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I

“1I say, you know, Kate—you did stay ! ”’ had been
Merton Densher’s punctual remark on their adventure
after they had, as 1t were, got out of it ; an observa-
tion which she not less promptly, on her side, let
him see that she forgave 1n him only because he was a
man. She had to recognise, with whatever disappoint-
ment, that 1t was doubtless the most helpful he could
make 1n this character. The fact of the adventure
was flagrant between them ; they had looked at each
other, on gaining the street, as people look who have
just rounded together a dangerous corner, and there
was therefore already enough unanimity sketched out
to have hghted, for her companion, anything equi-
vocal in her action. But the amount of light men
did need !—Kate could have been eloquent at this
moment about that. What, however, on his seeing
more, struck him as most distinct in her was her sense
that, reunited after his absence and having been now
half the morning together, 1t bchooved them to face
without delay the question of handling their immediate
future. That 1t would require some handhng, that
they should still have to deal, deal 1n a crafty manner,
with difficulties and delays, was the great matter he
had come back to, greater than any but the refreshed
consciousness of their personal need of each other.
This need had had twenty minutes, the afternoon
before, to find out where it stood, and the time was
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THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

fully accounted for by the charm of the demonstra-
tion. He had arrived at Euston at five, having wired
her from Liverpool the moment he landed, and she
had quickly decided to meet him at the station, what-
ever publicity might attend such an act. When he
had praised her for 1t on ahghting from his tramn she
had answered frankly enough that such things should
be taken at a jump. She didn’t care to-day who saw
her, and she profited by it for her joy. To-morrow,
inevitably, she should have time to think and then, as
inevitably, would become a baser creature, a creature
of alarms and precautions. It was none the less for
to-morrow at an early hour that she had appointed
their next meeting, keeping in mind for the present a
particular obligation to show at Lancaster Gate by
six o’clock. She had given, with imprecations, her
reason—people to tea, eternally, and a promuse to
Aunt Maud, but she had been Iiberal enough on the
spot and had suggested the National Gallery for the
morning quite as with an 1dea that had nipened in
expectancy. They mght be seen there too, but
nobody would know them ; just as, for that matter,
now, 1n the refreshment-room to which they had
adjourned, they would incur the notice but, at the
worst, of the unacquainted. They would ‘‘ have
something ” there for the facility 1t would give. Thus
had 1t already come up for them again that they had
no place of convenience.

He found himself on English soil with all sorts of
feelings, but he hadn’t quite faced having to reckon
with a certain ruefulness in regard to that subject as
one of the strongest. He was aware later on that there
were questions his impatience had shirked ; whereby
it actually rather smote him, for want of preparation
and assurance, that he had nowhere to ‘‘ take ’’ his
love. He had taken 1t thus, at Euston—and on
Kate’s own suggestion—into the place where people
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had beer and buns, and had ordered tea at a small
table in the gorner, which, no doubt, as they were
lost in the crowd, did well enough for a stop-gap. It
perhaps did as well as her simply driving with him
to the door of his lodging, which had had to figure as
the sole device of his own wit. That wit, the truth
was, had broken down a little at the sharp prevision
that once at his door they would have to hang back.
She would have to stop there, wouldn’t come 1 with
him, couldn’t possibly ; and he shouldn’t be able to
ask her, would feel he couldn’t without betraying a
deficiency of what would be called, even at their
advanced stage, respect for her : that again was all
that was clear except the further fact that i1t was
maddening. Compressed and concentrated, confined
to a sifglg sharp pang or two, but none the less 1n wait
for him there on the Euston platform and lifting 1its
head as that of a snake in the garden, was the dis-
concerting sense that ** respect,” i their game, seemed
somchow—he scarce knew what to call it—a fifth
wheel to the coach It was properly an nside thing,
not an outside, a thing to make love greater, not to
make happiness less.  They had met again for happi-
ness, and he distinctly felt, during his most lucid
moment or two, how he must keep watch on anything
that really menaced that boon. If Kate had con-
sented to drnive away with him and alight at his house
there would probably enough have occurred for them,
at the foot of his steps, one of those strange instants
between man and woman that blow upon the red
spark, the spark of conflict, ever latent 1n the depths of
passion. She would have shaken her head—oh sadly,
divinely—on the question of coming in; and he,
though doing all justice to her refusal, would have yet
felt lus eyes reach further into her own than a possible
word at such a time could reach. This would have
meant the suspicion, the dread of the shadow, of an
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adverse will. Lucky therefore in the actual case that
the scant minutes took another turn and that by the
half-hour she did in spite of everything contnive to
spend with him Kate showed so well how she could
deal with things that maddened. She seemed to ask
him, to beseech him, and all for his better comfort, to
leave her, now and henceforth, to treat them in her
own way.

She had still met it in naming so promptly, for their
early convenience, one of the great museums; and
mdeed with such happy art that his fully seeing where
she had placed him hadn’t been till after he left her.
His absence from her for so many weeks had had such
an effect upon him that his demands, his desires had
grown , and only the mght before, as his ship steamed,
beneath summer stars, in sight of the Irish coast, he
had felt all the force of his particular necessity. He
hadn’t 1n other words at any point doubted he was
on his way to say to her that rcally their mistake must
end. Their mistake was to have belicved that they
could hold out—hold out, that is, not against Aunt
Maud, but against an impatience that, prolonged and
exasperated, made a man 1ll. He had known more
than ever, on their separating in the court of the
station, how 1ll a man, and even a woman, could feel
from such a cause ; but he struck himself as also know-
ing that he had already suffcred Kate to begin finely
to apply antidotes and remedies and subtle sedatives.
It had a vulgar sound—as throughout, in love, the
names of things, the verbal terms of intercourse, were,
compared with love 1tself, horribly vulgar ; but 1t was
as 1if, after all, he might have come back to find him-
self ““ put off,” though 1t would take him of course a
day or two to see. His letters from the States had
pleased whom it concerned, though not so much as he
had meant they should ; and he should be paid
according to agreement and would now take up his
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money. It wasn’t in truth very much to take up, so
that he hadp’t in the least come back flourishing a
cheque-book ; that new motive for bringing his
mistress to terms he couldn’t therefore pretend to
produce. The 1deal certainty would have been to be
able to present a change of prospect as a warrant for
the change of philosophy, and without it he should
have to make shift but with the pretext of the lapse of
time. The lapse of time—not so many weeks after all,
she might always of course say—couldn’t at any rate
have failed to do something for him ; and that con-
sideration 1t was that had just now tided him over, all
the more that he had his vision of what 1t had done
personally for Kate. This had come out for him with
a splendour that almost scared him even 1n their small
corner’ of the room at Euston—almost scared him
because 1t just seemed to blaze at him that waiting
was the game of dupes. Not yet had she been so
the creature he had originally seen ; not yet had he
felt so soundly safely sure. It was all there for him,
playing on his pride of possession as a hidden master
mn a great dim church mught play on the grandest
organ. His final sense was that a woman couldn’t be
like that and then ask of one the impossible.

She had been like that afresh on the morrow ; and
so for the hour they had been able to float in the mere
joy of contact—such contact as their situation in
pictured public halls permutted. This poor make-
shift for closeness confessed 1tself mn truth, by twenty
small signs of unrest even on Kate’s part, inadequate ;
so lhittle could a decent interest in the interesting place
presume to remind them of 1ts claims. They had met
there 1n order not to meet 1n the streects and not again,
with an equal want of invention and of style, at a
railway-station; not again, either, in Kensington
Gardens, which, they could easily and tacitly agree,
would have had too much of the taste of their old
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frustrations. The present taste, the taste that morn-
ing in the pictured halls, had been a vanation ; yet
Densher had at the end of a quarter of an hour fully
known what to conclude from it. This fairly con-
soled him for their awkwardness, as if he had been
watching it affect her. She mught be as nobly charm-
ing as she liked, and he had seen nothing to touch her
in the States; she couldn’t pretend that in such
conditions as those she herself believed it enough to
appease him. She couldn’t pretend she believed he
would believe 1t enough to render her a hke service.
It wasn’t enough for that purpose—she as good as
showed him 1t wasn’t. That was what he could be
glad, by demonstration, to have brought her to He
would have said to her had he put 1t crudely and on
the spot: *“ Now am I to understand you that you
constder this sort of thing cangoon ? It would have
been open to her, no doubt, to reply that to have him
with her again, to have him all kept and treasured, so
still, under her grasping hand, as she had held him 1n
their yearning interval, was a sort of thing that he
must allow her to have no quarrel about; but that
would be a mere gesture of her grace, a mere sport
of her subtlety. She knew as well as he what they
wanted ; 1n spite of which indeed he scarce could have
said how beautifully he mightn’t once more have
named 1t and urged 1t 1f she hadn’t, at a given moment,
blurred, as it were, the accord They had soon
seated themsclves for better talk, and so they had
remamned a while, intimate and superficial. The
immediate things to say had been many, for they
hadn’t exhausted them at Euston. They drew upon
them freely now, and Kate appeared quite to forget
—which was prodigiously becoming to her—to look
about for surprises. He was to try afterwards, and
try in vain, to remember what speech or what silence
of his own, what natural sign of the eyes or accidental
8
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touch of the hand, had precipitated for her, in the
midst of this; a sudden different impulse. She had
got up, with inconsequence, as if to break the charm,
though he wasn’t aware of what he had done at the
moment to make the charm a danger. She had
patched 1t up agreeably enough the next minute by
some odd remark about some picture, to which he
hadn’t so much as replied ; 1t being quite independ-
ently of this that he had himself exclaimed on the
dreadful closeness of the rooms. He had observed
that they must go out again to breathe ; and 1t was as
if thewrr common consciousness, while they passed
into another part, was that of persons who, infinitely
engaged together, had been startled and were trying
to look natural. It was probably while they were so
occupidd—-as the young man subsequently recon-
cerved—that they had stumbled upon his little New
York friend. He thought of her for some reason as
Iittle, though she was of about Kate’s height, to which,
any more than to any other felicity in his mistress, he
had never applied the dimmutive.

What was to be 1n the retrospect more distinct to
him was the process by which he had become aware
that Kate’s acquaintance with her was greater than
he had gathered. She had written of 1t 1n due course
as a new and amusing one, and he had wntten back
that he had met over there, and that he much liked,
the young person ; whereupon she had answered that
he must find out about her at home. Kate, in the
event, however, had not returned to that, and he had
of course, with so many things to find out about, been
otherwise taken up. Little Miss Theale’s individual
history was not stuff for his newspaper ; besides which,
moreover, he was seeing but too many lttle Miss
Theales. They even went so far as to impose them-
selves as one of the groups of social phenomena
that fell into the scheme of his public letters. For
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this group in especial perhaps—the irrepressible,
the supereminent young persons—his best pen was
ready Thus 1t was that there could come back to
him 1n London, an hour or two after their luncheon
with the American pair, the sense of a situation for
which Kate hadn’t wholly prepared him Possibly
indeed as marked as this was his recovered perception
that preparations, of more than one kind, had been
exactly what, both yesterday and to-day, he felt her
as having i hand. That appearance 1n fact, if he
dwelt on it, so ministered to apprehension as to zequire
some brushing away. He shook off the suspicion to
some extent, on their separating first from their
hostesses and then from each other, by the.aid of a
long and rather aimless walk. He was to go to the
office later, but he had the next two or threc¢ hours,
and he gave himself as a pretext that he had eaten
much too much After Kate had asked him to put
her into a cab—which, as an announced, a resumed
policy on her part, he found himself deprecating—he
stood a while by a corner and looked vaguely forth at
his London. There was always doubtless a moment
for the absentee recaptured—tke moment, that of the
reflux of the first emotion—at which it was beyond
disproof that one was back. His full parenthesis was
closed, and he was once more but a sentence, of a sort,
in the general text, the text that, from his momentary
street-corner, showed as a great grey page of print
that somehow managed to be crowded without being
“fine.” The grey, however, was more or less the blur
of a point of view not yet quite seized again; and
there would be colour enough to come out. He was
back, flatly enough, but back to possibilitics and
prospects, and the ground he now somewhat sight-
lessly covered was the act of renewed possession. |
He walked northward without a plan, without
suspicion, quite in the direction his little New York
I0
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friend, in her restless ramble, had taken a day or two
before. He reached, like Milly, the Regent’s Park ;
and though he moved further and faster he finally
sat down, like Milly, from the force of thought. For
him too in this position, be 1t added—and he might
positively have occupied the same bench—various
troubled fancies folded their wings. He had no more
yet said what he really wanted than Kate herself had
found time. She should hear enough of that in a
couple of days. He had practically not pressed her
as to what most concerned them ; 1t had seemed so to
concern them during these first hours but to hold each
other, spintually speaking, close. This at any rate
was palpable, that there were at present more things
rather than fewer between them. The explanation
about thg two ladies would be part of the lot, yet
could wait with all the rest. They were not mean-
while certainly what most made him roam— the
missing explanations weren’t. That was what she
had so often said before, and always with the effect of
suddenly breaking off . ‘“ Now please call me a good
cab.” Thewr previous encounters, the times when
they had reached i their stroll the south side of the
park, had had a way of winding up with this special
irrelevance. It was effectively what most divided
them, for he would generally, but for her reasons, have
been able to jump in with her. What did she think he
wished to do to her ?—it was a question he had had
occasion to put. A small matter, however, doubtless
—since, when 1t came to that, they didn’t depend on
cabs good or bad for the sense of union : its import-
ance was less from the particular loss than as a kind
of irritating mark of her expertness. This expertness,
under providence, had becn great from the first, so
far as jomning him was concerned ; and he was critical
only because it had been still greater, even from the
first too, in respect to leaving him. He had put the
II
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question to her again that afternoon, on the repetition
of her appeal—had asked her once more what she
supposed he wished to do. He recalled, on his bench
in the Regent’s Park, the freedom of fancy, funny and
pretty, with which she had answered; recalled the
moment 1tself, while the usual hansom charged them,
during which he felt himsclf, disappomnted as he
was, grimacing back at the superionity of her very
“humour,” m 1ts added grace of gaiety, to the
celebrated solemn American. Their fresh appoint-
ment had been at all events by that time made, and
he should see what her choice 1in respect to 1t—a
surprise as well as a relief—would do toward really
simplifying It meant cither new help ,or new
hindrance, though it took them at least out of the
streets. And her naming this privilege had naturally
made him ask 1f Mrs. Lowder knew of his return.

“ Not from me,” Kate had replied. “ But I shall
speak to her now.” And she had argued, as with
rather a quick fresh view, that it would now be quite
easy. ‘“ We've behaved for months so properly that
I've margmn surely for my mention of you. You'll
come to see her, and she’ll leave you with me, <he’ll
show her good nature, and her lack of betrayed fear,
in that. With her, you know, you’ve never broken,
quite the contrary, and she likes you as much as ever.
We’re leaving town ; 1t will be the end; just now
therefore 1t’s nothing to ask. I'll ask to-night,” Kate
had wound up, “and if you'll leave 1t to me—my
cleverness, I assure you, has grown infernal—I’ll
make 1t all right.”

He had of course thus left 1t to her and he was
wondering more about 1t now than he had wondered
there in Brook Street. He repeated to himself that
if it wasn’t in the line of triumph 1t was in the line of
muddle. This indeed, no doubt, was as a part of his
wonder for still other questions. Kate had really got
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off without meeting his little challenge about the
terms of thmr mtercourse with her dear Milly. Her
dear Milly, it was sensible, was somehow 1n the
picture  Her dear Milly, popping up 1n his absence,
occupied—he couldn’t have said quite why he felt 1t—
more of the foreground than one would have expected
her 1n advance to find clear. She took up room, and it
was almost as 1f room had been made for her. Kate
had appeared to take for granted he would know why
it had been made; but that was just the pomnt. It
was a foreground 1 which he himself, 1n which his
connexion with Kate, scarce enjoyed a space to turn
round. But Miss Theale was perhaps at the present
juncture,a possibility of the same sort as the softened,
if not the squared, Aunt Maud. It might be true of
her also that if she weren’t a bore she’d be a con-
venience It rolled over him of a sudden, after he had
resumed his walk, that this might easily be what Kate
had meant. The charming girl adored her—Densher
had for himself made out that—and would protect,
would lend a hand, to their interviews. These might
take place, 1n other words, on her premises, which
would remove them still better from the streets.
That was an explanation which did hang together.
It was impaired a little, of a truth, by this fact that
their next cencounter was rather markedly not to
depend upon her. Yet this fact in turn would be
accounted for by the need of more preliminaries. One
of the things he concervably should gain on Thursday
at Lancaster Gate would be a further view of that

propriety.
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IT was extraordinary enough that he should gctually
be finding himself, when Thursday arrived, none so
wide of the mark Kate hadn’t come all the way to
this for him, but she had come to a good deal by the
end of a quarter of an hour. What she had begun
with was her surpnise at her appearing to huve left
him on Tuesday anything more to understand. The
parts, as he now saw, under her hand, did fall more or
less together, and it wasn’t even as if she had spent
the interval in twisting and fitting them. She was
bright and handsome, not fagged and worn, with the
general cleamness ; for it certainly stuck out enough
that if the American ladies themselves weren’t to be
squared, which was absurd, they fairly imposed the
necessity of trying Aunt Maud again. One couldn’t
say to them, kind as she had been to them: ““ We'll
meet, please, whenever you’ll let us, at your house ;
but we count on you to help us to keep it secret.”
They must in other terms inewvitably speak to Aunt
Maud—it would be of the last awkwardness to ask
them not to : Kate had embraced all this in her choice
of speaking first. What Kate embraced altogether
was indeed wonderful to-day for Densher, though he
perhaps struck himself rather as getting it out of her
piece by piece than as receiving it in a steady light.
He had always felt, however, that the more he asked
of her the more he found her prepared, as he imaged
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it, to hand out. He had said to her more than once
even before his absence : “ You keep the key of the
cupboard, and I foresee that when we’re married
you'll dole me out my sugar by lumps.” She had
replied that she rejoiced in his assumption that sugar
would be his diet, and the domestic arrangement so
prefigured might have seemed already to prevail. The
supply from the cupboard at this hour was doubtuess,
of a truth, not altogether cloyingly sweet ; but it met
in a manner his immediate requirements. If her
explanations at any rate prompted questions the ques-
tions no more exhausted them than they exhausted
her patience. And they were naturally, of the series,
the simpler ; as for instance 1n his taking it from her
that Miss Theale then could do nothing for them. He
frankly, brought out what he had ventured to think
possible. “ If we can’t meet here and we've really
exhausted the charms of the open air and the crowd,
some such little raft in the wreck, some occasional
opportunity like that of Tuesday, has been present to
me these two days as better than nothing. But if our
friends are so accountable to this house of course
there’s no more to be said. And it’s one more nail,
thank God, in the coffin of our odious delay.” He was
but too glad without more ado to point the moral.
“ Now I hope you sec we can’t work 1t anyhow.”

If she laughed for this—and her spints seemed
really high—it was because of the opportunity that,
at the hotel, he had most shown himself as enjoying.
“ Your 1dea’s beautiful when one remembers that
you hadn’t a word except for Milly.” But she was as
beautifully good-humoured. “ You might of course
get used to her—you will. You're quite right—so
long as they’re with us or near us.” And she put it,
lucidly, that the dear things couldn’t kelp, simply as
charming friends, giving them a lift. ** They’ll speak
to Aunt Maud, but they won’t shut their doors to us :
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that would be another matter. A friend always helps
—and she’s a friend.” She had left Mrs Stringham
by this time out of the question ; she had reduced 1t to
Milly “ Besides, she particularly hikes us. She par-
ticularly likes you. 1 say, old boy, make something
of that.” He felt her dodging the ultimatum he had
just made sharp, his definite reminder of how little, at
the' best, they could work 1t ; but there were certain
of his remarks—those mostly of the sharper penetra-
tion—that it had been quite her practice from the
first not formally, not reverently to notice. She
showed the effect of them in ways less trite. This
was what happened now : he didn’t think m truth
that she wasn’t really minding. She took him up,
none the less, on a minor question * You say we
can’t meet here, but you see 1t’s just what we do.
What could be more lovely than this ?

It wasn’t to torment him—that again he didn’t
believe ; but he had to come to the housc in some
discomfort, so that he frowned a Iittle at her calling
it thus a luxury. Wasn’t there an element in 1t of
coming back into bondage ? The bondage might be
velled and varnmished, but he knew in his bones how
Iittle the very highest privileges of Lancaster Gate
could cver be a sign of their freedom They were
upstairs, in one of the smaller apartments of state, a
room arranged as a boudoir, but visibly unused—it
defied familhanty—and furmished in the uglest of
blues. He had immediately looked with interest at
the closed doors, and Kate had met his interest with
the assurance that it was all nght, that Aunt Maud
did them justice—so far, that was, as this particular
time was concerned ; that they should be alone and
have nothing to fear. But the fresh allusion to this
that he had drawn from her acted on him now more
directly, brought him closer still to the question.
They were alone—it was all right : he took in anew
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the shut doors and the permutted privacy, the sohd
stillness of the great house They connected them-
selves on the spot with something made doubly vivid
mn him by the whole present play of her charming
strongwill. What 1t amounted to was that he couldn’t
have her—hanged if he could !—evasive. He couldn’t
and he wouldn’t—wouldn’t have her inconvenient
and elusive. He didn’t want her deeper than him-
self, finc as 1t might be as wit or as character; he
wanted to kecp her where their communications
would be straight and casy and their intercourse inde-
pendent. The effect of this was to make him say mn a
moment : “ Will you take me just as T am ? ”

She turned a little pale for the tone of truth in 1t—
which qualified to his sense delightfully the strength
of her will, and the pleasure he found m this was not
the less for her breaking out after an instant into a
strain that stirred him more than any she had ever
used with him  ““ Ah, do let me try myself ! I assure
you I sce my way—so don't spoil 1t - wait for me and
give me time Dear man,” Kate said, “ only believe
in me, and 1t will be beautiful.”

