination of sable
and point de Milan. 1t seems she goes to a
new man in Paris, who won’t take an order
till his client has spent a day with him at his
villa at Neuilly. He says he must study his
subject’s home lifee—a most peculiar ar-
rangement, I should say! But Mrs. Dor-
set told Molly about it herself: she said the
villa was full of the most exquisite things
and she was really sorry to leave. Molly
said she never saw her looking better; she
was in tremendous spirits, and said she had
made a match between Evie Van Oshurgh
and Percy Gryce. Shereally seems to have
a very good influence on young men. Ihear
she is interesting herself now in that silly
Silverton boy, who has had his head turned
by Carry Fisher, and has been gambling so
dreadfully. Well, as I was saying, Evie is
really engaged: Mrs. Dorset had her to stay
with Percy Gryce, and managed it all, and
GraceVan Osburgh isinthe seventh heaven
—she had almost despaired of marrying
Evie.”

Mrs. Peniston again paused, but this time
her scrutiny addressed itself, not to the fur-
niture, but to her niece.

“Cornelia Van Alstyne was so surprised:
she had heard that you were to marry young
Gryce. She saw the Wetheralls just after
they had stopped with you at Bellomont,
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and Alice Wetherall was quite sure there was
an engagement. She said that when Mr.
Gryce left unexpectedly one morning, they
all thought he had rushed to town for the
ring.”

Lily rose and moved toward the door.

“T believe L am tired: I think Iwill go to
bed,” she said; and Mrs. Peniston, sudden-
ly distracted by the discovery that the
easel sustaining the late Mr. Peniston’s
crayon-portrait was not exactly in line with
the sofa in front of it, presented an absent-
minded brow to her kiss.

In her own room Lily turned up the gas-
jet and glanced toward the grate.- It was
as brilliantly polished as the one below, but
here at least she could burn a few papers
with less risk of incurring her aunt’s disap-
proval. She made no immediate motion to
do so, however, but dropping into a chair
looked wearily about her. Her room was
largeand comfortably-furnished—it wasthe
envy and admiration of poor Grace Stepney,
who boarded; but, contrasted with the light
tints and luxurious appointments of the
guest-rooms where so many weeks of Lily’s
existence were spent, it seemed as dreary as
a prison. The monumental wardrobe and
bedstead of black walnut had migrated
from Mr, Peniston’s bedroom, and the ma-
genta “flock” wall-paper, of a pattern dear
to the earlysixties, was hung with large steel
engravings of an anecdotic character. Lily
bad tried to mitigate this charmless back-
ground by a few frivolous touches, in the
shape of a lace-decked toilet table and a
little painted desk surmounted by photo-
graphs; but the fufility of the attempt
struck her as she looked about the room.
What a contrast to the subtle eleganceof the
setting she had pictured for herself-—an
apartment which should surpass the com-
plicated luxury of her friends’ surroundings
by the whole extent of that artistic sensibil-
ity which made her feel herself their supe-
rior; in which every tint and line should
combine to enhance her heautyand give dis-
tinction to her leisure! Once more the
haunting sense of physical ugliness was in-
tensified by her mental depression, so that
each piece of the offending furniture seemed
to thrust forth its most aggressive angle.

Her aunt’s words had told her nothing
new; but theyhad revived the vision of Ber-
tha Dorset, smiling, flattered, victorious,
holding her up to ridicule by insinuations
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intelligible to every member of their little
group. The thought of the ridicule struck
deeper than any other sensation: Lily knew
every turn of the allusive jargon which could
flay its victims without the shedding of
blood. Her cheek burned attherecollection,
and she rose and caught up the letters.
She no longer meant to destroy them: that
intention had been effaced by the quick cor-
rosion of Mrs. Peniston’s words.

Instead, she approached her desk, and
lighting a taper, tied and sealed the packet;
then she opened the wardrobe, drew outa
despatch-box, and deposited the letters
within it. As she did so, it struck her with a
flash of irony that she was indebted to Gus
Trenor for the means of buying them.

X

W notonously. Miss Bart had
received one or two notes
& from Judy Trenor, reproach-
ing her for not returning to
Bellomont; but she replied
evasively, alleging the obligation to remain
with her aunt. In truth, however, she was
fast wearying of her solitary existence with
Mrs. Peniston, and only the excitement of
spending her newly-acquired money light-
ened the dulness of the days.