He hadn’t come back to hear her talk of his believ-
ing 1n her as 1f he didn’t; but he had come back—
and 1t all was upon him now—to seize her with a
sudden intensity that her manner of pleading with
him had made, as happily appeared, irresistible. He
laid strong hands upon her to say, almost 1n anger,
““ Do you love me, love me, love me ? ”’ and she closed
her eyes as with the sense that he might strike her but
that she could gratefully take 1t. Her surrender was
her response, her response her surrender ; and, though
scarce hearing what she said, he so profited by these
things that 1t could for the time be ever so intimately
appreciable to him that he was keeping her. The long
embrace in which they held cach other was the rout of
evasion, and he took from 1t the certitude that what
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she had from him was real to her. It was stronger
than an uttered vow, and the name he was to give 1t
in afterthought was that she had been sublimely
sincere. That was all he asked—sincerity making a
basis that would bear almost anything. This settled
so much, and settled it so thoroughly, that there was
nothing left to ask her to swear to. Oaths and vows
apart, now they could talk. It seemed in fact only
now that their questions were put on the table. He
had taken up more expressly at the end of five minutes
her plea for her own plan, and it was marked that the
difference made by the passage just enacted was a
difference 1n favour of her choice of means. Means
had somehow suddenly become a detail—her province
and her care; 1t had grown more consistently vivid
that her intelligence was one with her passien. ‘I
certainly don’t want,” he said—and he could say 1t
with a smile of indulgence—'to be all the while
bringing 1t up that I don’t trust you.”

“I should hope not! What do you think I want
todo?”

He had really at this to make out a little what he
thought, and the first thing that put itself in evidence
was of course the oddity, after all, of their game, to
which he could but frankly allude. “ We're doing,
at the best, 1n trying to temporise 1n so special a way,
a thing most people would call us fools for.”” But his
visit passed, all the same, without his again attempt-
ing to make “ just as he was” serve He had no
more money just as he was than he had had just as he
had been, or than he should have, probably, when it
came to that, just as he always would be ; whereas she,
on her side, in comparnson with her state of some
months before, had measurably more to relinquish.
He easily saw how their meeting at Lancaster Gate
gave more of an accent to that quantity than their
meeting at stations or in parks ; and yet on the other

18



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

hand he couldn’t urge this agamst it. 1f Mrs. Lowder
was 1ndifferent her indifference added 1n a manner to
what Kate’s taking him as he was would call on her
to sacrifice. Such 1n fine was her art with him that
she seemed to put the question of their still waiting
into quite other terms than the terms of ugly blue, of
flond Sévres, of complicated brass, in which their
boudoir expressed it. She said almost all in fact by
saying, on this article of Aunt Maud, after he had
once more pressed her, that when he should see her,
as must inevitably soon happen, he would under-
stand. “ Do you mean,” he asked at this, ‘‘ that
there’s any definite sign of her coming round ? I'm
not talking,” he explained, ‘‘ of mere hypocrisies 1n
her, of mere brave duplicities. Remember, after all,
that supremely clever as we are, and as strong a team,
I admt, as there is gomng—remember that she can
play with us quite as much as we play with her.”

“ She doesn’t want to play with me, my dear,”
Kate lucidly replied ; ““ she doesn’t want to make me
suffer a bit more than she need. She cares for me too
much, and everything she does or doesn’t do has a
value. This has a value—her being as she has been
about us to-day. I believe she’s m her room, where
she’s keeping strictly to herself while you're here with
me. But that isn’t ‘ playmng '—not a bit.”

“What 1s 1t then,” the young man returncd—
‘“ from the moment it 1sn’t her blessing and a cheque ? ”’

Kate was complete. ‘‘ It’s simply her absence of
smallness. There ts something in her above trifles.
She generally trusts us; she doesn’t propose to hunt
us into corners ; and if we frankly ask for a thing—
why,” said Kate, ‘“ she shrugs, but she lets 1t go. She
has really but one fault—she’s indifferent, on such
ground as she has taken about us, to details. How-
ever,” the girl cheerfully went on, ‘1t isn’t in detail
we fight her.”
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“ It seems to me,” Densher brought out after a
moment’s thought of this, * that it’'s mn detail we
decetve her ”—a speech that, as soon as he had
uttered 1t, applied 1tself for him, as also wisibly for
his companion, to the afterglow of their recent
embrace

Any confusion attaching to this adventure, how-
ever, dropped from Kate, whom, as he could sce with
sacred joy, 1t must take more than that to make com-
punctious. “I don’t say we can do 1t agamn I
mean,”” she explamned, “ meet here ”

Densher mdeed had been wondering where they
could do 1t agamn. If Lancaster Gate was so limited
that issue reappeared. “Imayn’t come back atall?”

“ Certamnly—to see her It's she, really,” his
companion smiled, ““ who’s 1n love with you s

But 1t made him—a tnfle more grave—look at
her a moment  ““ Don’t make out, you know, that
every onc’s in love with me.”

She hesitated. ““ 1 don’t say every one.”

*“You said just now Miss Theale.”

“I said she liked you—yes.”

“ Well, 1t comes to the same thing ”  With which,

however, he pursued : ““ Of course I ought to thank
Mrs. Lowder 1n person. I mecan for this—as from
myself ”’

“ Ah but, you know, not too much !’ She had an
ironic gatety for the implications of his ““ this,” besides
wishing to insist on a general prudence. ‘‘ She’ll
wonder what you’re thanking her for !~

Densher did justice to both considerations. ““ Yes,
I can’t very well tell her all ”’

It was perhaps because he said 1t so gravely that
Kate was again 1 a manner amused.  Yet she gave
out hght. “ You can’t very well  tell ” her anything,
and that docsn’t matter. Only be nice to her.
Plcase her ; make her see how clever you are—only
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without letting her see that you're trying. If you're
charming to her you’ve nothing else to do.”

But she oversimplified too.  ““ I can be ‘ charming ’
to her, so far as I sce, only by letting her suppose I
give you up—which I'll be hanged 1f I do! It 1s,”
he said with feeling, ““ a game ”’

“ Of course it’s a game. But she’ll never suppose
you give me up—or I give you—if you keep remund-
ing her how you enjoy our interviews ™’

“Then 1if she has to sec us as obstimnate and
constant,” Densher asked, “ what good does 1t
do?”

Kate was for a moment checked ** What good
does what [

“ Does my pleasing her—does anything. I can’t,”
he impatjently declared, ““ please her ”

Kate looked at him hard again, disappomnted at
his want of consistency, but 1t appcared to deter-
mine 1n her something better than a mere complaint
“Then I can! Leave 1t to me.” With which she
came to him under the compulsion, again, that had
united them shortly before, and took hold of him
her urgency to the same tender purpose It was her
form of entreaty renewed and repeated, which made
after all, as he met 1t, ther great fact clear. And 1t
somchow clarnified @/l things so to possess each other
The effect of 1t was that, once more, on thesc terms, he
could only be generous. He had so on the spot then
left everything to her that she reverted in the course
of a few moments to onc of her previous—and as
positively seemed—her most precious 1deas  ““ You
accused me just now of saymg that Milly’s in love
with you  Well, if you come to that, I dosayit So
there you are  That’s the good she’ll do us. It
makes a basis for her seeing you—so that she’ll help us
to go on.”

Densher stared—she was wondrous all round.
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“ And what sort of a basis does 1t make for my seeing
her?

““Oh I don’t mind !~ Kate smiled.

“ Don’t mind my leading her on ? ”’

She put 1t differently. ““ Don’t mind her leading

on.”’
“ Well, she won’t—so it’s nothing not to mind.
But how can that ‘ help,” ”” he pursued, * with what
she knows ?

“ What she knows ? That needn’t prevent.”

He wondered. ‘ Prevent her loving us ? ”

“ Prevent her helping you. She’s lske that,” Kate
Croy explained.

It took indeed some understanding. “ Making
nothing of the fact that I love another ?

“ Making everything,” said Kate. * To console
you.”

*“ But for what ? ”

 For not getting your other.”

He continued to stare. ‘“But how does she
know 7

“ That you won’t get her > She doesn’t; but on
the other hand she doesn’t know you will. Mean-
while she sees you baffled, for she knows of Aunt
Maud’s stand That "—Kate was lucid—** gives her
the chance to be nice to you.”

“ And what does it give me,” the young man none
the less rationally asked, ‘“the chance to be? A
brute of a humbug to her ? ”

Kate so possessed her facts, as it were, that she
smiled at his violence. ‘‘ You’ll extraordinanly like
her. She’s exquisite. And there are reasons. I
mean others.”

“ What others ? ”

“Well, T'll tell you another time. Those I give
you,” the girl added, “ are enough to go on with ”’

““To go on to what ?
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‘“ Why, to seeing her again—say as soon as you
can : which, moreover, on all grounds, is no more than
decent of you ”

He of course took in her reference, and he had fully
in mind what had passed betwcen them in New York.
It had been no great quantity, but i1t had made dis-
tinctly at the time for his pleasure ; so that anything
in the nature of an appeal in the name of it could have
a slight kindling consequence. * Oh I shall naturally
call again without delay. Yes,” said Densher, * her
being 1n love with me 1s nonsense , but I must, quite
independently of that, make every acknowledgment
of favours recerved.”

It appeared practically all Kate asked. ‘ Then
you see. I shall meet you there.”

“I«dop’t quite see,” he presently rcturned, “ why
she should wish to receive you for it.”

““ She recetves me for myself—that 1s for Zer self.
She thinks no end of me. That I should have to
drum it mto you! ”

Yet still he didn’t take it. ‘‘ Then I confess she’s
beyond me ”’

Well, Kate could but leave 1t as she saw it. ‘‘ She
regards me as already—in these few weeks—her
dearest friend. It’s quite separate. We're in, she
and I, ever so deep.” And 1t was to confirm this that,
as 1f it had flashed upon her that he was somewhere
at sea, she threw out at last her own real light.  ‘“ She
doesn’t of course know I care for you. She thinks I
care so little that 1t’s not worth speaking of.”” That
he had been somewhere at sea these remarks made
quickly clear, and Kate hailed the effect with sur-
prise. ‘“ Have you been supposing that she does
know——? "

““ About our situation ? Certainly, if you're such
friends as you show me—and 1if you haven’t other-
wise represented it to her ”’  She uttered at this such
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a sound of impatience that he stood artlessly vague.
“ You have denmied 1t to her ? ‘

She threw up her arms at his being so backward
““Dented1t’? My dear man, we’ve never spoken of
you.”

‘“ Never, never ? ”’

““Strange as it may appear to your glory—
never.”’

He couldn’t piece 1t together. “ But won’t Mrs.
Lowder have spoken ?

‘“ Very probably. But of yo# Not of me.”

This struck him as obscure  *“ How does she know
me but as part and parcel of you ? ”’

“How ?” Kate triumphantly asked *‘° Why
exactly to make nothing of it, to have nothing to do
with 1t, to stick consistently to her line_about it.
Aunt Maud’s hne 1s to keep all reality out of our
relation—that 1s out of my being 1n danger from you
—by not having so much as suspected or hecard of 1t
She’ll get nd of 1t, as she beheves, by 1gnoring 1t and
sinking 1t—if she only does so hard enough. There-
fore she, in her manner, * dentes ’ it 1if you will  That’s
how she knows you otherwise than as part and parcel
of me. She won’t for a moment have allowed either
to Mrs. Stringham or to Milly that I've 1n any way, as
they say, distinguished you ™

“ And you don’t suppose,” said Densher, ““ that
they must have made 1t out for themselves ? ”’

“ No, my dear, I don’t ; not even,” Kate declared,
‘“after Milly’s so funnily bumping against us on
Tuesday ”

‘“ She doesn’t see from that——>? "

“ That you're, so to speak, mad about me. Yes,
she secs, no doubt, that you regard me with a com-
placent eye—for you show it, I think, always too
much and too crudely. But nothing beyond that.
I don’t show it too much; I don’'t perhaps—to
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please you completely where others are concerned—
show 1t enough.”

‘“ Can you show it or not as you like ?  Densher
demanded

It pulled her up a Iittle, but she came out resplend-
ent. ‘‘ Not where you are concerned  Beyond seeing
that you’re rather gone,” she went on, *“ Milly only
sees that I'm decently good to you.” '

““ Very good 1ndeed she must think 1t !~

“Very good indeed then. She easily sees me,”
Kate smiled, “ as very good indeed ”’

The young man brooded ““ But in a sense to take
some explaining.”

“Then I explain””  She was really fine; 1t came
back to her essential plea for her freedom of action
and his beauty of trust. I mean,” she added, “1
will explain

“ And what will 7 do ?

“ Recognise the difference 1t must make if she
thinks ”’  But here 1n truth Kate faltered. It was
his silence alone that, for the moment, took up her
apparent meaning ; and before he again spoke she
had returned to remembrance and prudence They
were now not to forget that, Aunt Maud’s liberality
having put them on their honour, they mustn’t spoil
their case by abusing 1t. He must leave her 1n time ;
they should probably find 1t would help them. But
she came back to Milly too. ‘“ Mind you go to see
her ”

Densher still, however, took up nothing of this
“ Then I may come again ?

“ For Aunt Maud—as much as you like. But we
can't again,” said Kate, * play her #/us trick. I can’t
see you here alone.”

“ Then where ?

“ Go to see Milly,” she for all satisfaction repeated.

“ And what good will that do me ?
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“ Try it and you’'ll see.”

“You mean you'll manage to be there?”
Densher asked. * Say you are, how will that give
us privacy ? ”

“ Try it—you’ll see,” the girl once more returned.
“ We must manage as we can.”

“ That’s precisely what I feel It strikes me we
might manage better.” His idea of this was a thing
that made him an instant hesitate; yet he brought
it out with conviction. “ Why won’t you come to
me? "’

It was a question her troubled eyes seemed to tell
him he was scarce generous in expecting her definitely
to answer, and by looking to him to wait at least she
appealed to something that she presently made him
feel as his pity. It was on that special shade ol tender-
ness that he thus found himself thrown back; and
while he asked of his spirit and of his flesh just what
concession they could arrange she pressed him yet
again on the subject of her singular remedy for their
embarrassment. It might have been irmtating had
she ever struck him as having m her mind a stupid
corner. ‘‘ You'll see,” she said, ‘‘ the difference it
will make.”

Well, since she wasn’t stupid she was intelligent ;
it was he who was stupid—the proof of which was
that he would do what she liked. But he made a last
effort to understand, her allusion to the ** difference
bringing him round to it. He indeed caught at
something subtle but strong even as he spoke. ““‘Is
what you meant a moment ago that the difference
will be in her being made to believe you hate
me?”

Kate, however, had simply, for this gross way of
putting it, one of her more marked shows of impa-
tience ; with which in fact she sharply closed their
discussion  He opened the door on a sign from her,
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and she accompanied him to the top of the stairs
with an air of having so put their possibilities before
him that questions were idle and doubts perverse
1 verily beleve I shall hate you if you spoil for me
the beauty of what I sce!”
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HE was really, notwithstanding, to hear more from
her of what she saw ; and the very next occasion had
for him still other surprises than that. He recaved
from Mrs. Lowder on the mornmg after his visit to
Kate the teclegraphic expression of a hope that he
might be free to dine with them that evenmg ; and his
freedom affected him as fortunate even though 1in
some degree qualified by her missive  ““ Expecting
American friends whom I'm so glad to find you
know'” His knowledge of American friends was
clearly an accident of which he was to taste the fruit
to the last bitterness. This apprehension, however,
we hasten to add, enjoyed for him, 1in the immediate
event, a certamn merciful shrinkage, the immediate
event being that, at Lancaster Gate, five minutes
after his due arrival, prescribed him for eight-thirty,
Mrs. Stringham came 1n alone The long dayhght,
the postponed lamps, the habit of the hour, made
dinners late and guests still later, so that, punctual
as he was, he had found Mrs Lowder alone, with
Kate herself not yet n the field. He had thus had
with her several bewildering moments—bewildering
by reason, fairly, of their tacit invitation to him to be
supernaturally simple. This was exactly, goodncss
knew, what he wanted to be , but he had never had
1t so largely and frecly—so supernaturally simply, for
that matter—imputed to him as of casy achievement
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It was a particular 1n which Aunt Maud appeared
to offer herself as an example, appeared to say quite
agrecably . ‘“'What I want of you, don’'t you see?
1s to be just exactly as I am.” The quantity of
'the article required was what might especially have
caused him to stagger—he liked so, in general, the
quantities m which Mrs. Lowder dealt. He would
have liked as well to ask her how feasible she suppoéed
1t for a poor young man to resemble her at any point ;
but he had after all soon enough perceived that he
was doing as she wished by letting his wonder show
just a little as silly.  He was conscious moreover of a
small strange dread of the results of discussion with
her—strange, truly, because 1t was her good nature,
not her asperity, that he feared Asperity might
have made¢ him angry—in which there was always a
comfort; good nature, mn his conditions, had a
tendency to make him ashamed—which Aunt Maud
mdeed, wonderfully, hking him for himself, quite
struck him as having guessed. To spare him there-
fore she also avoided discussion, she kept him down
by refusing to quarrel with him. This was what she
now proposed to him to enjoy, and his secret discom-
fort was his sense that on the whole 1t was what would
best suit him  Being kept down was a bore, but his
great dread, venly, was of being ashamed, which was
a thing distinct, and 1t mattered but little that he
was ashamed of that too.

It was of the essence of his position that mn such a
house as this the tables could always be turned on
him. “ What do you offer, what do you offer ?> "—
the place, however muffled 1n convenience and
decorum, constantly hummed for him with that thick
irony. The irony was a renewed reference to obvious
bribes, and he had already seen how little aid came to
him from denouncing the bribes as ugly in form. That
was what the precious metals—they alone—could
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afford to be ; 1t was vain enough for him accordingly
to try to 1mpart a gloss to his own comparative brum-
magem. The humihiation of this impotence was pre-
cisely what Aunt Maud sought to mitigate for him by
keeping him down ; and as her effort to that end had
doubtless never yet been so visible he had probably
never felt so definitcly placed 1n the world as while he
wasted with her for her half-dozen other guests. She
welcomed him gemally back from the States, as to
his view of which her few questions, though not
coherent, were comprehensive, and he had the amuse-
ment of seeing 1n her, as through a clear glass, the
outbreak of a plan and the sudden consciousness of a
curiosity. She became aware of America, under his
eyes, as a possible scene for social operations ; the
1dea of a visit to the wonderful country had clearly
but just occurred to her, yet she was talking of 1t, at
the end of a minute, as her favounite dream. He
didn’t believe 1n 1t, but he pretended to ; this helped
her as well as anything else to treat him as harmless
and blameless. She was so engaged, with the further
aid of a complete absence of allusions, when the highest
effect was given her method by the beautiful entrance
of Kate. The method therefore received support all
round, for no young man could have been less for-
midable than the person to the relief of whose shyness
her niece ostensibly came. The ostensible, in Kate,
struck him altogether, on this occasion, as prodigious ;
while scarcely less prodigious, for that matter, was
his own reading, on the spot, of the relation between
his companions—a relation hghted for him by the
straight look, not exactly loving nor lingering,
yet searching and soft, that, on the part of
their hostess, the girl had to reckon with as she
advanced. It took her in from head to foot, and
in doing so 1t told a story that made poor Densher
again the least bit sick: it marked so something

30



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

with which Kate habitually and consummately
reckoned.

That was the story—that she was always, for her
beneficent dragon, under arms ; living up, every hour,
but especially at festal hours, to the ‘“ value ” Mrs.
Lowder had attached to her. High and fixed, this
estimate ruled on each occasion at Lancaster Gate
the social scene; so that he now recogmised 1t 1t
something like the artistic 1dea, the plastic substance,
mposed by tradition, by genmws, by criticism, in
respect to a given character, on a distinguished actress.
As such a person was to dress the part, to walk, to
look, to speak, mn every way to express, the part, so
all this was what Kate was to do for the character
she had undertaken, under her aunt’s roof, to repre-
sent. It was made up, the character, of definite ele-
ments and’ touches—things all perfectly ponderable
to criticism ; and the way for her to meet criticism
was evidently at the start to be sure her make-up had
had the last touch and that she looked at least no
worse than usual. Aunt Maud’s appreciation of that
to-might was indeed managenal, and the performer’s
own contribution fairly that of the faultless soldier on
parade. Densher saw himself for the moment as in
his purchased stall at the play , the watchful manager
was 1n the depths of a box and the poor actress in the
glare of the footlights. But she passed, the poor
performer—he could see how she always passed ; her
wig, her paint, her jewels, every mark of her expres-
sion mmpeccable, and her entrance accordingly greeted
with the proper round of applause. Such impressions
as we thus note for Densher come and go, 1t must be
granted, in very much less time than notation
demands ; but we may none the less make the pomnt
that there was, still further, time among them for
him to feel almost too scared to take part in the
ovation. He struck himself as having lost, for the
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minute, his presence of mind—so that 1n any case he
only stared in silence at the older woman’s technical
challenge and at the younger one’s disciplined face.
It was as if the drama—it thus came to him, for the
fact- of a drama there was no blinking—was between
them, them quite preponderantly; with Merton
Densher relegated to mere spectatorship, a paying
place mn front, and one of the most expensive This
was why his appreciation had turned for the mstant
to fear—had just turned, as we have said, to sickness ;
and 1 spite of the fact that the disciplined face did
offer him over the footlights, as he believed, the small
gleam, fine faint but exqusite, of a special intelli-
gence  So mught a practised performer, cven when
raked by double-barrelled glasses, seem to be all n
her part and yet convey a sign to the person n the
house she loved best. '

The drama, at all events, as Densher saw 1t, mean-
while went on—amplified soon enough by the advent
of two other guests, stray gentlemen both, stragglers
in the rout of the season, who visibly presented them-
sclves to Kate during the next moments as subjects
for a like impersonal treatment and sharers 1n a like
usual mercy. At opposite ends of the social course,
they displayed, 1n respect to the ““ figure ” that each,
mn his way, made, one the expanstve, the other the
contractile cffect of the perfect white waistcoat. A
scratch company of two mnocuous youths and a paci-
fied veteran was therefore what now offered 1tself to
Mrs. Stringham, who rustled i a little breathless and
full of the compunction of having had to come alone.
Her companion, at the last moment, had been indis-
posed—positively not well enough, and so had
packed her off, nsistently, with excuses, with wild
regrets  This circumstance of ther charming friend’s
illness was the first thing Kate took up with Densher
on their being able after dinner, without bravado, to
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have ten minutes ‘‘ naturally,” as she called it—
which wasn’t,what %e did—together, but it was
already as if the young man had, by an odd impression,
throughout the meal, not been wholly deprived of
Miss Theale’s participation. Mrs Lowder had made
dear Milly the topic, and 1t proved, on the spot, a
topic as familiar to the enthusiastic younger as to
the sagacious older man  Any knowledge they might
lack Mrs Lowder’s niece was moreover alert to
supply, while Densher himself was freely appealed to
as the most privileged, after all, of the group Wasn’t
1t he who had in a manner mvented the wonderful
creature—through having seen her first, caught her
1n her native jungle > Hadn’t he more or less paved
the way for her by his prompt recognition of her
rarity, by preceding her, in a friendly spirit—as he
had the ““ car "’ of society—with a sharp flashhight or
two ?

He met, poor Densher, these inquiries as he could,
listening with interest, yet with discomfort ; wincing
in particular, dry journalist as he was, to find 1t
seemingly supposed of him that he had put his pen—
oh, his ““ pen ! ”’—at the service of private distinction.
The ear of society >—they were talking, or almost,
as if he had publicly paragraphed a modest young
lady. They dreamt dreams, in truth, he appeared
to perceive, that fairly waked A up, and he settled
himself 1n his place both to resist his embarrassment
and to catch the full revelation His embarrassment
came naturally from the fact that if he could claim no
credit for Miss Theale’s success, so ncither could he
gracefully 1nsist on his not having been concerned
with her. What touched him most nearly was that
the occasion took on somehow the air of a commemor-
ative banquet, a feast to celebrate a brilhant 1f brief
career. There was of course more said about the
heroine than if she hadn’t been absent, and he found
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himself rather stupefied at the range of Milly’s
triumph  Mrs Lowder had wonders to tell of 1t;
the two wearers of the waistcoat, cither with sincerity
or with hypocnisy, professed 1n the matter an equal
cxpertness ; and Densher at last secmed to know'
himself m presence of a social ““ case ”” It was Mrs
Stringham, obviously, whose testimony would have
been most mvoked hadn’t she been, as her friend’s
representative, rather confined to the function of
inhaling the incense , so that Kate, who treated her
beautifully, smiling at her, cheering and consoling
her across the table, appeared benevolently both to
speak and to interpret for her Kate spoke as if she
wouldn’t perhaps understand fhewr way of appreciat-
ing Milly, but would let them none the less, 1n justice
to their goodwill, express 1t 1n their coarser fashion.
Densher himself wasn’t unconscious 1n respect to this
of a certain broad brotherhood with Mrs Stringham ;
wondering 1ndeed, while he followed the talk, how 1t
might move American nerves He had only heard of
them before, but 1n his recent tour he had caught
them 1n the remarkable fact, and there was now a
moment or two when 1t came to him that he had
perhaps—and not 1n the way of an escape—taken a
lesson from them

They quivered, clearly, they hummed and drummed,
they leaped and bounded 1n Mrs. Stringham’s typical
organism—this lady striking him as before all things
excited, as, m the native phrase, keyed-up, to a per-
ception of more elements 1n the occasion than he was
himseclf able to count. She was accessible to sides of
1t, he 1magined, that were as yet obscure to him ; for,
though she unmistakably rejoiced and soared, he
none the less saw her at moments as even more
agitated than pleasure required. It was a state of
emotion 1n her that could scarce represent simply an
impatience to report at home. Her little dry New
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England brightness — he had ‘“sampled” all the
shades of the, American complexity, 1f complexity 1t
were—had 1ts actual reasons for finding relief most
m silence ; so that before the subject was changed he
percelved (with surprise at the others) that they had
given her enough of it. He had quite had enough of
1t himself by the time he was asked 1if 1t were true
that their friend had really not made in her own
country the mark she had chalked so large in London.
It was Mrs Lowder herself who addressed him that
mquiry ; while he scarce knew if he were the more
impressed with her launching 1t under Mrs. String-
ham’s nose or with her hope that he would allow to
London the honour of discovery. The less expansive
of the white waistcoats propounded the theory that
they saw jn London—for all that was said—much
further than 1n the States: 1t wouldn’t be the first
time, he urged, that they had taught the Americans
to appreciate (especially when 1t was funny) some
native product. He didn’t mean that Miss Theale
was funny—though she was weird, and this was pre-
cisely her magic, but 1t might very well be that New
York, in having her to show, hadn’t been aware of
its luck There were plenty of people who were
nothing over therc and yet were awfully taken up in
England ; just as—to make the balance nght, thank
goodness—they sometimes sent out beauties and
celebrities who left the Briton cold. The Brton’s
temperature i truth wasn’t to be calculated—a
formulation of the matter that was not reached,
however, without producing 1n Mrs. Stringham a final
feverish sally. She announced that if the pomnt of
view for a proper admiration of her young friend Aad
seemed to fail a little n New York, there was no
manner of doubt of her having carried Boston by
storm. It pomted the moral that Boston, for the
finer taste, left New York nowhere; and the good
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lady, as the exponent of this doctrine—which she
set forth at a certain length—made, obviously, to
Densher’s mind, her nearest approach to supplying
the weirdness in which Milly’s absence had left them
deficient. She made 1t indeed effective for him by’
suddenly addressing him  ““ You know nothing, sir
-=—but not the least little bit—about my friend

He hadn’t pretended he did, but there was a purity
of reproach in Mrs. Stringham’s face and tone, a
purity charged apparently with solemn meanings ;
so that for a little, small as had been his claim, he
couldn’t but feel that she exaggerated He wondered
what she did mecan, but while doing so he defended
himself. ““ I certainly don’t know enormously much
—beyond her having been most kind to me, in New
York, as a poor bewildered and newly landcd alien,
and my having tremendously appreciated 1t.” To
which he added, he scarce knew why, what had an
immediate success ‘‘ Remember, Mrs Stringham,
that you weren’t then present ”

“ Ah, there you are!” said Kate with much gay
expression, though what 1t expressed he failed at the
tune to make out

“ You weren’t present then, dearest,” Mrs. Lowder
richly concurred. ** You don’t know,” she continued
with mellow gaiety, ““ how far things may have gone.”

It made the little woman, he could see, really lose
her head  She had more things in that head than any
of them in any other, unless perhaps it were Kate,
whom he felt as indirectly watching him durning this
foolish passage, though 1t pleased him—and because
of the foolishness—not to meet her eyes. He met
Mrs. Stringham’s, which affected him : with her he
could on occasion clear 1t up—a sense produced by
the mute communion between them and really the
beginning, as the event was to show, of something
extraordinary. It was even already a little the effect
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of this communion that Mrs. Stringham perceptibly
faltered in hey retort to Mrs Lowder’s joke. “ Oh,
1t’s precisely my pomnt that Mr. Densher can’t have
had vast opportunitics.” And then she smiled at
‘him. ‘I wasn’t away, you know, long.”

It made everything, in the oddest way in the world,
immediately right for him. “And I wasn't there
long, erther.” He positively saw with it that nothing
for him, so far as she was concerned, would again be
wrong. ‘‘ She’s beautiful, but I don’t say she’s easy
to know.”

‘“Ah, she’s a thousand and one things'” replied
the good lady, as 1f now to keep well with him

He asked nothing better. ‘‘ She was off with you
to these parts before I knew 1t I myself was off too
—away off,to wonderful parts, where I had endlessly
more to see.”’

“ But you didn’t forget her ! ” Aunt Maud inter-
posed with almost menacing archness.

“No, of course I didn’t forget her One doesn’t
forget such charming impressions. But I never,” he
lucidly maintained, ‘‘ chattered to others about her.”

“ She’ll thank you for that, sir,” said Mrs String-
ham with a flushed firmness.

““Yet doesn’t silence 1n such a case,” Aunt Mauyd
blandly inquired, ‘‘ very often quite prove the depth
of the impression ? ”

He would have been amused, hadn’t he been
shghtly displcased, at all they seemed desirous to
fasten on him. “ Well, the impression was as decp as
you like. But I really want Miss Theale to know,”” he
pursued for Mrs Stringham, “ that I don’t figure by
any consent of my own as an authority about her.”

Kate came to his assistance—if assistance 1t was
—before their friend had had time to meet this
charge. “ You're night about her not being casy to
know. One sees her with intensity—sees her more
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than one sces almost any one ; but then one discovers
that that isn’t knowing her and that aue may know
better a person whom one doesn’t ‘ see,” as I say, half
so much.”

The discrimination was interesting, but it brought
them back to the fact of her success ; and it was at
that comparatively gross circumstance, now so fully
placed before them, that Milly’s anxious companion
sat and looked—looked very much as some spectator
in an old-time circus might have watched the oddity
of a Christian maiden, 1n the arena, mildly, caress-
ingly, martyred It was the nosing and fumbling
not of lions and tigers but of domestic animals let
loose as for the joke. Even the joke made Mrs.
Stringham uneasy, and her mute communion with
Densher, to which we have alluded, was more and
more determined by 1it. He wondered afterwards if
Kate had made this out; though it was not indeed
till much later on that he found himself, in thought,
dividing the things she might have been conscious of
from the things she must have missed  If she actually
missed, at any rate, Mrs. Stringham’s discomfort,
that but showed how her own idea held her. Her
own 1dea was, by insisting on the fact of the girl’s
prominence as a feature of the season’s end, to keep
Densher in relation, for the rest of them, both to
present and to past. “ It's everything that has
happened since that makes you naturally a httle shy
about her You don’t know what has happened
since, but we do ; we’ve seen it and followed it ; we’ve
a little been of 1t The great thing for him, at thus,
as Kate gave it, was in fact quite irresistibly that the
case was a real one—the kind of thing that, when one’s
patience was shorter than one’s curiosity, one had
vaguely taken for possible in London, but in which one
had never been even to this small extent concerned.
The little American’s sudden social adventure, her
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happy and, no doubt, harmless flourish, had prob-
ably been favoured by several accidents, but 1t had
been favoured above all by the simple spring-board
of the scene, by one of those common caprices of
the numberless foolish flock, gregarious movements
as mscrutable as occan-currents The huddled herd
had drfted to her blindly—it might as blindly have
dnfted away. There had been of course a signal, but
the great reason was probably the absence at the
moment of a larger llon The bigger beast would
come and the smaller would then incontinently
vanish. It was at all events characteristic, and what
was of the essence of 1t was grist to his scribbling mull,
matter for his journalising hand. That hand already,
n intention, played over 1t, the “ motive,” as a sign
of the geason, a feature of the time, of the purely
expeditiou and rough-and-tumble nature of the
social boom The boom as in uself required—that
would be the note , the subject of the process a com-
paratively minor question  Anything was boomable
enough when nothing else was more so  the author of
the “ rotten ” book, the beauty who was no beauty,
the heiress who was only that, the stranger who was
for the most part saved from being inconveniently
strange but by being inconveniently famihar, the
Amernican whose Americanism had been long des-
perately discounted, the creature 1n fine as to whom
spangles or spots of any suffictently marked and
exhibited sort could be loudly enough predicated

So he judged at least, within his hmuts, and the
1dea that what he had thus caught 1n the fact was the
trick of fashion and the tone of society went so far as
to make him take up again his sense of independence.
He had supposed himself civilised, but if this was
civilisation ! One could smoke one’s pipe out-
side when twaddle was within. He had rather
avoided, as we have remarked, Kate's cyes, but there
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came a moment when he would fairly have liked to
put it, across the table, to her: “I say, hght of my
Iife, 1s thus the great world?”’ There came another,
1t must be added—and doubtless as a result of some-
thing that, over the cloth, did hang between them—
when she struck him as having quite answered :
‘* Dear no—for what do you take me? Not the
least little bit . only a poor silly, though quite harm-
less, imitation ” What she might have passed for
saying, however, was practically merged in what she
did say, for she came overtly to his aid, very much as
if guessing some of his thoughts She enunciated, to
relieve his bewilderment, the obvious truth that you
couldn’t leave London for three months at that time
of the year and come back to find your friends just
where they were  As they had of course beer jigging
away they might well be so red in the face that you
wouldn’t know them  She reconciled 1n fine his dis-
claimer about Milly with that honour of having dis-
covered her which it was vain for him modestly to
shirk. He had unearthed her, but 1t was they, all of
them together, who had developed her. She was
always a charmer, one of the greatest ever seen, but
she wasn’t the person he had ‘‘ backed.”

Densher was to feel sure afterwards that Kate had
had in these pleasantries no conscious, above all no
insolent purpose of making light of poor Susan
Shepherd’s property in their young friend—which
property, by such remarks, was very much pushed to
the wall ; but he was also to know that Mrs String-
ham had secretly resented them, Mrs Stringham
holding the opinion, of which he was ultimately to
have a ghmpse, that all the Kate Croys in Chrnsten-
dom were but dust for the feet of her Milly That,
it was true, would be what she must reveal only when
driven to her last entrenchments and well cornered
in her passion—the rare passion of friendship, the
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sole passion of her little life save the one other, more
imperturbably cerebral, that she entertamned for the
art of Guy de Mdupassant She slipped 1n the obser-
vation that her Milly was incapable of change, was
just exactly, on the contrary, the same Milly, but
this made little difference 1n the drift of Kate’s con-
tention. She was perfectly kind to Susie: it was as
if she positively knew her as handicapped for any
disagreement by feeling that she, Kate, had * type,”
and by being committed to admiration of type Kate
had occasion subsequently—she found it somehow—
to mention to our young man Milly’s having spoken
to her of this view on the good lady’s part She
would hike—Milly had had 1t from her—to put Kate
Croy 1n a book and see what she could so do with her
*“ Chop me up fine or serve me whole "—it was a way
of being got at that Kate professed she dreaded It
would be Mrs. Stringham’s, however, she understood,
because Mrs Stringham, oddly, felt that with such
stuff as the strange English girl was made of, stuff
that (in spite of Maud Manningham, who was full of
sentiment) she had never known, there was none
other to be employed. These things were of later
evidence, yet Densher might even then have felt them
in the air They were practically in it already when
Kate, waiving the question of her friend’s chemical
change, wound up with the comparatively unobjec-
tionable proposition that he must now, having missed
so much, take them all up, on trust, further on He
met it peacefully, a little perhaps as an example to
Mrs Stringham—*‘ Oh as far on as you hike !’ This
even had 1ts effect © Mrs. Stringham approprated as
much of it as might be meant for herself The nice
thing about her was that she could measure how much ,
so that by the time dinner was over they had really
covered ground
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THE younger of the other men, it afterwards appeared,
was most in his element at the piano, so that they
had coffee and comic songs upstairs—the gentlemen,
temporarily relinquished, submitting easily in this
interest to Mrs. Lowder’s parting mjunction not to sit
too tight Our especial young man sat tighter when
restored to the drawing-room ; he made 1t out per-
fectly with Kate that they mught, off and on, fore-
gather without offence. He had perhaps stronger
needs in this general respect than she; but she had
better names for the scant risks to which she con-
sented It was the blessing of a big house that inter-
vals were large and, of an August night, that windows
were open, whereby, at a given moment, on the
wide balcony, with the songs sufficiently sung, Aunt
Maud could hold her little court more freshly. Densher
and Kate, dunng these moments, occupied side by
side a small sofa—a luxury formulated by the latter
as the proof, under criticism, of their remarkably good

conscience. ‘“ To seem not to know each other—
once youre here—would be,” the girl said, ““to
overdo 1t ”’, and she arranged i1t charmingly that

they must have some passage to put Aunt Maud off
the scent She would be wondering otherwise what
in the world they found their account in. For
Densher, none the less, the profit of snatched moments,
snatched contacts, was partial and poor ; there were
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in particular at present more things in his mind than
he could bring out while watching the windows. It
was true, on the other hand, that she suddenly met
most of them—and more than he could see on the
spot—by coming out for him with a reference to
Milly that was not 1n the key of those made at dinner.
‘“ She’s not a bit nght, you know. I mean in health
Just see her to-might. I mean it looks grave. For
you she would have come, you know, if 1t had been
at all possible.”

He took this in such patience as he could muster.
‘“ What in the world’s the matter with her ?

But Kate continued without saying. * Unless
mdeed your being here has been just a reason for
her funking 1t.”

“ What, in the world’s the matter with her? ”
Densher asked again.

“ Why just what I've told you—that she likes you
so much ”’

“Then why should she deny herself the joy of
meeting me ? ”’

Kate cast about—it would take so long to explain.
“ And perhaps it’s true that she #s bad. She easily
may be.”

“ Quite easily, I should say, judging by Mrs.
Stringham, who’s visibly pre-occupied and worried.”

“ Visibly enough. Yet 1t mayn’t,” said Kate,
““ be only for that.”

“ For what then ? ”’

But this question too, on thinking, she neglected.
“ Why, 1f 1t’s anything real, doesn’t that poor lady
go home ? She’'d be anxious, and she has done all
she need to be civil.”

I think,” Densher remarked, ‘‘ she has been quite
beautifully civil

It made Kate, he fancied, look at him the least bit
harder ; but she was already, 1n a manner, explaining.
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‘“ Her preoccupation is probably on two different
heads. One of them would make her hurry back, but
the other makes her stay  She’s commuissioned to tell
Milly all about you.”

“ Well then,” said the young man between a laugh
and a sigh, “ I'm glad I felt, downstairs, a kind of
*drawing ’ to her Wash’t I rather decent to her ? ”

“ Awfully nice  You've instincts, you fiend It's
all,” Kate declared, ‘‘ as it should be.”

‘“ Except perhaps,” he after a moment cynically
suggested, “ that she isn’t getting much good of me
now Wil she report to Milly on t42s ?”  And then
as Kate seemed to wonder what ‘‘ this”’ might be:
“ On our present disregard for appearances.”

‘““ Ah, leave appearances tome!” She spoke in her
high way. “ I'll make them all nght. Aunt Maud,
moreover,” she added, ““ has her so engaged that she
won’t notice.” Densher felt, with this, that his com-
panion had indeed perceptive flights he couldn’t hope
to match—had for instance another when she still
subjoined : ““ And Mrs. Stringham’s appearing to
respond just in order to make that impression

“ Well,” Densher dropped with some humour,
“ life’s very interesting ! I hope it’s really as much so
for you as you make 1t for others ; I mean judging by
what you make it for me. You seem to me to repre-
sent it as thrilling for ces dames, and 1n a different way
for each: Aunt Maud, Susan Shepherd, Milly But
what ¢s,”” he wound up, * the matter > Do you mean
she’s as 11l as she looks ? "

Kate’s face struck him as replying at first that his
derisive speech deserved no satisfaction, then she
appeared to yield to a need of her own—the need to
make the point that “ as 1ll as she looked "’ was what
Milly scarce could be. If she had been as ill as she
looked she could scarce be a question with them,
for her end would in that case be near. She believed
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herself nevertheless—and Kate couldn’t help belicving
her too—seriopsly menaced. There was always the
fact that they had been on the point of leaving town,
the two ladies, and had suddenly been pulled up. “ We
*bade them good-bye—or all but—Aunt Maud and
I, the night before Milly, popping so very oddly into
the National Gallery for a farewell look, found you
and me together They were then to get off a day or
two later But they've not got otf — they’re not
getting off. When I see them—and I saw them this
morning—they have showy reasons They do mean
to go, but they’ve postponed 1t ” With which the
girl brought out ““ They’ve postponed it for you.”
He protested so far as a man might without fatuity,
since a protest was 1tsclf credulous, but Kate, as ever,
understood herself  ““ You've made Milly change her
mind She wants not to miss you—though she wants
also not to show she wants you, which 1s why, as I
hinted a moment ago, she may consciously have hung
back to-might She doesn’t know when she may see
you agam—she doesn’t know she ever may. She
doesn’t see the future. It has opened out before her
in thesc last weeks as a dark confused thing

Densher wondered.  After the tremendous time
you’ve all been telling me she has had ? ”

“ That’s it. There’s a shadow across 1t.”

“The shadow, you consider, of some physical
break-up ? ”

‘ Some physical break-down. Nothing less. She’s
scared. She has so much to lose And she wants
more.”’

“ Ah well,” said Densher with a sudden strange
sense of discomfort, ““ couldn’t one say to her that
she can’t have everything ? ”

“ No—for one wouldn’t want to. She really,”
Kate went on, “ has been somebody here. Ask Aunt
Maud—you may think me prejudiced,” the girl oddly
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smiled. “ Aunt Maud will tell you—the world’s
before her It has all come since you saw her, and
it’s a pity you’ve missed 1t, for 1t certainly would
have amused you. She has really been a perfect
success—I mean of course so far as possible 1n the
scrap of time—and she has taken it like a perfect
angel. If you can imagine an angel with a thumping
bank-account you’ll have the simplest expression of
the kind of thing Her fortune’s absolutely huge,
Aunt Maud has had all the facts, or enough of them,
in the last confidence, from ‘ Susie,” and Susie speaks
by book. Take them then, in the last confidence,
from me. There she is”” Kate expressed above all
what 1t most came to. ““It’s open to her to make,
you see, the very greatest marriage. I assure you
we're not vulgar about her Her possibilities are
quite plan "’

Densher showed he neither disbelieved nor grudged
them ‘ But what good then on earth can I do her ? ”

Well, she had 1t ready. “‘ You can console her.”

“ And for what ? ”

“ For all that, if she’s stricken, she must see swept
away. I shouldn’t care for her if she hadn’t so
much,” Kate very simply said And then as it made
him laugh not quite happily : ‘I shouldn’t trouble
about her if there were one thing she did have.” The
girl spoke indeed with a noble compassion ‘‘ She
has nothing.”

“ Not all the young dukes ?

“ Well we must see—see 1f anything can come of
them She at any rate does love Iife. To have met
a person like you,” Kate further explained, ““1s to
have felt you become, with all the other fine things,
a part of hfe. Oh, she has you arranged ! ”’

“ You have, it strikes me, my dear "—and he
looked both detached and rueful ‘Pray what am
I to do with the dukes ?”
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“ Oh, the dukes will be disappointed ! ”

“ Then why shan’t I be ? ”

“You'll have expected less,” Kate wonderfully
smiled ‘“ Besides, you wellbe. You'll have expected
cnough for that

“ Yet 1t’s what you want to let me in for * ”

“1 want,” said the girl, “ to make things pleasant
for her I use, for the purpose, what I have. You're
what I have of most precious, and you're therefore
what I use most ”’

He looked at her long. “I wish I could use
you a little more”’ After which, as she continued
to smile at him, “Is 1t a bad case of lungs?”’ he
asked

Kate showed for a little as if she wished it might
be ‘“ Not lungs, I think Isn’t consumption, taken
1n time, now curable ?