All her life Lily had seen money go out as
quickly as it came in, and whatever theories
she cultivated as to the prudence of setting
aside a part of her gains, she had unhappily
no saving vision of the risks of the opposite
course. It was a keen satisfaction to feel
that, for a few months at least, she would be
independent of her friends’ bounty, that she
could show herself abroad without wonder-
ing whether some penetrating eye would de-
tect in her dress the traces of Judy Trenor’s
refurbished splendour. The factthat the
money freed her temporarily from all minor
obligations obscured her sense of the greater
one it represented, and having never before
known what it was to command so large a
sum, she lingered delectably overtheamuse-
ment of spending it.

It wasonone of these occasions that, leav-
ing a shop where she had spent an hour of
deliberation over a dressing-case of the
most complicated elegance, she ran across
Miss Farish, who had entered the same es-
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tablishment with the modest object of hav-
ing her watch repaired. Lily was feeling
unusually virtuous. She had decided to
defer the purchase of the dressing-case till
she should receive the bill for her new opera-
cloak, and the resolve made her feel much
richer than when she had entered the shop.
In this mood of self-approval she had a
sympathetic eye for others, and she was
struck by ber friend’s air of dejection.

Miss Farish, it appeared, had just left the
committee-meeting of a struggling charity
in which she was interested. The object of
the association was to provide comfortable
lodgings, with a reading-room and other
modest distractions, where young women
of the class employed in down town offices
might find a home when out of work, or in
need of rest, and the first year’s financial re-
port showed so deplorably small a balance
that Miss Farish, who was convinced of the
urgency of the work, felt proportionately
discouraged by the small amount of inter-
estit aroused. The other-regarding senti-
ments had not been cultivated in Lily, and
she was often bored by the relation of her
friend’s philanthropic efforts, but to-day
her quick dramatizing fancy seized on the
contrast between her own situation and that
represented by some of Gerty’s “cases.”
These were young girls, like herself; some
perhaps pretty, some not without a trace of
her finer sensibilities. She pictured her-
self leading such a life as theirs—a life in
which achievement seemed as squalid as
failure—and the vision made her shudder
sympathetically. The price of the dress-
ing-case was still in her pocket; and draw-
ing out her little gold purse she slipped a
liberal fraction of the amount into Miss

- Farish’s hand.

The satisfaction derived from this act was
all that the most ardent moralist could have
desired. Lily felt a new interest in herself
as a person of charitable instincts: she had
never before thought of doing good with the
wealth she had so often dreamed of pos-
sessing, but now her horizon was enlarged
by the vision of a prodigal philanthropy.
Moreover, by some obscure process of logic,
she felt that her momentary burst of gen-
erosity had justified all previous extrava-
gances, and excused any in which she might
subsequently indulge. Miss Farish’s sur-
prise and gratitude confirmed this feeling,
and Lily parted from her with a sense of
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self-esteem which she naturally mistook for
the fruits of altruism.

About this time she was farther cheered
by an invitation to spend the Thanksgiving
week at a camp in the Adirondacks. The
invitation was one which, a year earlier,
would have provoked a less ready respense,
for the party, though organized by Mrs.
Fisher, was ostensibly given by a lady of
obscure origin and indomitable social am-
bitions, whose acquaintance Lily had
hitherto avoided. Now, however, she was
disposed to coincide with Mrs. Fisher’s
view, that it didn’t matter who gave the
party, as long as things were well done; and
doing things well (under competent direc-
tion) was Mrs. Wellington Bry’s strong
point. The lady (whose consort was known
as “ Welly” Bryonthe Stock Exchange and
in sporting circles) had already sacrificed
one hushand, and sundry minor considera-
tions, to her determination to get on; and,
having obtained a hold on Carry Fisher, she
was astute enough to perceive the wisdom
of committing herself entirely to that lady’s
guidance. Everything, accordingly, was
well done, for there was no limit to Mrs.
Fisher’s prodigality when she wasnot spend-
ing her own money, and as she remarked to
her pupil, a good cook was the best intro-
duction to society. If the company wasnot
as select as the cuisine, the Welly Brys at
least had the satisfaction of figuring for the
first time in the society columns in company
with one or two noticeable names; and fore-
most among these was of course Miss Bart’s.
The young lady was treated by her hosts
with corresponding deference; and she was
in the mood when such attentions are ac-
ceptable, whatever theirsource. - Mrs. Bry’s
admiration was a mirror in which Lily’s
self-complacency recovered its lost outline.
No insect hangs its nest on threads as frail
as those which will sustain the weight of
human vanity; and the sense of being of
importance among the insignificant was
enough to restore to Miss Bart the gratify-
ing consciousnessof power. If these people
paid court to her it proved that she was still
conspicuous in the world to which they
aspired; and she was notabove a certain en-
joyment in dazzling them by her fineness,
in developing their puzzled perception of
her superiorities.