“ Pcople are, no doubt, patched up’® But he
wondered ‘Do you mean she has something that’s
past patching >’ And before she could answer :
“It’s really as if her appearance put her outside of
such things—being, in spite of her youth, that of a
person who has been through all 1t’s conceivable she
should be exposed to. She affects one, I should say,
as a creature saved from a shipwreck  Such a creature
may surely, 1n these days, on the doctrine of chances,
go to sea again with confidence She has had her
wreck—she has met her adventure

“Oh, I grant you her wreck!”—Kate was all
response so far ““But do let her have still her
adventure. There are wrecks that are not adven-
tures ”

“ Well—if there be also adventures that are not
wrecks ! 7’ Densher 1n short was willing, but he came
back to his point “ What I mean is that she has
none of the effect—on one’s nerves or whatever—of
an invalid.”

’
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Kate on her side did this justice ‘‘ No—that’s
the beauty of her.”

“ The beauty [

“Yes, she’s so wonderful She won’t show for
that, any more than your watch, when it’s about to
stop for want of bemng wound up, gives you con-
venient notice or shows as different from usual She
won’t die, she won’t live, by inches ~ She won’t smell,
as 1t were, of drugs She won'’t taste, as it were, of
medicine.  No one will know ”’

“Then what,” he demanded, frankly mystified
now, ““ are we talking about ? In what extraordinary
state ss she ?

Kate went on as if, at this, making 1t out in a
fashion for herself ‘I believe that if she’s ill at all
she’s very 11l I believe that if she’s bad she’s not a
hitle bad 1 can't tell you why, but that’s how I see
her She’ll really hive or she’ll really not. She’ll
have 1t all or she’ll miss 1t all  Now I don’t think
she’ll have 1t all ”

Densher had followed this with his eyes upon her,
her own having thoughtfully wandered, and as if 1t
were more 1impressive than luaaid  ““ You ‘ think ” and
you ‘don’t think,” and yet you remain all the while
without an mkling of her complaint ? ”

“ No, not without an inkling ; but it’s a matter in
which I don’t want knowledge She moreover her-
self doesn’t want one to want 1t : she has, as to what
may be preymng upon her, a kind of ferocity of
modesty, a kind of—I don’t know what to call it—
intensity of pride  And then and then—" But with
this she faltered

“ And then what ? ”

“I'm a brute about illness I hate it. It’s well
for you, my dear,” Kate continued, ‘ that you're as
sound as a bell

“Thank you!” Densher laughed. * It’s rather
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good then for yourself too that you're as strong as
the sea.” .

She looked at him now a moment as for the selfish
gladness of their young immunities. It was all they
had together, but they had it at least without a flaw
—each had the beauty, the physical felicity, the
personal virtue, love and desire of the other. Yet 1t
was as 1If that very consciousness threw them back
the next moment into pity for the poor girl who had
everything clse in the world, the great gemial good
they, alas, didn’t have, but failed on the other hand
of this “ How we're talking about her!” Kate
compunctiously sighed. But there were the facts.
“ From 1lness I keep away.”

‘“ But you don’t—since here you are, 1n spite of all
you say, n the mudst of 1t ”’

‘““Ah, I'm only watching——!"

“ And putting me forward mn your place > Thank
you!”

“ Oh,” said Kate, “ I'm breaking you in  Let it
give you the measure of what I shall expect of you.
One can’t begin too soon.”

She drew away, as from the impression of a stir
on the balcony, the hand of which he had a minute
before possessed himself, and the warning brought
him back to attention * You haven’t even an 1dea
if it’s a case for surgery "’

“1 daresay it may be; that is that if it comes to
anything 1t may come to that  Of course she’s in the
highest hands.”

‘“ The doctors are after her then ?”’

“ She’s after them —it’s the same thing I
think I'm free to say it now—she sces Sir Luke
Strett.”

It made him quickly wince “ Ah, fifty thousand
knives!” Then after an instant: “ One seems to
guess.”
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Yes, but she waved 1t away ‘“Don’t guess
Only do as I tell you ”

For a moment now, in silence, he took 1t all 1n,
might have had it before hm ‘“ What you want of
me then is to make up to a sick girl ”

“ Ah, but you admit yourself that she doesn’t
affect you as sick You understand moreover just
how much—and just how little ”’

“ It’s amazing,” he presently answered, ““ what you
think I understand.”

“ Well, 1f you've brought me to it, my dear,” she
returned, ‘‘ that has been your way of breaking me in
Besides which, so far as making up to her goes, plenty
of others will ”’

Densher for a little, under this suggestion, might
have been sccing their young friend on a pile of
cushions and 1n a perpetual tea-gown, amid flowers
and with drawn blinds, surrounded by the higher
nobility. ““ Others can follow their tastes Besides,
others arc free ”’

“ But so arc you, my dear!”’

She had spoken with impatience, and her suddenly
quitting him had sharpened 1t ; 1n spite of which he
kept his place, only looking up at her “ You're
prodigious ! ”’

“Of course I'm prodigious ! "—and, as immed-
ately happened, she gave a further sign of it that he
fairly sat watching The door from the lobby had, as
she spoke, been thrown open for a gentleman who,
immediately finding her within his view, advanced
to grect her before the announcement of his name
could reach her companion. Densher none the less
felt himself brought quickly into relation, Kate’s
welcome to the visitor became almost precipitately
an appecal to her friend, who slowly rose to
meet it ‘I don’t know whether you know Lord
Mark.” And then for the other party: ‘ Mr.
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Merton Densher —who has just come back from
America "

“Oh!” said the other party while Densher said
nothing—occupied as he mainly was on the spot with
weighing the sound in question. He recognised 1t 1n
a moment as less 1imponderable than it might have
appeared, as having indeed positive claims. It
wasn’t, that is, he knew, the “ Oh'” of the 1diot,
however great the superficial resemblance . 1t was that
of the clever, the accomplished man , 1t was the very
speciality of the speaker, and a deal of expensive
tramning and experience had gone to producing it.
Densher felt somehow that, as a thing of value
accidentally picked up, it would retain an interest of
curtosity  The three stood for a little together in an
awkwardness to which he was conscious of con-
tributing his share, Kate failing to ask Lord Mark
to be seated, but letting him know that he would
find Mrs. Lowder, with some others, on the balcony.

““Oh, and Miss Theale I suppose >—as I seemed
to hear outside, from below, Mrs Stringham’s un-
mistakable voice.”

“Yes, but Mrs Stringham’s alone. Milly’s un-
well,” the girl explained, ‘“and was compelled to
disappoint us.”

‘““Ah, ‘disappoint’—rather!” And, lingering a
little, he kept his eyes on Densher. ‘“ She isn’t really
bad, I trust?”

Densher, after all he had heard, easily supposed
him interested in Milly ; but he could imagine him
also interested in the young man with whom he had
found Kate engaged and whom he yet considered
without visible intelhgence That young man con-
cluded in a moment that he was doing what he wanted,
satisfying himself as to each. To this he was aided
by Kate, who produced a prompt : ““Oh, dear no; I
think not. I've just been reassuring Mr Densher,”
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she added—* who’s as concerned as the rest of us.
I've been calthing his fears ”’

“Oh!” said Lord Mark again—and again it was
just as good. That was for Densher, the latter could
see, or think he saw  And then for the others : *“ My
fears would want calming We must take great care
of her. This way?”

She went with him a few steps, and while Densher,
hanging about, gave them frank attention, presently
paused again for some further colloquy What passed
between them their observer lost, but she was pre-
sently with him again, Lord Mark jomning the rest.
Densher was by this time quite ready for her ““ It’s
he who'’s your aunt’s man ? "’

““ Oh, immensely

I mean for you ”’ L

““ That’s what I mean too,” Kate smiled “ There
heis Now you can judge ”

“ Judge of what ? ”’

“ Judge of him ”’

“ Why should I judge of him ? " Densher asked.
“ I've nothing to do with him ”’

“ Then why do you ask about him ? ”

“ To judge of you—which 1s different.”

Kate seemed for a Iittle to look at the difference.
“ To take the measure, do you mean, of my danger ? ”’

He hesitated ; then he said: ““I'm thinking, I dare-
say, of Miss Theale’s How does your aunt reconcile
his interest in her——? ”

“ With his interest in me ? ”

“ With her own interest in you,” Densher said
while she reflected  “* If that interest—Mrs Lowder’s
—takes the form of Lord Mark, hasn’t he rather to
look out for the forms /e takes ? "’

Kate seemed interested in the question, but “ Oh,
he takes them easily,” she answered. * The beauty
is that she doesn’t trust him.”
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“ That Milly doesn’t ? ”

“ Yes—Milly either. But I mean Aunt Maud.
Not really

Densher gave 1t his wonder. * Takes him to her
heart and yet thinks he cheats ? ”

“Yes,” said Kate—'* that’s the way people are.
What they think of their enemies, goodness knows,
1s bad enough, but I'm still more struck with what
they think of their fnends  Milly’s own state of mind,
however,” she went on, “1s lucky. That’s Aunt
Maud’s security, though she doesn’t yet fully recognise
1t—besides being Milly’s own.”

“You concerve 1t a real escape then not to care
for him ? ”

She shook her head in beautiful grave deprecation
“You owghtn't to make me say too much But
I'm glad I don’t.”

“ Don’t say too much ?

“Don’t care for Lord Mark

“Oh!” Densher answered with a sound like his
lordship’s own. To which he added * ““ You abso-
lutely hold that that poor girl doesn’t ?

‘“ Ah, you know what I hold about that poor girl ! ”
It had made her again impatient

Yet he stuck a minute to the subject *‘Yau
scarcely call him, I suppose, one of the dukes ”

“ Mercy, no—far from it. He’s not, compared
with other possibilities, “1n * it. Milly, it’s true,” she
said, to be exact, ‘“ has no natural sense of social
values, doesn’t in the least understand our differences
or know who’s who or what’s what.”

“1I see. That,” Densher laughed, “1s her reason
for liking me.”

“ Precisely. She doesn’t resemble me,” said Kate,
“ who at least know what I lose.”

Well, 1t had all risen for Densher to a considerable
mterest. ‘““ And Aunt Maud —why shouldn’t sie
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know ? I mean that your friend there isn’t really
anything. Does she suppose him of ducal value ?

“ Scarcely ; save 1n the sense of bemng uncle to a
duke That’s undeniably something. He’s the best
moreover we can get ”

““ Oh, oh!” said Densher ; and his doubt was not
all denisive

“1It 1sn't Lord Mark’s grandeur,” she went on
without heeding this, *“ because perhaps 1n the line of
that alone—as he has no money—more could be
done. But she’s not a bit sordid ; she only counts
with the sordidness of others Besides, he’s grand
enough, with a duke in his family and at the other
end of the string  The thing's his genius.”

“ And do you believe 1n that ? ”’

“In Lord Mark’s genius ? ”  Kate, as if for a more
final opinion than had yet been asked of her, took a
moment to think She balanced indeed so that one
would scarce have known what to expect; but she
came out in time with a very sufficient *“ Yes!”

“ Political ?

“Universal I don’t know at least,” she said,
““what else to call 1t when a man’s able to make
himself without effort, without violence, without
machinery of any sort, so intensely felt He has
somehow an effect without his being in any traceable
way a cause.”

““ Ah, but if the effect,” said Densher with conscious
superficiality, *‘ 1sn’t agreeable [

“ Oh, butitis!”

‘“ Not surely for every one ”’

“ If you mean not for you,” Kate returned, * you
may have reasons—and men don’t count. Women
don’t know if it’s agreeable or not.”

‘““ Then there you are ! ”

“ Yes, precisely—that takes, on his part, genius ”

Densher stood before her as 1f he wondered what
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everything she thus promptly, easily and above all
amusingly met him with, would have been found,
should 1t have come to an analysis, to ‘‘take”
Something suddenly, as if under a last determinant
touch, welled up in him and overflowed—the sense of
his good fortune and her variety, of the future she
promised, the interest she supplied  ““ All women but
you are stuptd How can Ilook at another ?  You're
different and different—and then you're different
agam  No marvel Aunt Maud builds on you—except
that you're so much too good for what she builds
Jor  Even ‘ society * won’t know how good for 1t you
are, 1t’s too stupid, and you're beyond 1t You'd
have to pull 1t uphill—t’s you yourself who are at the
top The women one meets—what are they but
books one has already read ?  You're a whole library
of the unkhown, the uncut ”’ He almost moaned, he
ached, from the depth of his content * Upon my
word I've a subscription ! ”

She took 1t from him with her face again giving out
all 1t had in answer, and they remained once more
confronted and umited in their essential wealth of hfe
“It’s you who draw me out I exist in you Notin
others ”’

It had been, however, as if the thnll of their
association 1tself pressed 1in him, as great felicities do,
the sharp spring of fear ““ See here, you know .
don’t, dow't U

“ Don’t what »

“Don’t fall me It would kill me.”

She looked at him a minute with no response but
her eyes. ““ So you think you’ll kill me 1n time to
prevent it » ”’  She smiled, but he saw her the next
instant as smiling through tears, and the instant after
this she had got, in respect to the particular point,
quite off. She had come back to another, which was
one of her own, her own were so closely connected

. 55




THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

that Densher’s were at best but parenthetic. Still
she had a distance to go “ You do then see your
way ?” She put 1t to him before they jomned—as was
high time—the others And she made him under-
stand she meant his way with Milly

He had dropped a hittle 1n presence of the explana-
t1on ; then she had brought him up to a sort of
recognition. He could make out by this light some-
thing of what he saw, but a dimness also there was,
undispelled since his return. ‘' There’s something
you must definitely tell me. If our friend knows that
all the while [

She came straight to his aid, formulating for him
his anxiety, though quite to smooth 1t down ** All
the while she and I here were growing intimate, you
and I were in unmentioned relation » If she knows
that, yes, she knows our relation must have mnvolved
your writing to me

“ Then how could she suppose you weren’t answer-
ng?”

“ She doesn’t suppose 1t ”'

““How then can she mmagine you ncver named
her ?”

‘““ She doesn’t. She knows now I did name her.
I've told her everything. She’s in possession of
reasons that will perfectly do.”

Still he just brooded. ““ She takes things from you
exactly as I take them ?”

‘“ Exactly as you take them.”

‘ She’s just such another victim ? ”’

‘“ Just such another You're a pair.”

“ Then if anything happens,” said Densher,
can console each other ? ”

‘““ Ah, something may indeed happen,” she returncd,
“if you’ll only go straight ! ”’

He watched the others an instant through the
window. ‘“ What do you mean by going straight ?
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“ Not worrying. Doing as you like Try, asI've
told you befgre, and you’ll see. You'll have me
perfectly, always, to refer to.”

“ Oh rather, I hope! But if she’s going away ? "

It pulled Kate up but a moment. ‘‘ I'll bring her
back There you are You won’t be able to say I
haven’t made 1t smooth for you ”’

He faced 1t all, and certainly it was queer But it
wasn’t the queerness that after another minute was
uppermost He was in a wondrous silken web, and 1t
was amusing. “‘ You spoil me !

He wasn’t sure 1if Mrs. Lowder, who at this juncture
reappeared, had caught his word as 1t dropped from
him ; probably not, he thought, her attention being
given to Mrs Stringham, with whom she came through
and who, was now, none too soon, taking leave of her.
They were' followed by Lord Mark and by the other
men, but two or three things happened before any
dispersal of the company began. One of these was
that Kate found time to say to him with furtive
emphasis . “ You must go now !’ Another was that
she next addressed herself in all frankness to Lord
Mark, drew near to him with an almost reproachful
“ Come and talk to me ! ’"—a challenge resulting after
a minute for Densher in a consciousness of their in-
stallation together 1n an out-of-the-way corner, though
not the same he himself had just occupied with her.
Still another was that Mrs. Stringham, 1n the random
intensity of her farewells, atfected him as looking at
him with a small grave intimation, something into
which he afterwards read the meaning that if he had
happened to desire a few words with her after dinner
he would have found her ready. This impression was
naturally light, but 1t just left him with the sense of
something by his own act overlooked, unappreciated.
It gathered perhaps a shghtly sharper shade from the
mild formality of her ““ Good-night, sir !’ as she passed
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him ; a matter as to which there was now nothing
more to be dong, thanks to the alertness of the young
man he by this time had appraised as even more
harmless than himself ~ This personage had forestalled
him in opening the door for her and was evidently—
with a view, Densher might have judged, to ulterior
designs on Milly—proposing to attend her to her
carriage. What furtheroccurred was that Aunt Maud,
having released her, immediately had a word for
himself. It was an imperative ‘* Wait a minute,” by
which she both detained and dismissed him , she was
particular about her minute, but he hadn’t yet given
her, as happened, a sign of withdrawal

“ Return to our hittle fnend. You’ll find her really
interesting ”’

“If you mean Miss Theale,” he said, ‘I shall
certainly not forget her But you must remember
that, so far as her ‘ interest ’ 1s concerned, I myself dis-
covercd, I—as was said at dinner—invented her.”

“ Well, one seemed rather to gather that you hadn’t
taken out the patent. Don’t, I only mean, in the
press of other things, too much neglect her.”

Affected, surpnised by the coincidence of her appeal
with Kate’s, he asked himself quickly if 1t mightn’t
help him with her He at any rate could but try.
“You're all looking after my manners. That’s
exactly, you know, what Miss Croy has been saying to
me. She keeps me up—she has had so much to say
about them.”

He found pleasure in being able to give his hostess
an account of his passage with Kate that, while quite
veracious, might be reassuring to herself But Aunt
Maud, wonderfully and facing him straight, took it
as if her confidence were supplied with other props.
If she saw his intention 1n 1t she yet blinked neither
with doubt nor with acceptance; she only said
imperturbably . ““ Yes, she’ll herself do anything
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for her friend; so that she but preaches what she
practises

Densher really quite wondered if Aunt Maud knew
how far Kate’s devotion went He was moreover a
little puzzled by this special harmony; in face of
which he quickly asked himself if Mrs Lowder had
bethought herself of the American girl as a distraction
for him, and if Kate’s mastery of the subject were
therefore but an appearance addressed to her aunt.
What might really become in all this of the American
girl was therefore a question that, on the latter con-
tingency, would lose none of 1ts sharpness. However,
questions could wait, and it was easy, so far as he
understood, to meet Mrs Lowder. ‘It 1sn’t a bit,
all the same, you know, that I reast. I find Miss
Theale ¢hgrming

Well, 1t was all she wanted. ‘“ Then don't miss a
chance.”

“ The only thing 1s,” he went on, ‘‘ that she's—
naturally now—Ileaving town and, as I take it, going
abroad "

Aunt Maud looked indeed an instant as if she
herself had been dealing with this difficulty ‘‘ She
won'’t go,” she smiled 1n spite of 1t, * till she has seen
you. Moreover, when she does go " She paused,
leaving him uncertain. But the next minute he was
still more at sea  *“ We shall go too.”

He gave a smile that he himself took for slightly
strange ‘‘ And what good will that do me ? ”’

“ We shall be near them somewhere, and you’'ll
come out to us ”’

““Oh!" he sad a hittle awkwardly.

“T'll sec that you do I mean I'll write to you ”

‘“ Ah, thank you, thank you!” Merton Densher
laughed She was indeed putting him on his honour,
and his honour winced a little at the use he rather
helplessly saw himself suffering her to believe she
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could make of it. * There are all sorts of things,” he
vaguely remarked, ‘ to consider.”

“No doubt. But there’s above all the great
thing.”

‘ And pray what’s that ? ”’

“ Why the importance of your not losing the
otcasion of your Iife. I'm treating you handsomely,
I'm looking after 1t for you I can—I can smooth
your path. She’s charming, she’s clever and she’s
good And her fortune’s a real fortune ”’

Ah, there she was, Aunt Maud! The pieces fell
together for him as he felt her thus buying him off,
and buying him—it would have been funny if it
hadn’'t been so grave—with Miss Theale’s money
He ventured, derisive, fairly to treat 1t as extravagant
“I'm much obliged to you for the handsome offer »

“ Of what doesn’t belong to me ?>” She wasn't
abashed. ““I don’'t say 1t does—but there’s no
reason it shouldn’t to yo# Mind you, moreover "—
she kept 1t up—" I'm not one who talks in the air.
And you owe me something—if you want to know
why.”

Distinct he felt her pressure; he felt, given her
basis, her consistency ; he even felt, to a degree that
was 1mmediately to receive an odd confirmation, her
truth. Her truth, for that matter, was that she
believed him bribable : a belief that for his own
mind as well, while they stood there, lighted up the
impossible. What then 1n this light did Kate believe
him ? But that wasn’t what he asked aloud. ‘ Of
course I know I owe you thanks for a deal of
kind treatment. Your inviting me for instance
to-nmight U

“ Yes, my inviting you to-mght’s a part of it. But
you don’t know,” she added, ““ how far I've gone for

ou.”

He felt himself red and as if his honour were
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colouring up ; but he laughed again as he could. “1I
see how far yqu're going ”’

“I'm the most honest woman in the world, but
I've nevertheless done for you what was necessary.”
And then as her now quite sombre gravity only made

him stare: ‘ To start you 1t was necessary. From
me it has the weight.” He but continued to stare,
and she met his blankness with surprise. “ Don’t

you understand me ®* I've told the proper lie for
you” Still he only showed her his flushed strained
smile ; in spite of which, speaking with force and as 1f
he must with a minute’s reflexion see what she meant,
she turned away fromhim  “ I depend upon you now
to make me right !

The minute’s reflexion he was of course more free
to take after he had left the house. He walked up the
Bayswater Road, but he stopped short, under the
murky stars, before the modern church, 1n the middle
of the square that, going eastward, opened out on
his left. He had had his brnief stupidity, but now he
understood She had guaranteed to Milly Theale
through Mrs Stringham that Kate didn’t care for
him She had affirmed through the same source that
the attachment was only his. He made 1t out, he
made 1t out, and he could see what she meant by its
starting him. She had described Kate as merely
compassionate, so that Milly might be compassionate
too. ‘““ Proper” indeed it was, her lie—the very
properest possible and the most deeply, richly diplo-
matic. So Milly was successfully deceived.
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To see her alone, the poor girl, he none the less
promptly felt, was to see her after all very much on
the old basis, the basis of his three visits in New York ;
the new element, when once he was again face to face
with her, not really amounting to much more than
a recognition, with a hittle surprnise, of the positive
extent of the old basis. Everything but that, every-
thing embarrassing fell away after he had been present
five minutes: it was in fact wonderful that their
excellent, their pleasant, their permitted and proper
and harmless American relation—the legitimacy of
which he could thus scarce express in names enough—
should seem so unperturbed by other matters. They
had both since then had great adventures—such an
adventure for him was his mental annexation of her
country ; and it was now, for the moment, as 1if the
greatest of them all were this acquired consciousness
of reasons other than those that had already served
Densher had asked for her, at her hotel, the day after
Aunt Maud’s dinner, with a rich, that is with a highly
troubled, preconception of the part likely to be played
for him at present, in any contact with her, by Kate’s
and Mrs Lowder’s so oddly conjoined and so really
superfluous attempts to make her interesting. She
had been interesting enough without them—that
appeared to-day to come back to him ; and, admirable
and beautiful as was the chantable zeal of the two
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ladies, 1t might easily have nipped in the bud the
germs of a friendship inevitably limited but still
perfectly open to him. What had happily averted
the need of his breaking off, what would as happily
continue to avert 1t, was his own good sense and good
humour, a certain spring of mind 1n him which mm-
istered, imagmation aiding, to understandings and
allowances and which he had positively never felt such
ground as just now to rejoice in the possession of.
Many men-—he practically made the reflexion—
wouldn’t have taken the matter that way, would have
lost patience, finding the appeal 1n question 1rrational,
exorbitant, and, thereby making short work with 1t,
would have Jet 1t render any further acquaintance
with Miss Theale mmpossible He had talked with
Kate of .thgs young woman'’s being ** sacrificed,” and
that would have been one way, so far as he was con-
cerned, to sacrifice her  Such, however, had not been
the tune to which his at first bewildered view had,
since the mght before, cleared 1tself up. It wasn’t so
much that he failed of being the kind of man who
““ chucked,” for he knew himsclf as the kind of man
wise enough to mark the case in which chucking
might be the minor evil and the least cruelty. It was
that he liked too much every one concerned willingly
to show himself merely impracticable  He liked Kate,
goodness knew, and he also clearly enough Iiked
Mrs Lowder He liked in particular Milly herself;
and hadn’t 1t come up for him the evening before
that he quite liked even Susan Shepherd ? Hehad
never known himself so generally merciful It was a
footing, at all events, whatever accounted for it, on
which he should surely be rather a muff not to manage
by one turn or another to escape disobliging. Should
he find he couldn’t work it there would still be time
cnough  The 1dea of working 1t crystallised before
him 1n such guise as not only to promise much interest
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—fairly, 1n case of success, much enthusiasm; but
positively to impart to faillure an appearance of
barbarty.

Arrving thus 1in Brook Street both with the best
intentions and with a margin consciously left for some
primary awkwardness, he found his burden, to his
great relef, unexpectedly light The awkwardness
mvolved 1n the responsibility so newly and so in-
geniously traced for him turned round on the spot to
present him another face. This was simply the face of
his old impression, which he now fully recovered—the
impression that American girls, when, rare case, they
had the attraction of Milly, were clearly the easiest
people mn the world Had what had happened been
that this specimen of the class was from the first so
commutted to ease that nothing subsequent could ever
make her difficult * That affected him now as still
more probable than on the occasion of the hour or two
lately passed with her 1n Kate’s society. Milly Theale
had recognised no complication, to Densher’s view,
while bringing him, with his companion, from the
National Gallery and entertaining them at luncheon ;
1t was therefore scarce supposable that complications
had become so soon too much for her. His pretext for
presenting himself was fortunately of the best and
sumplest , the least he could decently do, given their
happy acquaintance, was to call with an inquiry after
learning that she had been prevented by 1illness from
meeting him at dinner And then there was the
beautiful accident of her other demonstration; he
must at any rate have given a sign as a sequel to the
hospitality he had shared with Kate Well, he was
giving one now—such as it was ; he was finding her,
to begin with, accessible, and very naturally and
prettily glad tosee him  He had come, after luncheon,
early, though not so early but that she might already
be out if she were well enough; and she was well
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cnough and yet was still at home. He had an inner
ghimpse, with this, of the comment Kate would have
made on 1t, 1t wasn't absent from his thought that
Milly would have been at home by Aer account because
expecting, after a talk with Mrs. Stringham, that a
certamn person might turnup He even—so pleasantly
did things go—enjoyed freedom of mind to welcome,
on that supposition, a fresh sign of the beautiful
hypocrisy of women He went so far as to enjoy
beheving the girl misght have stayed m for him, 1t
helped him to enjoy her behaving as if she hadn’t.
She expressed, that 1s, exactly the right degree of
surprise , she didn't a bit overdo it. the lesson of
which was, perceptibly, that, so far as his late hights
had opencd the door to any want of the natural in
their meetings, he might trust her to take carc of 1t
for him as well as for herself.

She had begun this, admirably, on his entrance,
with her turning away from the table at which she
had apparently been engaged 1n letter-writing , 1t was
the very possibility of his betraying a concern for her
as one of the afflicted that she had within the first
minute conjured away. She was never, nevel—did
he understand *—to be one of the afflicted for him ,
and the manner in which he understood 1t, something
of the answening pleasure that he couldn’t help know-
ing he showed, constituted, he was very soon after to
acknowledge, something like a start for intimacy
When things bke that could pass people had 1n truth
to be cqually conscious of a relation It soon made
one, at all events, when 1t didn’t find one made. She
had let him ask—there had been time for that, his
allusion to her friend’s explanatory arrival at Lan-
caster Gate without her being mnevitable , but she had
blown away, and quite as much with the look in her
eyes as with the smile on her lips, every ground for
anxiety and every chance for msistence. How was
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she >—why she was as he thus saw her and as she
had reasons of her own, nobody elsg’s business, for
desiring to appear. Kate’s account of her as too proud
for pity, as fiercely shy about so personal a secret,
came back to him ; so that he rejoiced he could take a
hint, especially when he wanted to  The question the
girl had quickly disposed of— Oh, 1t was nothing :
I'm all nght, thank you'’—was one he was glad
enough to be able to banish. It wasn’t at all, in spite
of the appeal Kate had made to him on it, his affair ;
for his interest had been invoked in the name of com-
passion, and the name of compassion was exactly
what he felt himself at the end of two minutes for-
bidden so much as to whisper He had been sent to
see her in order to be sorry for her, and how sorry he
might be, quite privately, he was yet to make out.
Didn’t that signify, however, almost not at all >—
inasmuch as, whatever his upshot, he was never to
give her a ghmpse of 1t Thus the ground was un-
expectedly cleared ; though it was not till a shghtly
longer time had passed that he read clear, at first with
amusement and then with a strange shade of respect,
what had most operated Extraordinamnly, quite
amazingly, he began to see that if his pity hadn't had
to yield to still other things it would have had to yield
quite definitely to her own. That was the way the
case had turned round : he had made his visit to be
sorry for her, but he would repeat it—if he did repeat
it—in order that she might be sorry for him. His
situation made him, she judged—when once one liked
him—a subject for that degree of tenderness: he
felt this judgement in her, and felt it as something
he should really, in decency, in dignity, in common
honesty, have very soon to reckon with.

Odd enough was 1t certainly that the question
originally before him, the question placed there by
Kate, should so of a sudden find 1tself quite dislodged
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by another This other, 1t was easy to see, came
straight up with the fact of her beautiful delusion and
her wasted chanty, the whole thing preparing for
him as pretty a case of conscience as he could have
desired, and one at the prospect of which he was
already wincing. If he was interesting 1t was because
he was unhappy, and if he was unhappy 1t was
because his passion for Kate had spent itself in vain ;
and if Kate was indifferent, inexorable, it was because
she had left Milly in no doubt of it. That above all
was what came up for him—how clear an impression
of this attitude, how definite an account of his own
failure, Kate must have given her friend His im-
mediate quarter of an hour there with the girl ighted
up for him almost lunidly such an inference , 1t was
almost as tf the other party to their remarkable under-
standing had been with them as they talked, had
been hovering about, had dropped 1n to look after her
work  The value of the work affected lum as different
from the moment he saw 1t so expressed 1n poor Milly
Since 1t was false that he wasn’t loved, so his night
was quite quenched to figure on that ground as im-
portant ; and if he didn’t look out he should find
himsclf appreciating i a way quite at odds with
straightness the good faith of Milly's benevolence
Theve was the place for scruples; there the need
absolutely to mind what he was about  If 1t wasn’t
proper for him to enjoy consideration on a perfectly
false footing, where was the guarantee that, 1if he
kept on, he mightn’t soon himsclf pretend to the
grievance in order not to miss the swcet? Con-
sideration—from a charming girl—was soothing on
whatever theory; and 1t didn’t take him far to
remember that he had himself as yet done nothing
deceptive. It was Kate’s description of him, his
defeated state, it was none of his own ; his respon-
stbility would begin, as he might say, only with acting
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1t out. The sharp point was, however, in the differ-
ence between acting and not acting = this difference
in fact 1t was that madc the case of conscience He
saw 1t with a certain alarm nise before him that every-
thing was acting that was not speaking the particular
word “* If you ike me because you think sie doesn't,
1t 1sn’t a bit true  she does ike me awfully ! '—that
would have been the particular word, which there
were at the same time but too palpably such diffi-
culties about his utterng  Wouldn't 1t be virtually
as indelicate to challenge her as to leave her deluded
—and this quite apart from the exposure, so to speak,
of Kate, as to whom it would constitute a kind of
betrayal Kate’s design was something so extra-
ordimnarily special to Kate that he felt himsclf shrink
from the complications involved 1n judging 1t Not
to give away the woman one loved, but to back her
up 1 her mistakes—once they had gonc a certain
length—that was perhaps chicf among the inevit-
abilittes of the abjection of love Loyalty was of
course supremely prescribed 1n presence of any design
on her part, however roundabout, to do one nothing
but good.

Densher had quite to steady himself not to be awe-
struck at the immensity of the good his own friend
must on all this evidence have wanted to do him
Of one thing indeed mecanwhile he was sure Milly
Theale wouldn’t herself precipitate his nccessity of
mtervention  She would absolutely never say to him -
““Is 1t so impossible she shall ever care for you
scriously ? "—without which nothing could well be
less delicate than for him aggressively to set her rght
Kate would be free to do that if Kate, in some prud-
ence, some contrition, for some better reason in fine,
should revise her plan; but he asked himself what,
failing this, %e could do that wouldn’t be after all
more gross than doing nothing. This brought him
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round again to the acceptance of the fact that the poor
gir]l iked him. » She put 1t, for reasons of her own, on
a simple, a beautiful ground, a ground that already
supplied her with the pretext she required The
ground was there, that 1s, 1n the 1mpression she had
recerved, retained, cherished , the pretext, over and
above 1t, was the pretext for acting on 1t. That she
now believed as she did made her sure at last that she
might act ; so that what Densher therefore would have
struck at would be the root, in her soul, of a pure
pleasurc. It positively hfted 1ts head and flowered,
this pure pleasure, while the young man now sat with
her, and there were things she seemed to say that took
the words out of his mouth. These were not all the
things she did say , they were rather what such things
meant 1 the light of what he knew  Her warning
him for mnstance off the question of how she was, the
quick brave httle art with which she did that, repre-
sented to his fancy a truth she didn’t utter “ I'm
well for you—that’s all you have to do with or need
trouble about I shall never be anything <o horrd
as 1l for you So there you are; worry about me,
spare me, please, as little as youcan  Don’t be afraid,
in short, to 1ignore my ‘‘ interesting ” side. It 1sn'’t,
you see, even now while you sit here, that there aren’t
lots of others  Only do them justice and we shall get
on beautifully.” This was what was folded finely up n
her talk—all quite ostensibly about her impressions
and her intentions She tried to put Densher again
on his American doings, but he wouldn't have that
to-day. As he thought of the way 1n which, the other
afternoon, before Kate, he had sat complacently
“jawing,” he accused himself of excess, of having
overdone 1t, having made—at least apparently— more
of a “set”” at thewr entertamner than he was at all
events then intending. He turned the tables, drawing
her out about London, about her vision of life there, and
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only too glad to treat her as a person with whom he
could easily have other topics than. her aches and
pamns. He spoke to her above all of the evidence
offcred him at Lancaster Gate that she had come but
to conquer ; and when she had met this with full and
gay assent—‘‘ How could I help being the feature
of the season, the what-do-you-call-it, the theme of
every tongue ? “—they fratermised freely over all that
had come and gone for each since their interrupted
encounter 1n New York

At the same time, while many things in quick
succession came up for them, came up 1n particular for
Densher, nothing perhaps was just so sharp as the
odd influence of their present conditions on their view
of their past ones It was as 1f they hadn’t known
how ““ thick ” they had oniginally becomg, as 1f, 1n a
manner, they had really fallen to remembrance of
more passages of intimacy than there had 1n fact at
the time quite been room for They were 1n a relation
now so complicated, whether by what they said or by
what they didn’t say, that it might have been seeking
to justify 1ts speedy growth by reaching back to one
of those fabulous periods 1 which prosperous states
place therr beginnings  He recalled what had been
saud at Mrs Lowder’s about the steps and stages, 1n
people’s careers, that absence caused one to miss, and
about the resulting frequent sense of meeting them
further on, which, with some other matters also
recalled, he took occasion to communicate to Milly.
The matters he couldn’t mention mingled themseclves
with those he did , so that 1t would doubtless have been
hard to say which of the two groups now played most
of a part He was kept face to face with this young
lady by a force absolutely resident 1n their situation
and operating, for his nerves, with the swiftness of the
forces commonly regarded by sensitive persons as
beyond their control. The current thus determined
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had positively become for him, by the time he had
been ten minytes in the room, something that, but
for the absurdity of comparing the very small with
the very great, he would freely have likened to the
rapids of Niagara. An uncrticised acquaintance
between a clever young man and a responsive young
woman could do nothing more, at the most, than go,
and his actual experiment went and went and went.
Nothing probably so conduced to make 1t go as the
marked circumstance that they had spoken all the
while not a word about Kate ; and this in spite of the
fact that, 1f 1t were a question for them of what had
occurred 1n the past weeks, nothing had occurred
comparable to Kate’s predommnance Densher had
but the night before appealed to her for instruction as
to what he must do about her, but he fairly winced to
find how little this came to  She had foretold him of
course how Iittle, but it was a truth that looked
different when shown him by Milly. It proved to
him that the latter had 1n fact been dealt with, but
1t produced 1 him the thought that Katc might per-
haps again conveniently be questioned He would
have hiked to speak to her before going further—to
make sure she really meant him to succeed quite so
much  With all the difterence that, as we say, came
up for him, 1t came up afresh, naturally, that he might
make his visit brief and never renew 1t; yet the
strangest thing of all was that the argument against
that 1ssue would have sprung precisely from the
beautiful little cloquence involved in Milly’s avoid-
ances.

Precipitate these well might be, since they em-
phasised the fact that she was proceeding in the sense
of the assurances she had taken. Over the latter she
had visibly not hesitated, for hadn’t they had the
merit of giving her a chance ? Densher quite saw
her, felt her take it , the chance, neither more nor
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less, of help rendered him according to her freedom.
It was what Kate had left her with: “ Listen to
him, I? Never! So do as you hike.” What Mily
“liked ” was to do, 1t thus appeared, as she was
domng : our young man’s ghmpse of which was just
what would have been for him not less a ghmpse of
the peculiar brutality of shaking her off The choice
exhaled 1its shy fragrance of heroism, for it was not
aided by any question of parting with Kate. She
would be charming to Kate as well as to Kate's
adorer ; she would 1ncur whatever pain could dwell
for her 1n the sight—should she continue to be exposed
to the sight—of the adorer thrown with the adored.
It wouldn’t really have taken much more to make
him wonder 1f he hadn’t before him one of those rare
cases of exaltation—food for fiction, food for poetry—
1n which a man’s fortune with the woman who doesn’t
care for him 1s positively promoted by the woman
who does. It was as if Milly had said to herself :
“ Well, he can at least meet her in my society, if that’s
anything to him, so that my line can only be to make
my soclety attractive ”” She certaimnly couldn’t have
made a different impression if she kad so reasoned.
All of which, none the less, didn’t prevent his soon
enough saying to her, quite as 1f she were to be whirled
mto space : ‘“ And now, then, what becomes of you ?
Do you begin to rush about on wvisits to country-
houses ? ”

She disowned the 1dea with a headshake that, put
on what face she would, couldn’t help betraying
to him something of her suppressed view of the
possibility—ever, ever perhaps—of any such pro-
ceedings They weren’t at any rate for her now
““ Dear no. We go abroad for a few weeks somewhere
of high air. That has been before us for many days;
we’ve only been kept on by last necessities here. How-
ever, everything’s done and the wind’s 1n our sails.”
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“May you scud then happily before it! But
when,” he askgd, *“ do you come back ? ”

She Iooked ever so vague , then asif to correct 1t :
“Oh, when the wind turns. And what do you do
with your summer ? ”’

‘“ Ah, I spend it 1n sordid toil I drench it with
mercenary ik My work n your country counts
for play as well. You sec what’s thought of the
pleasure your country can give. My hohday’s
over.”

“I'm sorry you had to take 1t,”” said Milly, “ at
such a different time from ours. If you could but
have worked while we’ve been working——"'

“I might be playing while you play? Oh, the
distinction 1sn’t so great with me. There’s a hittle of
each for mg, of work and of play, in either But you
and Mrs. Stringham, with Miss Croy and Mrs Lowder
—you all,” he went on, ‘ have been given up, hke
navvies or niggers, to real physical toil  Your rest
is something you’'ve carned and you need. My
labour’s comparatively hight.”

“Very true,” she smiled; “ but all the same I
Iike mine.”

““ It doesn’t leave you ‘done” ? "

““Not abit. Idon'tget tired when I'm interested
Oh, I could go far.”

He bethought humself  * Then why don’t you °—
since you've got here, as I learn, the whole place in
your pocket "’

“ Well, 1t’s a kind of economy—I’'m saving things
up I’'ve enjoyed so what you speak of—though your
account of 1t’s fantastic—that I'm watching over 1ts
future, that I can’t help being anxious and careful
I want—n the interest itself of what I've had and
may still have—not to make stupid mistakes The
way not to make them 1s to get off again to a distance
and see the situation from there. I shall keep 1t
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fresh,” she wound up as if herself rather pleased with
the mgenuity of her statement-—"1 shall keep 1t
fresh, by that prudence, for my return.”

““ Ah, then you well return ? Can you promise one
that »

Her face fairly lighted at his asking for a promise ,
but she made as 1f bargaining a ittle  ““ Isn’t London
rather awful in winter ? ”

He had been going to ask her if she meant for the
invalid , but he checked the infelicity of this and took
the inquiry as referring to social Iife. “ No—I like
1t, with one thing and another, it’s less of a mob than
later on; and 1t would have for #s the merit—should
you come here then—that we should probably sec
more of you. So do reappear for us—if 1t 1sn’'t a
question of chimate ”

She looked at that a little graver ‘It what 1sn’t
a question——? "

“ Why the determmation of your movements
You spoke just now of going somewhere for that.”

“ For better air ? ’"—she remembered  ““ Oh yes,
one certainly wants to get out of London in August ™

“ Rather, of course!”—he fully understood
“ Though I'm glad you've hung on long enough for
me to catch you Try us at any rate,” he continued,
“ once more '

“ Whom do you mean by ‘us’?” she presently
asked

It pulled him up an instant—representing, as he
saw 1t might have seemed, an allusion to himsclf as
conjoined with Kate, whom he was proposing not to
mention any more than his hostess did.  But the 1ssue
was easy ‘I mean all of us together, every one
you'll find ready to surround you with sympathy "

It made her, none the less, 1n her odd charming
way, challenge him afresh ““Why do you say
sympathy ? "’ '
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“ Well, it’s doubtless a pale word What we shall
feel for you will be much nearer worship ”’

‘“ As near then as you hike ! ” With which at last
Kate’s name was sounded. ‘‘ The people I'd most
come back for are the people you know. I'd do 1t
for Mrs. Lowder, who has been beautifully kind to
me.”’

““So she has to me,” said Densher. ‘1 feel,” he
added as she at first answered nothing, * that, quite
contrary to anything I orngmally expected, I've made
a good friend of her ”’

“ I didn’t expect 1t either—its turning out as 1t
has But I did,” said Milly, ““ with Kate I shall
come back for her too. I'd do anything "’—she kept
it up—** for Kate

Looking at him as with conscious clearness while
she spoke, she might for the moment have effectively
laid a trap for whatever remains of the 1deal straight-
ness in him were still able to pull themselves together
and operate He was afterwards to say to himself
that something had at that moment hung for him by a
hair  “ Oh, I know what onc would do for Kate!”—
1t had hung for im by a hair to break out with that,
which he felt he had really been kept from by an
element 1n his consciousness stronger still  The proof
of the truth m question was precisely 1n lus silence ;
resisting the impulse to break out was what he was
doing for Kate This at the time moreover came and
went quickly enough ; he was trying the next minute
but to make Milly’s allusion easy for herself ‘ Of
course I know what friends you are—and of course
I understand,” he permitted himself to add, “ any
amount of devotion to a person so charming That’s
the good turn then she’ll do us all—I mean her
working for your return.”

“Oh, you don't know,” said Milly, ““how much 1I'm
really on her hands.”
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He could but accept the appearance of wondering
how much he might show he knew. *‘ Ah, she’s very
masterful.”

“ She’s great. Yet I don’t say she bullies me.”

“ No—that’s not the way. At any rate 1t 1sn’t
hers,” he smiled. He remembered, however, then
that an undue acquaintance with Kate’'s ways was
just what he mustn’'t show; and he pursued the
subject no further than to remark with a good
mtention that had the further ment of representing
a truth: I don’t feel as if I knew her—really to
call know.”

“ Well, 1f you come to that, I don’t either!” she
laughed. The words gave him, as soon as they were
uttered, a sense of responsibility for his own, though
durnng a silence that ensued for a minute he had time
to recognise that his own contamned after all no
element of falsity. Strange enough therefore was 1t
that he could go too far—if 1t was too far—without
being false. His observation was one he would
perfectly have made to Kate herself. And before he
again spoke, and before Milly did, he took time for
more still—for feching how just here 1t was that he
must break short off if his mind was really made up
not to go further. It was asif he had been at a corner
—and fairly put there by his last speech, so that 1t
dependedon him whetheror no toturnit. The silence,
1if prolonged but an instant, might even have given
him a sense of her waiting to see what he would do.
It was filled for them the next thing by the sound,
rather voluminous for the August afternoon, of the
approach, 1n the street below them, of heavy carrage-
wheels and of horses trained to ““step.” A rumble,
a great shake, a considerable effective clatter, had been
apparently succeeded by a pause at the door of the
hotel, which was 1n turn accompanied by a due display
of diminished prancing and stamping *‘ You've a
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visitor,” Densher laughed, “ and it must be at least
an ambassadog.”