Perhaps, however, her enjoyment pro-
ceeded more than she was aware from the
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physical stimulus of the excursion, the chal-
lenge of crisp cold and hard exercise, the
responsive thrill ofherbody to the influences
of the winter woods. She returned to town
in a glow of rejuvenation, conscious of a
clearer colour in her cheeks, a fresh elastic-
ity in her muscles. The future seemed full
of a vague promise, and all her apprehen-
sions were swept out of sight on the buoy-
" ant currerit of her mood.

A few days after her return to town she
had the unpleasant surprise of a visit {rom
Mr. Rosedale. He came late, at the confi-
dential hour when the tea-table still lingers
by the fire in friendly expectancy; and his
manner showed a readiness to adapt itself
to the intimacy of the occasion.

Lily, who had a vague sense of his being
somehow connected with her lucky specu-
lations, tried to give him the welcome he
expected; but there was something in the
quality of his geniality which chilled her
own and she was conscious of marking each
step in their acquaintance by a fresh
blunder.

Mr. Rosedale—making himself promptly
at home in an adjoining easy chair, and
sipping his tea critically, with the comment:
“You ought to go to my man for something
really good "—appeared totally unconscious
of the repugnance which kept her in frozen
erectness behind the urn. It was perhaps
her very manner of holding herself aloof
that appealed to his collector’s passion for
the rare and unattainable. He gave, atany
rate, no sign of resenting it and seemed pre-
pared to supply in his own manner all the
ease which was lacking in hers.

His object in calling was to ask her to go
to the opera in his box on the opening night,
and seeing her hesitate he said persuasively:
“ Mrs. Fisher is coming, and I’ve secured a
tremendous admirer of yours, who’ll never
forgive me if you don’t accept.”

As Lily’ssilence left him with thisallusion
on his hands, he added with a confidential
smile: ““ Gus Trenor has promised to come
to town on purpose. Ifancyhe'd goa good
deal farther for the pleasure of seeing you.”

Miss Bart felt an inward motion of an-
noyance: it was distasteful enough to hear
her name coupled with Trenor’s, and on
Rosedale’s lips the allusion was peculiarly
unpleasant.

“The Trenors are my best friends—I
think we shouldallgoa long way to see each
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other,” she said, absorbing herself in.the
preparation of fresh tea.

Her visitor’s smile grew increasingly in-
timate. “Well, I wasn’t thinking of Mrs.
Trenor at the moment—they say Gus
doesn’t always, you know.” Then, dimly
conscious that he had not struck the right
note, he added, with a well-meant effort at
diversion: “How’s your luck been going in
Wall Street, by the way? I hear Gus
pulled off a nice little pile for you last
month.”

Lily put down the tea-caddy with an
abrupt gesture. She felt that her hands
were trembling, and clasped them on her
knee to steady them; but her lip trembled
too, and for a moment she was afraid the
tremor might communicate itself to her
voice. When she spoke, however, it was in
a tone of perfect lightness.

“Ah, yes—I had a little bit of money to
invest, and Mr. Trenor, who helps me about
such matters, advised my putting it in stocks
instead of a mortgage, as my aunt’s agent
wanted me to do; and as it happened, I
made a lucky ‘turn’—is that what you call
it? For you make a great many yourself,
I believe?”

She was smiling back at him now, relax-
ing the tension of her attitude, and admit-
ting him, by imperceptible gradations of
glance and manner, a step farther toward
intimacy. ‘The protective instinct always
nerved her to successful dissimulation, and
it was not the first time she had used her
beauty to divert attention from an incon-
venient topic.

When Mr. Rosedale took leave, he car-
ried with him, not only her acceptance of
his invitation, but a general sense of having
comported himself ina way calculated toad-
vance his cause. He had always believed
he had a light touch and a knowing way
with women, and the prompt manner in
which Miss Bart (as he would have phrased
it) had “ come into line,” confirmed his con-
fidence in his powersof handling the skittish
sex. Her way of glossing over the trans-
action with Trenor he regarded at once as a
tribute to his own acuteness, and a con-
firmation of his suspicions. The girl was
evidently nervous, and Mr. Rosedale, if he
saw 1o other means of advancing his ac-
quaintance with her, was not above taking
advantage of her nervousness.

He left Lily to a passion of disgust and
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fear. It seemedincredible that Gus Trenor
should have spoken of her to Rosedale.
With all his faults, Trenor had the safe-
guard of his traditions, and was the less
likely to overstep them because they were so
purely instinctive. But Lily recalled with
a pang that there were convivial moments

when, as Judy had confided to her, Gus,

“talked foolishly”: in one of these, no doubt,
the fatal word had slipped from him. As
for Rosedale, she did not, after the first
shock, greatly care what conclusions he had
drawn.  Though usually adroit enough
where her own interests were concerned, she
made the mistake, not uncommon to per-
sons in whom the social habits are instinct-
ive, of supposingthattheinability to acquire
them quickly implies a general dulness.
Because a blue-bottle bangs irrationally
against a window-pane, the drawing-room
naturalist may forget that under less arti-
ficial conditions it is capable of measuring
distances and drawing conclusions with all
the accuracy needful to its welfare; and the
fact that Mr. Rosedale’s drawing-room
manner lacked perspective made Lily class
him with Trenor and the other dull men she
knew, and assume that a little flattery, and
the occasional acceptance of his hospitality,
would suffice to render him innocuous.
However, there could be no doubt of the
expediency of showing herself in his box on
the opening night of the opera; and after
all, since Judy Trenor had promised to take
him up that winter, it was as well to reap
the advantage of being first in the field.

For a day or two after Rosedale’s visit,
Lily’s thoughts were dogged by the con-
sciousness of Trenor’s shadowy claim, and
she wished she had a clearer notion of the
exactnature of the transaction which seemed
to have put her in his power; but her mind
shrank from any unusual application, and
she was always helplessly puzzled by fig-
ures. Moreover she had not seen Trenor
since the day of the Van Osburgh wedding,
and in his continued absence the trace of
Rosedale’s words was soon effaced by other
impressions.

When the opening night of the opera
came, her apprehensions had so completely
vanished that the sight of Trenor’s ruddy
countenance in the back of Mr. Rosedale’s
box filled her with a sense of pleasant reas-
surance. Lily had not quite reconciled her-
self to the necessity of appearing as Rose-
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dale’s guest on so conspicuous an occasion,
and it was a relief to find herself supported
by any oneof her own set—for Mrs. Fisher’s
social habits were too promiscuous for her
presence to justify Miss Bart’s.

To Lily, always inspirited by the pros-
pect of showing her beauty in public, and
conscious tonight of all the added enhance-
ments of dress, the insistency of Trenor’s
gaze merged itself in the general stream of
admiring looks of which she felt herself the
centre. Ah, it was good to be young, to be
radiant, to glow with the sense of slender-
ness, strength and elasticity, of well-poised
lines and happytints, to feel one’s self lifted
to a height apart by that incommunicable
grace which is the bodily counterpart of
genius! :

All means seemed justifiable to attain
such an end, or rather, by a happy shifting
of lights with which practice had familiar-
ized Miss Bart, the cause shrank to a pin-
point in the general brightness of the effect.
But brilliant young ladies, a little blinded
by their own effulgence, are apt to forget
that the modest satellite drowned in their
light is still performing its own revolutions
and generating heat at its own rate. If
Lily’s poetic enjoyment of the moment was
undisturbed by the base thought that her
gown and opera cloak had been indirectly
paid for by Gus Trenor, the lJatter had not
sufficient poetry in his composition to lose
sight of these prosaic facts. He only knew
that he had never seen Lily look smarter in
her life, that there wasn’t a woman in the
house who showed off good clothes as she
did,and that hitherto he, to whom she owed
the opportunity of making this display, had
reaped no return beyond that of gazing at
her in company with several hundred other
pairs of eyes.