“It's only my own carriage; 1t does that—isn’t
1t wonderful >—cvery day. But we find 1t, Mrs.
Stringham and I, 1n the mnocence of our hearts, very
amusing ”’  She had got up, as she spoke, to assure
herself of what she said ; and at the end of a few steps
they were together on the balcony and looking down

at her waiting charot, which made indeed a brave

show. “ Isit very awful ?”
It was to Densher’s eyes—save for its absurd
heaviness—only pleasantly pompous. ‘It seems to

me delightfully rococo. But how do I know ?  You're
mistress of these things, in contact with the highest
wisdom  You occupy a posttion, moreover, thanks to
which your carriage—wecll, by this time, in the eye of
London, also occupies one ”  But she was going out,
and he mustn’t stand in her way What had
happened the next minute was first that she had
denied she was going out, so that he might prolong his
stay ; and second that she had said she would go out
with pleasure 1f he would like to drive—that in fact
there were always things to do, that there had been a
question for her to-day of several in particular, and
that this in short was why the carmage had bcen
ordered so early. They perceived, as she said these
things, that an inquirer had presented himself, and,
coming back, they found Milly’s servant announcing
the carriage and prepared to accompany her This
appeared to have for her the effect of settling the
matter—on the basis, that 15, of Densher’s happy
responsc. Densher’s happy response, however, had as
yet hung fire, the process we have described in him
operating by this time with extreme intensity. The
system of not pulling up, not breaking off, had already
brought him hcadlong, he scemed to feel, to where they
actually stood, and just now it was, with a vengeance,
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that he must do either one thing or the other He
had been waiting for some moments, which probably
seemed to him longer than they werc, this was
because he was anxiously watching himself wait.
He couldn’t keep that up for ever, and since onc
thing or the other was what he must do, 1t was for
the other that he presently became conscious of having
decided. If he had been dnfting 1t settled itself in
the manner of a bump, of considerable wviolence,
against a firm object 1n the stream. “ Oh yes; I'll
go with you with pleasure. It’s a charming 1dea ”

She gave no look to thank him—she rather looked
away ; she only said at once to her servant, *“ In ten
minutes ~’, and then to her visitor, as the man went
out, “ We'll go somewhere—I shall Iike that But
I must ask of you time—as hittle as possihle—to get
rcady ”  She looked over the room to provide for him,
keep him there ‘ There arc books and thinge—
plenty, and I dress very quickly.” He caught her
eyes only as she went, on which he thought themn
pretty and touching

Why especially touching at that instant he could
certainly scarce have said, 1t was mvolved, 1t was
lost 1n the sense of her wishing to oblige him. Clearly
what had occurred was her having wished 1t so that
she had made him simply wish, in civil acknowledg-
ment, to oblige ker ; which he had now fully done by
turning his corner  He was quite round 1t, his corner,
by the time the door had closed upon her and he stood
there alone. Alone he remained for three minutes
more—remained with several very living little matters
to think about. One of these was the phenomenon
—typical, highly American, he would have said—of
Milly’s extreme spontaneity It was perhaps rather
as if he had sought refuge—refuge from another
question—in the almost exclusive contemplation of
this. Yet this, 1n 1ts way, led him nowhere ; not even
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to a sound generalisation about American girls It
was spontaneous for his young friend to have asked
him to drive with her alone—since she hadn’t
mentioned her companion, but she struck him after
all as no more advanced 1n domng 1t than Kate, for
mstance, who wasn’t an American girl, might have
struck him 1n not doing 1it. Besides, Kate would have
done it, though Kate wasn’t at all, in the same sense
as Milly, spontaneous And then in addition Kate
had donc 1t—or things very like 1t. Furthermore, he
was engaged to Kate—even 1f his ostensibly not being
put her public freedom on other grounds. On all
grounds, at any rate, the relation between Kate and
freedom, between frecedom and Kate, was a different
one from any he could associate or cultivate, as to
anything, with the girl who had just left him to prepare
to give herself up to him. It had never struck him
before, and he moved about the room while he thought
of 1t, touching none of the books placed at his disposal
Milly was forward, as might be said, but not advanced ,
whereas Kate was backward—backward still, com-
paratively, as an English girl—and yet advanced in a
high degree. However—though this didn’t straighten
it out—Kate was of course two or three years older ;
which at their time of life considerably counted

Thus ingentously discriminating, Densher con-
tinued slowly to wander , yet without keeping at bay
for long the sense of having rounded his corner. He
had so rounded it that he felt himself lose even the
option of taking advantage of Milly’s absence to
retrace his steps If he might have turned tail,
vulgarly speaking, five minutes before, he couldn’t
turn tail dow, he must simply wait therc with his
consciousness charged to the brim. Quickly enough,
moreover, that 1ssue was closed from without; in the
course of three minutes more Miss Theale’s servant
had returned. He preceded a visitor whom he had

79



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

met, obviously, at the foot of the stairs and whom,
throwing open the door, he loudly annpunced as Miss
Croy Kate, on following him 1n, stopped short at
sight of Densher—only, after an instant, as the young
man saw with frec amusement, not from surprise and
still less from discomfiture Densher immediately
gave his explanation—Miss Theale had gone to prepare
to drive—on receipt of which the servant cffaced
himself.

““ And you're going with her ? ”’ Kate asked

“ Yes—with your approval ; which I've taken, as
you see, for granted ”’

“ Oh,” she laughed, ““ my approval’s complete ! ”
She was thoroughly consistent and handsome about
1t

“What I mean 1s of course,” he went on—for he
was sensibly affected by her gaiety—'“ at your so
lively 1nstigation

She had looked about the room—she might have
been vaguely looking for signs of the duration, of the
character of his visit, a momentary aid n taking a
decision. ““ Well, 1nstigation then, as much as you
Iike ” She treated 1t as pleasant, the success of her
plea with him ; she made a fresh joke of this direct
mmpression of 1it. ““ So much so as that ? Do you
know I think I won’t wait ?”’

“ Not to sec her—after coming ?

“ Well, with you 1n the field ' I came for news
of her, but she must be all nght. 1f she s ”

But he took her straight up ‘“ Ah, how do I
know ?’  He was moved to say more “‘It’s not I
who am responsible for her, my dear It seems to
me 1t’s you ” She struck him as making light of a
matter that had been costing him sundry qualms ;
so that they couldn’t both be quitc just. Either she
was too easy or he had been too anxious. He didn’t
want at all events to feel a fool for that. “‘ I'm doing
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nothing—and shall not, I assure you, do anything but
what I'm told.”

Their eyes met with some intensity over the
emphasis he had given his words ; and he had taken 1t
from her the next moment that he really needn’t get
mnto a state. What in the world was the matter ?
She asked it, with interest, for all answer. ‘ Isn’t
she better—if she’s able to see you ? ”

‘“ She assures me she’s in perfect health.”

Kate’s interest grew. ‘I knew she would” On
which she added - “ It won’t have been really for 1ll-
ness that she stayed away last might ”’

“ For what then »

“ Well—for nervousness.”

“ Nervousness about what ? ”’

“Oh, you know!” She spoke with a hint of
impatience,» smiling however the next moment.
“I've told you that.”

He looked at her to recover in her face what she
had told him ; then 1t was as if what he saw there
prompted him to say: “ What have you told
her ?

She gave him her controlled smile, and it was all as
if they remembered where they were, liable to surprise,
talking with softened voices, even stretching their
opportunity, by such talk, beyond a quite right
feeling. Milly’s room would be close at hand, and yet
they were saying things ! For a moment, none
the less, they kept 1t up. ‘““ Ask hker, if you like;
you're free—she’ll tell you. Act as you think best ;
don’t trouble about what you think I may or mayn’t
have told. I'm all nght with her,” said Kate. “ So
there you are.”

“If you mean here I am,” he answered, “i1t’s
unmistakable. If you also mean that her believing in
you is all I have to do with you’re so far right as that
she certainly does believe in you.”
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“ Well then take example by her.”

‘“ She’s really doing 1t for you,” Densher continued.
‘“ She’s dniving me out for you ” ‘

“ In that case,” said Kate with her soft tranquillity,
““you can do 1t a little for her. I'm not afraid,”
she smiled
" He stood before her a moment, taking 1n again the
face she put on 1t and affected again, as he had already
so often been, by more things 1n this face and 1n her
whole person and presence than he was, to his relief,
obliged to find words for. It wasn’t, under such
impressions, a question of words  ““ I do nothing for
any one 1n the world but you But for you I'll do
anything ”

“ Good, good,” said Kate “ That’s how I like
you ”’

He waited again an instant. “ Then you swear
toit?”

“To“1t’? Towhat?”

“Why that you do ‘like ’ me Since 1t’s all for
that, you know, that I'm letting you do—well, God
knows what with me ”’

She gave at this, with a stare, a disheartened
gesture—the sense of which she immediately further
expressed  ““ If you don’t believe in me then, after
all, hadn’t you better brcak off before you've gone
further »

“ Break off with you?”

“ Break off with Milly ~ You mught go now,” she
said, ““ and I'll stay and explain to her why 1t 1s.”

He wondered—as 1f 1t struck him. “ What would
you say ? ”’

“Why that you find you can’t stand her, and
that there’s nothing for me but to bear with you as
I best may

He considered of this  “ How much do you abuse
me to her ?
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“ Exactly enough. As much as you see by her
attitude ”’ .

Agamn he thought “It doesn’'t seem to me I
ought to mind her attitude ”’

“ Well then, just as you hke. I'll stay and do my
best for you ”

He saw she was sincere, was really giving him a
chance, and that of 1tself made things clearer. The
feeling of how far he had gone came back to him not
In repentance, but 1 this very vision of an escape,
and 1t was not of what he had done, but of what
Kate offered, that he now weighed the consequence
“ Won't 1t make her—her not finding me here—be
rather more sure there's something between us ?

Kate thought ““Oh, I don’t know. It will of
course greatly upsct her. But you needn’t trouble
about that = She won’t die of 1t ”

“ Do you mean she w2l ? ”’ Densher presently asked

“Don’t put me questions when you don’t believe
what I say  You make too many conditions

She spoke now with a shade of rational weariness
that made the want of pliancy, the failure to oblige
her, look poor and ugly, so that what 1t suddenly
came back to for him was his defictency 1n the things
a man of any taste, so engaged, so enlisted, would
have liked to make sure of being able to show
immagination, tact, positively even humour The
circumstance 1s doubtless odd, but the truth 1s none
the less that the speculation uppermost with him at
this juncture was . ‘“ What 1f 1 should begin to bore
this creature ? ”°  And that, within a few seconds, had
translated 1itself “If you'll swear agamn you love
me (e

She looked about, at door and window, as if he
were asking for more than he <aid. ‘“ Here?
There’s nothing between us here,” Kate smiled

“Oh, 7sn’t there?” Her smile 1itself, with this,
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had so settled something for him that he had come to
her pleadingly and holding out his hands, which she
immediately seized with her own as if both to check
him and to keep him. It was by keeping him thus
for a minute that she did check him, she held him
long enough, while, with their eyes deeply meeting,
they waited 1n silence for him to recover himself and
renew his discretton He coloured as with a return
of the sense of where they were, and that gave her
precisely one of her usual victories, which immediately
took further form By the time he had dropped her
hands he had again taken hold, as it were, of Milly’s
It was not at any rate with Milly he had broken
“T’ll do all you wish,” he declared as if to acknow-
ledge the acceptance of his condition that he had
practically, after all, drawn from her—a declaration
on which she then, recurring to her first 1déa, promptly
acted

“If you are as good as that I go. You'll tell
her that, finding you with her, I wouldn’'t wait.
Say that, you know, from yourself. She’ll under-
stand.”

She had reached the door with it—she was full of
decision ; but he had before she left him one more
doubt “ I don’t see how she can understand enough,
you know, without understanding too much.”

“You don’t need to see ”’

He required then a last injunction. “I must
simply go it blind ? "

“ You must simply be kind to her.”

“ And leave the rest to you? ”

‘“ Leave the rest to her,” said Kate disappearing.

It camec back then afresh to that, as it had come
before Milly, three minutes after Kate had gone,
returned in her array—her big black hat, so httle
superstitiously in the fashion, her fine black garments
throughout, the swathing of her throat, which Densher
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vaguely took for an infinite number of yards of price-
less lace, and which, 1ts folded fabric kept in place
by heavy rows of pearls, hung down to her feet like
the stole of a priestess. He spoke to her at once of
their friend’s visit and flight * She hadn’t known
she’d find me,” he said—and said at present without
difficulty. He had so rounded his corner that it
wasn’t a question of a word more or less

She took this account of the matter as quite
sufficient ; she glossed over whatever might be awk-
ward “I'm sorry—but I of course often see her.”
He felt the discrimination in his favour and how
1t justified Kate This was Milly’s tone when the
matter was left to her. Well, it should now be wholly
left
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I

WHEN Kate and Densher abandoned her to Mrs.
Stringham on the day of her meeting them together
and bringing them to luncheon, Milly, face to face
with that companion, had had one of those moments
1 which the warned, the anxious fighter of the battle
of life, ad if once again feeling for the sword at his
side, carnies his hand straight to the quarter of his
courage. She laid hers firmly on her heart, and the
two women stood there showing each other a strange
front. Susan Shepherd had received their great
doctor’s visit, which had been clearly no small affair
for her; but Milly had since then, with sistence,
kept 1n place, against communication and betrayal,
as she now practically confessed, the barrier of their
mvited guests. ‘‘ You've been too dear. With what
I see you're full of you treated them beautifully.
Isn’t Kate charming when she wants to be ? ”’

Poor Susie’s expression, contending at first, as in
a high fine spasm, with different dangers, had now
quite let itself go. She had to make an effort to
reach a point 1n space already so remote. ‘ Miss
Croy? Oh she was pleasant and clever. She knew,”
Mrs. Stringham added  ““ She knew.”

Milly braced herself—but conscious above all, at
the moment, of a high compassion for her mate. She
made her out as struggling—struggling in all her
nature against the betrayal of pity, which 1n 1tself,
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gwven her nature, could only be a torment Milly
gathered from the struggle how mucl. there was of
the pity, and how therefore 1t was both n her tender-
ness and 1 her conscience that Mrs  Stringham
suffcred  Wonderful and beautiful 1t was that this
impression nstantly steadied the girl - Rucfully asking
herself on what basis of case, with the drop of therr
barrier, they were to find themselves together, she felt
the question met with a rehef that was almost joy.
The basis, the mnevitable basis, was that she was going
to be sorry for Susie, who, to all appearance, had been
condemned 1n so much more uncomfortable & manner
to be sorry for Aer. Mrs Stringham’s sorrow would
hurt Mrs Stringham, but how could her own ever
hurt ? She had, the poor girl, at all events, on the
spot, five minutes of exaltation m which ske turned
the tables on her friend with a pass of the hand, a
gesture of an energy that made a wind 1n the air
“ Kate knew,” <he asked, ““ that you were full of
Sir Luke Strett ?

‘“ She spoke of nothing, but she was gentle and
nice, she scemed to want to help me through”
Which the good lady had no sooner said, however,
than she almost tragically gasped at herself  She
glared at Milly with a pretended pluck  ““ What 1
mean 1s that she saw one had been taken up with
something. When I say she knows I should say she’s
a person who guesses ’  And her grimace was also,
on 1ts side, heroic. ““ But she doesn’t matter, Milly

The girl {elt she by this time could face anything
“ Nobody matters, Susie. Nobody ” Which her next
words, however, rather contradicted ‘ Did he take
1t 11l that I wasn’t here to see him > Wasn'{ 1t really
just what he wanted—to have 1t out, so much more
simply, with you? ”

“We didn’t have anything ‘out,” Milly,” Mrs
Stringham delicately quavered
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“Didn’'t he awfully hke you,” Milly went on,
““and didn’t he think you the most charming person
I could possibly have referred him to for an account
of me? Didn’t you hut 1t off tremendously together
and 1n fact fall quite 1n love, so that 1t will really be
a great advantage for you to have me as a common
ground > You're going to make, I can see, no end of
a good thing of me ”’

“My own child, my own child!”” Mrs. Stringham
pleadingly murmured , yet showing as she did so that
she feared the eftect even of deprecation

“Ion’t he beautiful and good too himsclf >—
altogether, whatever he may say, a lovely acquamt-
ance to have made ? You're just the nght people for
me—I sce 1t now, and do you know what, between
you, you anust do *”’  Then as Susie still but stared,
wonderstruck and holding herself . *“ You must simply
see me through Any way you choose Make 1t out
together. I, on my side, will be beautiful too, and
we'll be—the three of us, with whatever others, oh,
as many as the case requires, any one you like —a
sight for the gods TI'll be as easy for you as carrying
a feather ””  Susie took 1t for a moment 1n such silence
that her young friend almost saw her—and scarcely
withheld the observation—as taking 1t for ““ a part of
the disease.” This accordingly helped Milly to be, as
she judged, definite and wise “ He’s at any rate
awfully interesting, 1sn’t he *—which 1s so much to
the good. We haven’t at least—as we might have,
with the way we tumbled into 1t—got hold of one of

the dreary ”
“ Interesting, dearest ? ’—Mrs. Stringham felt her
feet firmer. “1I don’t know 1f he’s interesting or

]

not, but I do know, my own,” she continued to
quaver, ‘ that he’s just as much interested as you
could possibly desire ”’

 Certainly—that’s it Like all the world
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““No, my precious, not like all the world. Very
much more deeply and intelligently.”

‘“ Ah, there you are!” Milly laughed. * That's
the way, Susie, I want you So ‘buck’ up, my
dear We'll have beautiful times with him. Don’t
worry.”’

“ I'm not worrying, Milly.” And poor Susie’s face
registered the sublimity of her lie.

It was at this that, too sharply penctrated, her
companion went to her, met by her with an embrace
in which things were said that exceeded speech Each
held and clasped the other as 1f to console her for this
unnamed woe, the woe for Mrs. Stringham of learn-
ing the torment of helplessness, the woe for Milly
of having her, at such a time, to think of. Milly’s
assumption was immense, and the difficu)tzy for her
friend was that of not being able to gainsay 1t without
bringing it more to the proof than tenderness and
vagueness could permit  Nothing 1n fact came to the
proof between them but that they could thus cling
together—except indeed that, as we have indicated,
the pledge of protection and support was all the
younger woman’'s own ‘I don’t ask you,” she pre-
sently said, ““ what he told you for yourself, nor what
he told you to tell me, nor how he took 1t, really, that
I had left him to you, nor what passed between you
about me 1n any way. It wasn’t to get that out of you
that I took my means to make sure of your meeting
freely—for there are things I don’t want to know I
shall see him again and again and shall know more
than enough. All I do want 1s that you shall seec me
through on /s basis, whatever 1t 1s ; which 1t’s enough
—for the purpose—that you yourself should know :
that 1s with him to show you how. I'll make 1t charm-
ing for you—that’s what I mean; I'll keep you up
to 1t 1n such a way that half the time you won’t know
you're doing 1t. And for that you're to rest upon me
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There. It’s understood. We keep each other going,
and you may gbsolutely feel of me that I shan’t break
down So, with the way you haven’t so much as a
dig of the elbow to fear, how could you be safer »

“ He told me I can help you—of course he told
me that,” Susie, on her side, eagerly contended.
“ Why shouldn’t he, and for what else have Icome
out with you ? But he told me nothing dreadful—
nothing, nothing, nothing,” the poor lady passion-
ately protested. ‘“ Only that you must do as you
like and as he tells you—which s just simply to do
as you like.”

“I must keep 1n sight of him. I must from time
to time go to him But that’s of course domng as I
hike. It’slucky,” Milly smiled, ‘ that I ke going to
him.”

Mrs. Stfingham was here in agreement ; she gave
a clutch at the account of their situation that most
showed 1t as workable “ That’s what w»ll be charm-
ing for me, and what I'm sure he really wants of me
—to help you to do as you hike.”

“ And also a little, won't 1t be,” Milly laughed,
““to save me from the consequences? Of course,”
she added, “ there must first e things I like.”

“ Oh, I think you'll find some,” Mrs Stringham
more bravely said. ‘‘I think there are some—as
for instance just this one. I mean,” she explained,
“ rcally having us so.”

Milly thought. *“ Just as if I wanted you com-
fortable about hum, and him the same about you ?
Yes—I shall get the good of 1t.”

Susan Shepherd appeared to wander from this
mnto a shight confuston ““ Which of them are you
talking of ?

Milly wondered an instant—then had a lght
“I'm not talking of Mr Densher.” With which
moreover she showed amusement. ‘ Though if you
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can be comfortable about Mr. Densher too so much
the better ” ‘

“Oh you meant Sir Luke Strett? Certainly he’s
a fine type Do you know,” Susie continued, * whom
he reminds me of >  Of our great man—Dr Buttrick
of Boston ”’

Milly recogmised Dr Buttrick of Boston, but she
dropped him after a tributary pause  ““ What do you
think, now that you’ve seen him, of Mr Densher ? ”’

It was not till after consideration, with her eyes
fixed on her friend’s, that Susie produced her answer
“I think he’s very handsome

Milly remained smiling at her, though putting on
a little the manner of a teacher with a puptl  “ Well,
that will do*for the first time I have done,” she went
on, “ what I wanted ” .

“Then that’s all we want. You sce there arce
plenty of things

Milly shook her head for the “ plenty ““ The best
15 not to know—that includes them all Idon’t—I
don’t know Nothing about anything-—except that
you're with me Remember that, please There
won’t be anything that, on my <ide, for you, I shall
forget  So1t’s all nght ”

The effect of 1t by this time was fairly, as intended,
to sustain Susie, who dropped 1n spite of hersclf into
the reassuring “ Most certainly it’s all nght. 1
think you ought to understand that he sees no
reason ”

“ Why I shouldn’t have a grand long hfe ? ”” Milly
had taken 1t straight up, as to understand 1t and for
a moment consider it. But she disposed of 1t other-
wise ‘“ Oh, of course I know that”’ She spoke as 1if
her friend’s point were small

Mrs Stringham tried to enlarge 1t Well, what
I mean 1s that he didn’t say to me anything that he
hasn’t saxd to yourself
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“ Really >—I would m his place!” She mught
have been disappointed, but she had her good humour
“He tells me to liwe ’—and she oddly limited the
word

It left Susie a hittle at sea  ““ Then what do you
want more ? "’

“My dear,” the girl presently said, ““I don’t
“want,” as I assurc you, anything ~ Still,” she added,
“Iamhving Oh yes, 'm hiving ”

It put them agam face to face, but 1t had wound
Mrs Stringham up  ““ So am I then, you'll see '—
she spoke with the note of her recovery — Yet 1t was
her wisdom now—mecaning by 1t as much as she did
—not to say more than that  She had risen by Milly's
aid to a certain command of what was before them ,
the ten miutes of their talk had m fact made her
more distinictly aware of the presence mn her mind of
anewidea It was really perhaps an old 1dea with a
new value, 1t had at all events begun during the last
hour, though at first but fecbly, to shine with a special
light That was because in the morming darkness
had so suddenly descended —a sufficient shade of
might to bring out the power of a star. The dusk
mught be thick yet, but the sky had comparatively
cleared , and Susan Shepherd’s star from this time
on continued to twinkle for her It was for the
moment, after her passage with Milly, the one spark
left 1n the heavens  She recognised, as she continued
to watch 1t, that 1t had really been set there by Sir
Luke Strett’s visit and that the impressions immedi-
ately following had done no more than fix 1t~ Milly’s
rcappearance with Mr Densher at her heels—or, so
oddly perhaps, at Miss Croy’s heels, Miss Croy being
at Milly’s—had contributed to this effect, though 1t
was only with the lapse of the greater obscunty that
Susie made that out The obscunity had reigned
during the hour of their friends’ visit, faintly clearing
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indeed while, in one of the rooms, Kate Croy's re-
markable advance to her intensified the fact that
Milly and the young man were conjoinéd 1n the other.
If 1t hadn’t acquired on the spot all the intensity of
which 1t was capable, this was because the poor lady
still sat 1 her primary gloom, the gloom the great
benignant doctor had practically left behind him.
The intensity the circumstance 1n question might
wear to the informed imagination would have been
sufficiently revealed for us, no doubt—and with other
things to our purpose—in two or three of those con-
fidential passages with Mrs Lowder that she now
permitted herself. She hadn’t yet been so glad that
she believed 1n her old friend , for if she hadn’t had,
at such a pass, somebody or other to believe 1n she
should certainly have stumbled by the way. Dis-
cretion had ceased to consist of silence ; silence was
gross and thick, whercas wisdom should taper, how-
ever tremulously, to a pomnt. She betook herself to
Lancaster Gate the morning after the colloquy just
noted, and there, in Maud Manmngham’s own
sanctum, she gradually found rehief mn giving an
account of herself An account of herself was one of
the things that she had long been in the habit of
expecting herself regularly to give—the regularity de-
pending of course much on such tests of ment as might,
by laws beyond her control, rise 1n her path She
never spared herself i short a proper sharpness of
conception of how she had behaved, and 1t was a
statement that she for the most part found herself
able to make What had happened at present was
that nothing, as she felt, was left of her to report to ;
she was all too sunk 1n the mevitable and the abysmal
To give an account of herself she must give 1t to
somebody else, and her first mstalment of 1t to her
hostess was that she must please let her cry. She
couldn’t cry, with Milly in observation, at the hotel,
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which she had accordingly left for that purpose, and
the power happily came to her with the good oppor-
tunity  She cried and cried at first—she confined
herself to that , 1t was for the time the best statement
of her business. Mrs. Lowder moreover 1ntelligently
took 1t as sach, though knocking off a note or two
more, as she said, while Susie sat near her table She
could resist the contagion of tears, but her patience
did justice to her visitor's most vivid plea for it.
“ I shall never be able, you know, to cry again—at
least not ever with her, so I must take 1t out when
I can Even 1if she does hersclf 1t won’t be for me
to give away , for what would that be but a confession
of despair > I'm not with her for that—I'm with
her to be regularly sublime  Besides, Milly won’t cry
herself

“I'm sure I hope,” said Mrs Lowder, ‘‘ that she
won’t have occasion to ”

‘“ She won’t even 1if she does have occasion. She
won't shed a tear. There’s something that will pre-
vent her ”’

“Oh!'” saud Mrs Lowder.

“Yes, her pride,” Mrs Stringham explained in
spite of her friend’s doubt, and 1t was with this that
her communication took consistent form. It had
never been pride, Maud Manningham had hinted,
that kept Aer from crying when other things made for
1t , 1t had only been that these same things, at such
times, made still more for business, arrangements,
correspondence, the ringing of bells, the marshalling
of servants, the taking of decisions. ‘I mught be
crymng now,” she said, ““1f I weren’t writing letters
—and this quite without harshness for her anxious
companion, to whom she allowed just the admims-
trative margin for difference She had interrupted
her no more than she would have interrupted the
plano-tuner. It gave poor Susie time, and when
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Mrs. Lowder, to save appearances and catch the post,
had, with her addressed and stampe¢ notes, met at
the door of the room the footman summoned by the
pressure of a knob, the facts of the case were suffi-
ciently ready for her It took but two or three,
however, given their importance, to lay the ground
for the great one—Mrs Stringham’s interview of the
day before with Sir Luke, who had wished to sce her
about Milly

“ He had wished 1t himself ?

“ I think he was glad of it.  Clearly indeed he was
He stayed a quarter of an hour. I could see that for
fum 1t waslong. He’s interested,” said Mrs. Stringham.

“ Do you mean 1n her case ? ”’

“ He says 1t isn't a case ”’

“ What thenisit ? ” oo

“ 1t 1sn’t, at least,” Mrs Strningham explained,
‘“ the case she believed 1t to be—thought 1t at any rate
might be—when, without my knowledge, she went to
see him. She went because there was something she
was afraid of, and he examined her thoroughly—he
has made sure. She’s wrong—she hasn’t what she
thought.”

“ And what did she think ? ” Mrs. Lowder de-
manded

“ He didn’t tell me ”

“ And you dudn’t ask ?

‘T asked nothing,” said poor Susie—‘‘ I only took
what he gave me. He gave me no more than he had
to—he was beautiful,” she went on. ‘ He s, thank
God, interested ”’

“He must have been interested in yow, dear,”
Maud Manningham observed with kindness

Her visitor met 1t with candour. “ Yes, love, I
think he #s I mean that he sees what he can do
with me.”

Mrs. Lowder took 1t nightly. ““ For her.”
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“ For her. Anything in the world he will or he
must. He cansuse me to the last bone, and he likes
at least that. He says the great thing for her 1s to
be happy.”

“It’s surely the great thing for every one. Why,
therefore,” Mrs. Lowder handsomely asked, ‘‘ should
we cry so hard about 1t ? ”’

“Only,” poor Susie wailed, ““ that 1t’s so strange,
so beyond us I mean if she can’t be ”’

“She must be.” Mrs. Lowder knew no impos-
sibles  ““ She shall be.”

“ Well—if you’ll help. He thinks, you know, we
can help.”

Mrs Lowder faced a moment, in her massive way,
what Sir Luke Strett thought. She sat back there,
her knees gpart, not unlike a picturesque ear-ringed
matron at a market-stall ; while her friend, before her,
dropped their 1items, tossed the separate truths of the
matter one by one, into her capacious apron. “ But
1s that all he came to you for—to tell you she must
be happy ? ”

‘ That she must be made so—that’s the point It
seemed enough, as he told me,” Mrs. Stringham went
on; “he makes 1t somehow such a grand possible
affair

“ Ah well, 1f he makes 1t possible !

“1 mean especially he makes 1t grand He gave
1t to me, that 1s, as my part  The rest’s his own.”

““ And what'’s the rest ? "’ Mrs. Lowder asked.

“1don’'t know. Hisbusiness. He means to keep
hold of her.”

“ Then why do you say itisn’t a ‘ case’ ? It must
be very much of one ”’

Everything in Mrs. Stringham confessed to the
extent of it. ‘‘ It’s only that 1t 1sn’t the case she
herself supposed.”

“It’s another ? ”
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“It’s another "’

“ Examining her for what she supposed he finds
something else ?

“ Something else.”

“ And what does he find ?

““ Ah,” Mrs. Stringham cried, “ God keep me from
knowing !’

“ He didn’t tell you that ? ”

But poor Su<ie had recovered herself. ° What 1
mean 15 that 1f 1t’s there I shall know 1n time  He’s
considering, but I can trust him for it—because he
does, I feel, trust me He’s considering,” she repeated

“ He's 1n other words not sure ?

“Well, he's watching I think that’s what he
means. She's to get away now, but to come back to
him 1n three months ” -

“Then T think,” said Maud Lowder, ‘‘ that he
oughtn't meanwhile to scare us ”’

It roused Susie a little, Susie being already en-
rolled 1n the great doctor’s cause. This came out at
least 1n her ghmmer of reproach. “ Does 1t scare us
to enlist us for her happiness ?

Mrs Lowder was rather stiff for it. ““ Yes, 1t
scares me I'm always scared—I may call 1t so—till
I understand. What happiness 1s he talking about ?

Mrs Stringham at this came straight. ‘‘ Oh, you
know !’

She had really said 1t so that her friend had to take
1t , which the latter in fact after a moment showed
herself as having done. A strange hight humour 1n
the matter even perhaps suddenly aiding, she met 1t
with a certain accommodation  ““ Well, say one seems
tosce  The point 15 1" Bat, fairly toc full now
of her question, she dropped

“ The pomnt 1s will 1t cure ?

“ Precisely  Is 1t absolutely a remedy — the
spectfic ?
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“Well, I should think we might know!” Mrs.
Stringham deliRately declared

‘ Ah, but we haven’t the complaint ”’

“ Have you never, dearest, been 1n love ? ”’ Susan
Shepherd mnquired.

“Yes, my child ; but not by the doctor’s dircction *’

Maud Manningham had spoken perforce with a
break into momentary murth, which operated—and
happily too—as a challenge to her visitor's spint
“Oh, of course we don’t ask his leave to fall. But
1t’s something to know he thinks 1t good for us ”’

“ My dear woman,” Mrs Lowder cried, “* 1t strikes
me we know 1t without him. So that when Zial's
all he has to tell us [0

“ Ah,”” Mrs. Stringham 1nterposed, ““1t 1sn’t ‘all’
I feel Sir Muke will have more, he won’t have put
me oft with anything mmadequate I'm to sce him
agamn, he as good as told me that he'll wish 1t.  So
1t won’t be tor nothing ”

“ Then what will 1t be for Do you mean he has
somebody of his own to propose ? Do you mean you
told him nothing ? ”’

Mrs. Stringham dealt with these questions. “1
showed him I understood him. That was all I could
do. I didn’t fecl at hberty to be explicit ; but I felt,
even though his visit so upset me, the comfort of
what I had from you mght before last ”’

* What I spoke to you of 1n the carriage when we
had left her with Kate ? ”

“ You had seen, apparently, in three minutes. And
now that he’s here, now that I've met hun and had
my mmpression of him, I feel,” said Mrs. Stringham,
“ that you've been magnificent.”

““ Of course I've been magmificent. When,” asked
Maud Manningham, “was 1 anything else? But
Milly won’t be, you know, 1f she marries Merton
Densher.”
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“ Oh, 1t’s always magnificent to marry the man
one loves. But we're going fast!” Mrs. Stringham
woefully smiled.

“The thing 1s to go fast if I see the case nght.
What had I after all but my instinct of that on coming
back with you, mght before last, to pick up Kate ?
I felt what I felt—I knew in my bones the man had
returned.”

“ That'’s just where, as I say, you’re magnificent.
But wait,” said Mrs. Stringham, “ till you've seen
him.”

“1 shall see hum immediately” —Mrs Lowder
took 1t up with decision. * What ss then,” she asked,
‘ your mmpression ? ”’

Mrs. Stringham’s impression seemed lost in her
doubts. ““ How can he ever care for her 2”

Her companion, 1n her companion’s heavy manner,
sat on 1it. ‘‘ By being put 1n the way of 1t.”

“For God’s sake then,” Mrs. Stringham wailed,
“ put him 1n the way ! You have him, one feels, 1n
your hand.”

Maud Lowder’s eyes at this rested on her friend’s.
“ Is that your mmpression of him ?

“ It’s my impression, dearest, of you. You handle
every one.”

Mrs. Lowder’s eyes still rested, and Susan Shepherd
now felt, for a wonder, not less sincere by seeing
that she pleased her. But there was a great hmita-
tion. ““I don’t handle Kate.”

It suggested something that her visitor hadn’t yet
had from her—something the sense of which made
Mrs. Stringham gasp. ““Do you mean Kate cares
for kam ?

That fact the lady of Lancaster Gate had up to
this moment, as we know, enshrouded, and her friend’s
quick question had produced a change in her face.
She blinked—then looked at the question hard ;
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after which, whether she had inadvertently betrayed
herself or had wnly reached a decision and then been
affected by the quahty of Mrs Stringham’s surprise,
she accepted all results What took place 1n her for
Susan Shepherd was not simply that she made the
best of them, but that she suddenly saw more 1n them
to her purpose than she could have imagined A
certain 1mpatience 1n fact marked 1n her this transi-
tion. she had been keeping back, very hard, an
important truth, and wouldn’t have liked to hear that
she hadn’t concealed 1t cleverly. Susie neverthcless
felt herself pass as not a little of a fool with her for
not having thought of it. What Susie indeed, how-
ever, most thought of at present, in the quick, new
light of it, was the wonder of Kate's disstmulation
She had tyme for that view while she waited for an
answer to her cry. ‘ Kate thinks she cares. But
she’s mustaken. And no one knows 1t.” These
things, distinct and responsible, were Mrs Lowder’s
retort. Yet they weren’t allofit. “ You don’t know
1t—that must be your line. Or rather your line must
be that you deny 1t utterly.”

“ Deny that she cares for him ? "

“ Deny that she so much as thinks that she does.
Positively and absolutely. Deny that you've so
much as heard of 1t.”

Susie faced this new duty. ‘ To Milly, you mean
—1f she asks ? ”

“ To Milly, naturally. No one else will ask.”

“Well,” said Mrs. Stringham after a moment,
“ Milly won’t.”

Mrs. Lowder wondered “‘ Are you sure ? "’

“ Yes, the more I think of it. And luckily for me.
I Le badly.”

“I lie well, thank God,” Mrs. Lowder almost
snorted, ‘“ when, as sometimes will happen, there’s
nothing else so good. One must always do the best.
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But without lies then,” she went on, ‘‘ perhaps we
can work 1t out.” Her interest had rigen ; her friend
saw her, as within some minutes, more enrolled and
inflamed—presently felt 1 her what had made the
difference. Mrs. Stringham, 1t was true, descried
this at the tuime but dimly , she only made out at first
that Maud had found a reason for helping her. The
reason was that, strangely, she might help Maud too,
for which she now desired to profess herself ready
even to lying  What really perhaps most came out
for her was that her hostess was a hittle disappointed
at her doubt of the social sohdity of this apphance ;
and that 1n turn was to become a steadicr ight The
truth about Kate’s delusion, as her aunt presented
1t, the delusion about the state of her affections, which
might be removed—this was apparently the ground
on which they now might more intimately meet. Mrs
Stringham saw herself recruited for the removal of
Kate’s delusion—by arts, however, 1n truth, that she
as yet quite failed to compass  Or was 1t perhaps to
be only for the removal of Mr. Densher’s >—success
1 which indeed might entail other successes  Before
that job, unfortunately, her heart had already failed.
She felt that she believed 1n her bones what Milly
believed, and what would now make working for Milly
such a dreadful upward tug  All this within her was
confusedly present—a cloud of questions out of which
Maud Manningham’s large seated self loomed, how-
ever, as a mass more and more defimite, taking in fact
for the consultative relation something of the form of
an oracle. From the oracle the sound did come—or
at any rate the sense did, a sense all accordant with
the 1nsufflation she had just scen working. “ Yes,”
the sense was, ** I'll help you for Milly, because 1f that
comes off I shall be helped, by 1ts doing so, for Kate
—a view 1nto which Mrs. Stringham could now
sufficiently enter. She found herself of a sudden,
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strange to say, quite willing to operate to Kate’s harm,
or at least to Rate'’s good as Mrs Lowder with a noble
anxiety measured 1t. She found herself 1n short not
caring what becamc of Kate—only convinced at
bottom of the predominance of Kate’s star Kate
wasn’t 1n danger, Kate wasn’t pathetic, Kate Croy,
whatever happened, would take care of Kate Croy.
She saw morcover by this time that her friend was
travelling even beyond her own speed Mrs. Lowder
had already, 1n mund, drafted a rough plan of action,
a plan vividly enough thrown off as she said : *“ You
must stay on a few days, and you must immediately,
both of you, meet him at dinner” In addition to
which Maud claimed the merit of having by an instinct
of pity, of prescient wisdom, done much, two nights
before, to_prepare that ground ‘‘ The poor child,
when I was with her there while you were getting
your shawl, quite gave herself away to me ”

““ Oh, I remember how you afterwards put 1t to me
Though 1t was nothing more,” Susic did herself the
justice to observe, ‘‘than what I too had quite
felt ”

But Mrs. Lowder fronted her so on this that she
wondered what she had said  “T suppose I ought
to be edified at what you can so beautifully give
up”’

“Give up ?” Mrs. Stringham cchoed ““ Why, 1
give up nothing—I ching ”

Her hostess showed impatience, turning again with
some stiffness to her great brass-bound cylinder-desk
and giving a push to an object or two disposed there
“Igwve up then You know how little such a person
as Mr Densher was to be my 1dea for her. You know
what I've been thinking perfectly possible.”

““Oh you've been great’” — Susie was perfectly
fair. ““ A duke, a duchess, a princess, a palace:
you’'ve made me believe 1in them too. But where we
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break down 1s that ske doesn’t believe in them.
Luckily for her—as 1t scems to be tuening out—she
doesn’t want them So what’s one to do ? I assure
you I've had many dreams But I've only one dream
now ”’

Mrs Stringham’s tone 1n these last words gave so
fully her meaning that Mrs. Lowder could but show
herself as taking 1t 1n. They sat a moment longer
confronted on 1t. ‘“Her having what she does
want ? "’

“If 1t well do anything for her.”

Mrs Lowder seemed to think what 1t might do ;
but she spoke for the instant of something else. It
does provoke me a bit, you know—ifor of course I'm
a brute And I had thought of all sorts of things
Yet 1t doesn’t prevent the fact that wg must be
decent.”

“We must take her "—Mrs Stringham carried
that out—" as she 1s.”

“ And we must take Mr Densher as he 1s.” With
which Mrs. Lowder gave a sombre laugh “It's a
pity he isn’t better | ”

“Well, 1if he were better,” her friend rejoined,
“ you’d have liked him for your niece, and in that
case Milly would interfere. I mean,” Susie added,
‘““ interfere with you.”

“ She 1nterferes with me as 1t 1s—not that it
matters now. But I saw Kate and her—rcally as
soon as you came to me—set up side by side. I saw
your girl—I don’t mind telling you—helping my girl,
and when I say that,” Mrs Lowder continued,
“you’ll probably put 1n for yourself that 1t was part
of the reason of my welcome to you So you see what
I give up. I do give it up. But when I take that
line,” she further set forth, ‘I take 1t handsomely.
So good-bye to 1t all. Good-day to Mrs. Densher!
Heavens !’ she growled.
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Susie held herself a minute ‘“Even as Mrs.
Densher my gl will be somebody.”

“ Yes, she won’t be nobody. Besides,” said Mrs.
Lowder, ““ we're talking 1n the air.”

Her companion sadly assented. ‘ We're leaving
everything out ”

“ It’s nevertheless interesting ”  And Mrs. Lowder
had another thought. “ He's not quite nobody
either.” It brought her back to the question she
had already put and which her friend hadn’t at the
time dealt with “ What 1n fact do you make of
him ?”

Susan Shepherd, at this, for reasons not clear cven
to herself, was moved a little to caution. So she
remained general. ‘‘ He’s charming

She had met Mrs. Lowder’s eyes with that extreme
pointedness 1n her own to which people resort when
they are not quite candid—a circumstance that had
its effect  ““ Yes; he’s charming.”

The effect of the words, however, was equally
marked ; they almost determined i Mrs. Stringham
a return of amusement. ‘‘I thought you didn’t hike
him !~

“I don’t Iike him for Kate.”

“ But you don’t ke him for Milly either.”

Mrs. Stringham rose as she spoke, and her friend
also got up  “‘ I like him, my dear, for myself "

“ Then that’s the best way of all.”

“ Well, 1t’s one way. He’s not good enough for
my nicce, and he’s not good enough for you. One’s
an aunt, one’s a wretch and one’s a fool.”

“ Oh, I'm not—not either,” Susie declared.

But her companion kept on. ‘“One lhives for
others. You do that. If I were hving for myself I
shouldn’t at all mind him.”

But Mrs. Stringham was sturdier. ““ Ah, 1f I find
him charming 1t’s however I'm lhiving.”
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Well, 1t broke Mrs. Lowder down. She hung fire
but an instant, giving herself away "with a laugh
* Of course he’s all rght in himself

“That’s all T contend,” Susie said with more
reserve ; and the note in question—what Merton
Densher was ““1n himself ”—closed practically, with
some 1nconsequence, this first of their councils.
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It had at least made the difference for them, they
could feel, of an informed state 1n respect to the great
doctor, whom they were now to take as watching,
waiting, studying, or at any rate as proposing to him-
self some such process before he should make up his
mind Mrs Stningham understood him as considering
the matter meanwhile 1 a spirit that, on this same
occasion, at Lancaster Gate, she had come back to a
rough notation of before retirng  She followed the
course of his reckoning If what they had talked
of could happen—if Milly, that 1s, could have her
thoughts taken off herself—it wouldn’t do any harm
and mght conceivably do much good. If 1t couldn’t
happen — 1if, anxiously, though tactfully working,
they themselves, conjoined, could do nothing to
contribute to i1t—they would be 1 no worse a box
than before Only 1n this latter case the girl would
have had her free range for the summer, for the
autumn, she would have done her best in the sense
enjoined on her, and, coming back at the end to her
eminent man, would—besides having more to show
him—find him more ready to go on with her. It
was visible further to Susan Shepherd—as well as
being ground for a second report to her old friend—
that Milly did her part for a working view of the
general case, inasmuch as she mentioned frankly and
promptly that she meant to go and say good-bye to
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Sir Luke Strett and thank him She even specified
what she was to thank him for, his having been so
easy about her behawviour.

“You see I didn’t know that—for the liberty I
took—I shouldn’t afterwards get a stiff note from
him.”

So much Milly had said to her, and 1t had made
her a trifle rash  ‘“ Oh, you’ll never get a stiff note
from him 1n your life ”

She felt her rashness, the next moment, at her
young friend’s question. ‘“ Why not, as well as any
one else who has played him a trick ?