Tt came to Lily therefore asa disagreeable
surprise when, in the back of the box, where
they found themselves alone hetween two
acts, Trenor said, without preamble, and in
a tone of sulky authority: “Look here,
Lily, how is a fellow ever to see anything of
you? I’'mintown three or four daysin the
week, and you know a line to the Club will
always find me, but you don’t seem to re-
member my existence nowadays unless you
want to get a tip out of me.”

The fact that the remark was in distinctly
bad taste did not make it any easier to an-
swer, for Lily was vividly aware that it was
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not the moment for that drawing up of her
slim figure and surprised lifting of the hrows
by which she usually quelled incipient signs
of familiarity.

“Tm very much flattered by your want-
ing to see me,” she returned, essaying light-
ness instead, “but, unless you have mislaid
my address, it would have been easy to find
me any afternoon at my aunt’s—in fact, I
rather expected you to look me up there.”

If she hoped to mollify him by this last
concession the attempt was a failure, for he
only replied, with the familiar lowering of
the brows that made him Jook his dullest
when he was angry: “Hang going to your
aunt’s, and wasting the afternoon listening
to a lot of other chaps talking to you! You
know I’m not the kind to sit in a crowd and
jaw—D'd always rather clear out when that
sort of circus is going on. But why can’t
we go off somewhere on a little lark together
—a mnice quiet little expedition like that
drive at Bellomont, the day you met me at
the station?”

He leaned unpleasantly close in order to
convey this suggestion, and she fancied she
caught a significant aroma which explained
the dark flush on his face and the glistening
dampness of his forehead.

The idea that any rash answer might pro-
voke an unpleasant outburst tempered her
disgust with caution,and she answered with
alaugh: “Idon’t see how one can very well
take country drives in town, but I am not
always surrounded by an admiring throng,
and if you will let me know what afternoon
you are coming I will arrange things so
that we can have a nice quiet talk.”

“Hang talking! That’s what you al-
ways say,” returned Trenor, whose exple-
tives lacked variety. “You put me off
with that at the Van Osburgh wedding—
but the plain English of it is that, now
you’ve got what you wanted out of me, you’d
rather have any other fellow about.”

His voice had risen sharply with the last
words, and Lily flushed with annoyance,
but she kept command of the situation and
laid a persuasive hand on his arm.

“Don’t be foolish, Gus; I can’t let you
talk to me in that ridiculous way. If you
really want to see me, why shouldn’t we
take a walk in the Park some afternoon?
T agree with you that it’s amusing to be
rustic in town, and if you like Il meet you
there, and we’ll go and feed the squirrels,
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and you shall take me out on the lake in the
steam-gondola.”

She smiled as she spoke, letting her eyes
rest on his in a way that took the edge from
her banter and made him suddenly malle-
able to her will.

“All right, then: that’s a go. Will you
come to-morrow? To-morrow at three
o’clock, at the end of the Mall? Tl be
there sharp, remember; you won’t go back
on me, Lily v

But to Miss Bart’s relief the repetition of
her promise was cut short by the opening of
the box door to admit George Dorset.

Trenor sulkily yielded his place, and Lily
turned a brilliant smile on the newcomer.
She had not talked with Dorset since their
visit at Bellomont, but something in his
look and manner told her that he recalled
the friendly footing on which they had last
met. He was not a man to whom the ex-
pression of admiration came easily: his
long sallow face and distrustful eyes
seemed always barricaded against the ex-
pansive emotions. But, where her own
influence was concerned, Lily’s intuitions
sent out thread-like feelers, and as she made
room for him on the narrow sofa she was
sure he found a dumb pleasure in being
near her. Few women took the trouble to
make themselves agreeable to Dorset, and
Lily had been kind to him at Bellomont,
and was now smiling on him with a divine
renewal of kindness.

“Well, here we are, in for another six
months of caterwauling,” he began com-
plainingly. “Not a shade of difference
between this year and last, except that the
women have got new clothes and thesingers
haven’t got new voices. My wife’s musical,
you know—puts me through a course of
this every winter. Itisn’tsobad on Italian
nights—then she comes late, and there’s
time to digest. But whenthey give Wagner
we have to rush dinner, and I pay up for it.
And the draughts are damnable—asphyxia
in front and pleurisy in the back. There’s
Trenor leaving the box without drawing the
curtain! With a hide like that draughts
don’t make any difference. Did you ever
watch Trenor eat? If you did, you’d won-
der why he’s alive; T suppose he’s leather
inside too.—But I came to say that my wife
wants you to come down to our place next
Sunday. Do for heaven’s sake say ves.
She’s got a lot of bores coming—intellectual

A
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ones, I mean; that’s her new line, you know,
and I'm not sure it ain’t worse than the
music. Some of ’em have long hair, and
they start an argument with the soup, and
don’t notice when thingsarehanded to them.
The consequence is the dinner gets cold, and
I have dyspepsia. That silly ass Silverton
brings them to the house—he writes poetry,
you know, and Bertha and he are getting
tremendously thick. She could write better
than any of ’em if she chose, and I don’t
blame her for wanting clever fellows about;
all T sayis: ‘Don’t let me see ’em eat!’”’

The gist of this strange communication
gave Lilya distinct thrill of pleasure. Under
ordinary circumstances, there would have

(To be continued.)
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been nothing surprising in an invitation
from Bertha Dorset; but since the Bello-
mont episode an unavowed hostility had
kept the two women apart. Now, with a
start of inner wonder, Lily felt that her
thirst for retaliation had died out. If you
would forgive your enemy, says the Malay
proverb, first inflict a hurt on him; and Lily
was experiencing the truth of the apothegm.
If she had destroyed Mrs. Dorset’s letters,
she might have continued to hate her; but
the fact that they remained in her posses-
sion had fed her resentment to satiety.

She uttered a smiling acceptance, hailing
in the renewal of the tie an escape from
Trenor’s importunities.
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THE GOVERNOR-GENERAL'S TRUNK
By Arthur Train

ILLUsTRATIONS BY F. C. YOHN

I

MCALLISTER wasinthetank.
His puffing and blowing as
he dove and tumbled like
a contented, rubicund por-
} poise, reverberated loudly
among the marble pillars
of the bath at the club. It was all part
of a carefully adjusted and as rigorously
followed regimen, for McAllister was a
thorough believer in exercise (provided
it was moderate), and took it regularly,
averring that a fellow couldn’t expect to
eat and drink as much as he naturally
wanted to unless he kept in some sort of
condition, and if he didn’t he would sim-
ply get off his peck, that was all. Hence
“Chubby” arose regularly at nine thirty,
and wrapping himself in a padded Japa-
nese silk dressing-gown, descended to the
tank, where he dove six times and swam
around twice, after which he weighed him-
self and had Tim rub him down. Tim
felt a high degree of solicitude for all this
procedure, since he was a personal dis-
covery of McAllister’s, and owed his pres-
ent exalted position entirely to the club-
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man’s interest, for the latter had found him
at Coney Island earning his daily bread by
diving, in the presence of countless multi-
tudes, into a six-foot glass tank, where he
seated himself upon the bottom and non-
chalantly consumed a banana. McAllis-
ter’s delight and enthusiasm at this elevat-
ing spectacle had been houndless. :

“Wish I could do any one thing as well
as that feller dives down and eats that ba-
nana!’ he had confided to his friend Wain-
wright. “Sometimes I feel as if my life had
been wasted!” The upshot of the whole
matter was that Tim had been forthwith
engaged as rubber and swimming teacher
at the club.

McAllister had just taken his fifth plunge,
and was floating lazily toward the steps,
when Tim appeared at the door leading into
the dressing-rooms and announced that a
party wanted to speak to him on the "phone,
the Lady somebody, evidently a very can-
tankerous old person, who was in the devil
of a hurry, and wouldn’t stand no waitin’.

The clubman turned over, sputtered,
touched bottom, and arose dripping to his
feet. The “old person” on the wire was
clearly his aunt, Lady Lyndhurst, and he