“ Well, because he doesn’t regard 1t as a trick.

He could understand your action It’s all nght, you
see.”
“Yes—I do see. It 2sall nght. He’s easier with
me than with any one else, because that’s the way
to let me down He’s only making believe, and I'm
not worth hauling up ”

Rueful at having provoked again this ominous
flare, poor Susie grasped at her only advantage.
“ Do you really accuse a man hke Sir Luke Strett
of tnfling with you ? ”

She couldn’t blind herself to the look her companion
gave her—a strange half-amused perception of what
she made of 1t. ““ Well, so far as 1t’s trifling with me
to pity me so much.”

“ He doesn’t pity you,” Susie earnestly reasoned.
‘ He just—the same as any one else—likes you ”

“ He has no business then to like me. He’s not
the same as any one else ”’

“ Why not, if he wants to work for you ? ”’

Milly gave her another look, but this time a
wonderful smile. ‘“Ah, there you are!” Mrs.
Stringham coloured, for there indeed she was again.
But Milly let her off. “ Work for me, all the same—
work for me ! It’s of course what I want.” Then as
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usual she embraced her friend. “I'm not going to
be as nasty as.this to Aim

“I'm sure I hope not'!”—and Mrs Stringham
laughed for the kiss  “ I've no doubt, however, he’'d
take 1t from you! It’s you, my dear, who are not the
same as any one else.”

Milly’s assent to which, after an instant, 'gave her
the last word “‘ No, so that pcople can take any-
thing from me” And what Mrs Stringham did
indeed resignedly take after this was the absence on
her part of any account of the visit then paid. It was
the beginning 1n fact between them of an odd inde
pendence—an 1ndependence positively of action and
custom—on the subject of Milly’s future. They
went their separate ways with the girl’s intense assent ;
this being really nothing but what she had so wonder-
fully put 1n her plea for after Mrs Stringham’s first
encounter with Sir Luke She fairly favoured the
1dea that Susie had or was to have other encounters
—prvate pointed personal, she favoured every 1dea,
but most of all the 1dea that she herself was to go on
as 1f nothing were the matter Since she was to be
worked for that would be her way ; and though her
companions learned from herself nothing of 1t this
was 1n the event her way with her medical adviser
She put her visit to him on the simplest ground ; she
had come just to tell him how touched she had been
by his good nature That required little explaining,
for, as Mrs Stringham had said, he quite understood
he could but reply that 1t was all night

“I had a charming quarter of an hour with that
clever lady You've got good friends "

“So each one of them thinks of all the others.
But so I also think,” Milly went on, “ of all of them
together You're excellent for each other. And 1it’s
in that way, I dare say, that you’re best for me.”

There came to her on this occasion one of the
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strangest of her mmpressions, which was at the same
time one of the finest of her alarms—=he glimmer of
a viston that 1if she should go, as 1t were, too far, she
mught perhaps deprive their relation of facility if not
of value Going too far was failling to try at least to
remain simple. He would be quite ready to hate her
if she did, by heading him off at every point, embarrass
his exercisc of a kindness that, no doubt, rather
constituted for him a high method. Susie wouldn’t
hate her, since Susie posttively wanted to suffer for
her ; Susie had a noble 1dea that she might somehow
so do her good  Such, however, was not the way 1n
which the greatest of London doctors was to be
expected to wish to do 1t He wouldn’t have time
even should he wish ; whercby, 1n a word, Milly felt
herself intimately warned Face to face there with
her smooth strong director, she enjoyed at a given
moment quite such another hift of feeling as she had
known 1n her crucial talk with Susie It came round
to the same thing ; him too she would help to help
her if that could possibly be; but if 1t couldn’t
possibly be she would assist also to make this right.
It wouldn’t have taken many minutes more, on the
basis 1 question, almost to reverse for her their
characters of patient and physician  What was he 1n
fact but patient, what was she but physician, from the
moment she cmbraced once for all the necessity,
adopted once for all the policy, of saving him alarms
about her subtlety ? She would leave the subtlety
to him : he would enjoy his use of 1t, and she herself,
no doubt, would 1 time enjoy his enjoyment She
went so far as to imagine that the mward success of
these reflexions flushed her for the minute, to his eyes,
with a certain bloom, a comparative appearance of
health, and what verily next occurred was that
he gave colour to the presumption. “ Every Iittle
helps, no doubt ! ”’—he noticed good-humouredly her
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harmless sally  “‘ But, help or no help, you’re look-
ing, you know; remarkably well.”

“ Oh, I thought I was,” she answered ; and 1t was
as 1f already she saw his Ime  Only she wondered
what he would have guessed. If he had guessed
anything at all 1t would be rather remarkable of him.
As for what there was to guess, he couldn’t—if this
was present to him—have arrived at 1t save by his
own acuteness That acuteness was therefore 1m-
mense , and 1if 1t supplied the subtlety she thought of
leaving him to, his portion would be none so bad.
Neither, for that matter, would hers be—which she
was cven actually enjoymng  She wondered 1if really
then there mightn’'t be something for her. She
hadn’t been sure 1 coming to him that she was
““ better,” and hc hadn’t used, he would be awfully
careful not to use, that compromising term about her ;
1n spite of all of which she would have been ready to
say, for the amiable sympathy of it, ““ Yes, I must
be,” for he had this unaided sense of something that
had happened toher It was a sense unaided, because
who could have told him of anything ® Susie, she
was certain, hadn’t yet seen him again, and there were
things 1t was impossible she could have told him the
first time.  Since such was his penctration, therefore,
why shouldn’t she gracefully, in recogmtion of 1t,
accept the new circumstance, the one he was clearly
wanting to congratulate her on, as a sufficient cause ?
If one nursed a cause tenderly enough 1t mught produce
an effect, and this, to begin with, would be a way
of nursing  ‘‘ You gave me the other day,” she went
on, “ plenty to think over, and I've been doing that
—thinking 1t over—quite as you’ll have probably
wished me I think I must be pretty easy to treat,”
she smiled, * since you’ve alrcady done me so much
good ”

The only obstacle to reciprocity with him was that
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he looked in advance so closely related to all one’s
possibilities that one missed the pleasure of really
immproving 1t “* Oh no, you're extremely difficult to
trcat. I've nced with you, I assure you, of all my
wit

“Well, I mean I do come up” She hadn’t mean-
while a bit believed 1n his answer, convinced as she
was that 1f she sad been difficult 1t would be the last
thing he would have told her. ‘* I'm doing,” she said,
“as I ke ”

“Thenit’'sas Thke. But youmust really, though
we're having such a decent month, get straight
away.” In pursuance of which, when she had rephed
with promptitude that her departure—for the Tyrol
and then for Venice—was quite fixed for the four-
teenth, he took her up with alacrity *‘ For Venice ?
That’s perfect, for we shall meet there I've a dream
of 1t for October, when I'm hoping for three weeks
off ; three weeks during which, if I can get them clear,
my niece, a young person who has quite the whip
hand of me, 1s to take me where she prefers. I heard
from her only yesterday that she expects to prefer
Venice

“That’s lovely then I shall expect you there.
And anything that, ;n advance or 1n any way, I can
do for you 1

““Oh, thank you. My niece, I seem to feel, does
for me. But 1t will be capital to find you there ”

“ I think 1t ought to make you feel,” she said after
a moment, “ that I am easy to treat.”

But he shook his head again; he wouldn’t have
it. “ You've not come to that yer ”

‘“ One has to be so bad for 1t ?

“Well, I don’t think I've ever come to 1t—to

case’ of trcatment. I doubt if 1t’s possible. I've
not, 1f 1t 1s, found any one bad enough. The ease,
you see, 1s for you.”
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“ 1 see—1I see.”

They had an odd friendly, but perhaps the least
bit awkward pause on 1t; after which Sir Luke
asked : “° And that clever lady—she goes with you ?

“Mrs Stringham ? Oh dear, yes. She'll stay
with me, I hope, to the end ”

He had a cheerful blankness. ““ To the end of
what ? ”

“ Well—of everything ”’

“ Ah, then,” he laughed, “you’re in luck. The
end of everything 1s far off. This, you know, I'm
hoping,” said Sir Luke, ““1s only the beginning ”
And the next question he nisked might have been a
part of his hope “ Just you and she together ?

“ No, two other friends ; two ladies of whom we’ve
scen more here than of any one and who are just the
right people for us.”

He thought a moment. “ You’ll be four women
together then ?

“Ah,” said Milly, *“ we're widows and orphans.
But I think,” she added as 1f to say what she saw
would reassure him, ‘‘that we shall not be un-
attractive, as we move, to gentlemen. When you
talk of * life ’ I suppose you mean mainly gentlemen.”

“When I talk of ‘ life,’ ”’ he made answer after a
moment during which he might have been appreciating
her raciness—'‘ when I talk of life I think I mean
more than anything else the beautiful show of 1t, 1n
its freshness, made by young persons of your age.
So go on as you are. 1 see more and more how you
are. Youcan't,” he went so far as to say for pleasant-
ness, ‘‘ better 1t.”’

She took 1t from him with a great show of peace.
‘““ One of our companions will be Miss Croy, who came
with me here first. It’s in ker that life 1s splendid ;
and a part of that 1s even that she’s devoted to
me. But she’s above all magnificent in herself. So
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that 1f you’d hke,” she freely threw out, “to see
hey——"

“Oh, I shall like to sce any one who s devoted to
you, for clearly 1t will be jolly to be “1n " 1t. So that
f she’s to be at Venice I shall see her ?

“We must arrange 1t—I shan’t fall  She more-
over has a friend who may also be there "—Milly
found herself going on to this  ““ He’s Iikely to come,
I believe, for he always follows her ”

Sir Luke wondered. ‘* You mean they’re lovers ?

“ Heis,” Milly smaled ; “ but not she. She doesn’t
care for him.”

Sir Luke took an imnterest. “ What's the matter
with him ? ”

“ Nothing but that she doesn’t like him

Sir Luke kept it up  ““ Is he all nght ?

“Oh, he’s very nice  Indeed he’s remarkably so.”

“ And he’s to be in Venice ? 7

““So she tells me she fears  For if he 1s there he'll
be constantly about with her.”

“ And she’ll be constantly about with you ? ”’

“ As we're great friends—yes.”

“ Well then,” said Sir Luke, “ you won’t be four
women alone.”

““Oh no; I quite recognise the chance of gentle-
men  But he won’t,” Milly pursued in the samc
wondrous way, ‘‘ have come, you see, for me.”

“No—I sec But can’t you help him ? ”

“Can’t you?” Milly after a moment quaintly
asked Then for the joke of 1t she explamned. “I'm
putting you, you see, 1n relation with my entourage.”

It might have been for the joke of it too, by this
time, that her ecminent friend fell in ““ But 1if this
gentleman ¢s»’t of your ‘ entourage *? I mean 1f he’s
of—what do you call her?>—Miss Croy’s. Unless
indeed you also take an interest in him.”

““ Oh, certamnly I take an interest in him !
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“You think there may be then some chance for
him? ”

“T ike him,” said Milly, “ enough to hope so ”

“Then that’s all right  But what, pray,” Sir Luke
next asked, “have I to do with him ? 7

“ Nothing,” said Milly, “ except that 1f you're to
be there, so may he be. And also that we shan’t in
that casc be simply four dreary women "’

He considered her as if at this pomnt she a lhittle
tried his patience “ You're the least ‘dreary’
woman I’ve ever, ever scen. Ever, do you know ?
There’s no reason why you shouldn’t have a really
splendid Iife

‘“ So every one tells me,” she promptly returned.

“ The conviction—strong already when I had seen
you once—is strengthened m me by having scen
your friend. There’s no doubt about 1t  The world’s
before you ”’

“ What did my friend tell you ? ”” Milly asked.

“ Nothing that wouldn’t have given you pleasurc.
We talked about you—and frecly. I don’t deny that.
But 1t shows me I don’t require of you the impossible

She was now on her feet. ‘I think I know what
you require of me.”

“ Nothing, for you,” he went on, ““ s impossiblec.
So go on.” He repeated 1t again--wanting her so to
feel that to-day he saw 1t ** You're all night ”

“ Well,” she smiled—"* keep me so

“ Oh, you'll get away from me ”’

“ Keep me, keep me,” she simply continued with
her gentle cyes on him

She had given him her hand for good-bye, and he
thus for a moment did keep her. Somecthing then,
while he seemed to think 1f there were anything more,
came back to him ; though something of which there
wasn’t too much to be made. ‘“ Of course 1f therc’s
anything I can do for your friend: I mean the
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gentleman you speak of——? " He gave out in short
that he was ready. '

‘“Oh, Mr. Densher?” It was as if she had for-
gotten.

“ Mr. Densher—is that his name ?

“Yes—but his case 1sn’t so dreadful.” She had
within a minute got away from that.

“No doubt—if you take an interest.” She had
got away, but it was as if he made out 1 her eyes—
though they also had rather got away—a reason for
calling her back. * Still, if there’s anything one can
do——?"”

She looked at him while she thought, while she
smiled ““I'm afraid there’s really nothing onc can
do.”
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Nort yet so much as this morning had she felt herself
sink 1nto possession ; gratefully glad that the warmth
of the Southern summer was still mn the lugh flond
rooms, palatial chambers where hard cool pavements
took reflexions in their hfelong polish, and where the
sun on the stirred sea-water, flickering up through
open windows, played over the painted ‘‘ subjects ”
in the splendid ceillings—medallions of purple and
brown, of brave old melancholy colour, medals as
of old reddened gold, embossed and beribboned, all
toned with time and all flourished and scolloped and
gilded about, set 1n their great moulded and figured
concavity (a nest of white cherubs, friendly creatures
of the air) and appreciated by the aid of that second
tier of smaller lights, straight openings to the front,
which did everything, even with the Baedekers and
photographs of Milly’s party dreadfully meeting the
eye, to make of the place an apartment of state. This
at last only, though she had enjoyed the palace for
three weeks, seemed to count as effective occupation ;
perhaps because it was the first time she had been
alone—really to call alone—since she had left London,
1t ministered to her first full and unembarrassed
sense of what the great Eugenio had done for her.
The great Eugenio, recommended by grand-dukes
and Americans, had entered her service during the
last hours of all-——had crossed from Pars, after
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multiphed pourparlers with Mrs. Stringham, to whom
she had allowed more than ever a free hand, on pur-
pose to escort her to the Continent and encompass her
there, and had dedicated to her, from the moment of
their meeting, all the treasures of his experience  She
had judged him 1n advance—polyglot and universal,
very dear and very deep—as probably but a swindler
fimished to the finger-tips , for he was for ever carrying
one well-kept Italian hand to his heart and plunging
the other straight into her pocket, which, as she had
instantly observed him to recognise, fitted 1t like
a glove. The remarkable thing was that these
clements of their common consclousness had rapidly
gathered 1nto an indestructible link, formed the
ground of a happy rclation, bemng by this time,
strangely, grotesquely, dehghtfully, what most kept
up confidence between them and what most ex-
pressed 1t

She had scen quickly enough what was happening
—the usual thing again, yet once agamm Eugcnio
had, 1n an interview of five minutes, understood her,
had got hold, like all the world, of the 1dea not so much
of the care with which she must be taken up as of the
carc with which she must be let down  All the world
understood her, all the world had got hold , but for
nobody yet, she felt, would the wdea have been so
close a tie or won from hersclf so patient a surrender.
Gracefully, respectfully, consummately enough—
always with hands in position and the look, m his
thick neat white hair, smooth fat face and black pro-
fessional, almost theatrical eyes, as of some famous
tenor grown too old to make love, but with an art still
to make money—did he on occasion convey to her
that she was, of all the clients of his glorious career,
the one 1n whom his mterest was most personal and
paternal. The others had come 1n the way of busi-
ness, but for her his sentiment was special. Con-
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fidence rested thus on her completely believing that :
there was nothing of which she felt morc sure. It
passed between them cvery time they conversed ; he
was abysmal, but this intimacy lived on the surface.
He had taken his place already for her among those
who were to see her through, and meditation ranked
him, 1n the constant perspective, for the final function,
side by side with poor Susie—whom she was now
pitying more than cver for having to be herself so
sorry and to say so httle about 1t Eugenio had the
general tact of a residuary legatee—wliuch was a
character that could be defimtcly worn, whereas she
could see Susie, 1n the event of her death, 1n no
character at all, Susie being isistently, exclusively
concerned 1n her mere makeshift duration. This
principle, for that matter, Milly at present, with a
renewed flare of fancy, felt she should herself have
liked to belicve n  Eugenio had really done for her
more than he probably knew—he didn’t after all
know everything—in having, for the wind-up of the
autumn, on a weak word from her, so admirably, so
perfectly cstablished her. Her weak word, as a general
hint, had been: ‘° At Venice, please, 1f possible, no
dreadful, no vulgar hotel, but, if 1t can be at all
managed—you know what I mean—some fine old
rooms, wholly independent, for a series of months.
Plenty of them too, and thc more interesting the
better : part of a palace, historic and picturesque,
but strictly modorous, where we shall be to our-
sclves, with a cook, don’t you know ?>—with servants,
frescoes, tapestries, antiquities, the thorough make-
believe of a settlement.”

The proof of how he better and better understood
her was 1n all the place ; as to his masterly acquisition
of which she had from the first asked no questions.
She had shown him enough what she thought of 1t,
and her forbearance pleased him ; with the part of the
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she got out of harness. They flourished their masks,
the independent pair, as they might have flourished
Spanish fans; they smiled and sighed on removing
them , but the gesture, the smiles, the sighs, strangely
enough, might have been suspected the greatest rcality
m the busimess Strangely enough, we say, for the
volume of etfusion in general would have been found
by either on measurement to be scarce proportional
to the paraphernalia of relief. It was when they called
each other’s attention to their ceasing to pretend, 1t
was then that what they were keeping back was most
in the air There was a difference, no doubt, and
mainly to Kate’s advantage : Milly didn’t quite sce
what her friend could keep back, was possessed of, in
fine, that would be so subject to retention ; whereas 1t
was comparatively plain sailing for Kate that poor
Milly had a treasure tohide This was not the treasure
of a shy, an abject affection—concealment, on that
head, belonging to quite another phase of such states,
1t was much rather a principle of pride relatively
bold and hard, a principle that played up like a
fine steel spring at the hghtest pressure of too near
a footfall Thus insuperably guarded was the truth
about the girl’s own conception of her validity ; thus
was a wondering pitymg sister condemned wistfully
to look at her from the far side of the moat she had
dug round her tower. Certain aspects of the con-
nexion of these young women show for us, such 1s the
twilight that gathers about them, in the likeness of
some dim scene in a Maeterlinck play; we have
positively the image, in the delicate dusk, of the figures
so associated and yet so opposed, so mutually watch-
ful : that of the angular pale princess, ostrich-plumed,
black-robed, hung about with amulets, reminders,
relics, mainly seated, mainly still, and that of the
upright restless slow-circling lady of her court who
exchanges with her, across the black water streaked
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with evening gleams, fitful questions and answers.
The upright lady, with thick dark braids down her
back, drawing over the grass a more embroidered
train, makes the whole circuit, and makes 1t again, and
the broken talk, brief and sparingly allusive, scems
more to cover than to free their sense. This 1s because,
when 1t fairly comes to not having others to consider,
they meet 1 an air that appears rather anxiously to
wait for their words. Such an impression as that was
in fact grave, and might be tragic; so that, plamnly
enough, systematically at last, they settled to a care
of what they said.

There could be no gross phrasing to Milly, m par-
ticular, of the probability that 1f she wasn’t so proud
she might be pitied with more comfort—more to the
person pitying ; there could be no spoken proof, no
sharper demonstration than the consistently con-
siderate attitude, that this marvellous mixture of her
weakness and of her strength, her peri, 1f such 1t
were, and her option, made her, kept her, 1rresistibly
interesting. Kate’s predicament 1n the matter was,
after all, very much Mrs. Stringham’s own, and Susan
Shepherd herself indeed, mn our Maeterlinck picture,
might well have hovered 1n the gloaming by the moat.
It may be declared for Kate, at all events, that her
sincerity about her friend, through this time, was
deep, her compassionate 1magination strong ; and that
these things gave her a virtue, a good conscience, a
credibility for herself, so to speak, that were later to
be precious to her. She grasped with her keen in-
telhigence the logic of their common duplicity, went
unassisted through the same ordeal as Milly’s other
hushed follower, easilly saw that for the girl to be
explicit was to betray divinations, gratitudes, ghmpses
of the felt contrast between her fortune and her fear
—all of which would have contradicted her systematic
bravado. That was 1t, Kate wonderingly saw: to
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recognise was to bring down the avalanche—the
avalanche Milly ived so in watch for and that might
be started by the lightest of breaths, though less
possibly the breath of her own stifled plamnt than
that of the vain sympathy, the mere helpless gaping
mference of others. With so many suppressions as
these, therefore, between them, thewr withdrawal
together to unmask had to fall back, as we have
hinted, on a nommal motive—which was decently
represented by a joy at the drop of chatter Chatter
had 1n truth all along attended their steps, but they
took the despairing view of 1t on purpose to have
ready, when face to face, some view or other of some-
thing. The relief of getting out of harness—that was
the moral of their meetings, but the moral of this,
1 turn, was that they couldn’t so much as ask each
other why harness need be worn. Milly wore 1t as
a general armour.

She was out of 1t at present, for some reason, as she
hadn’t been for weeks , she was always out of 1t, that
1s, when alone, and her companions had never yet so
much as just now affected her as dispersed and sup-
pressed. It was as 1f still again, still more tacitly and
wonderfully, Eugenio had understood her, taking 1t
from her without a word and just bravely and bril-
liantly 1n the name, for mstance, of the beautiful day :
“Yes, get me an hour alone, take them off—I don’t
carc where ; absorb, amuse, detain them; drown
them, kill them 1f you will . so that I may just a hittle,
all by myself, see where I am.” She was conscious of
the dire impatience of 1t, for she gave up Susie as well
as the others to him—Susie who would have drowned
her very sclf for her, gave her up to a mercenary
monster through whom she thus purchased respites.
Strange were the turns of life and the moods of weak-
ness ; strange the flickers of fancy and the cheats of
hope, yet lawful, all the same—weren’t they ?—
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those experiments tried with the truth that consisted,
at the worst, but in practising on one’s sclf She was
now playmg with the thought that Eugenio mught
wncluswwely assist her  he had brought home to her,
and always by remarks that were really quite sound-
less, the conception, hitherto ungrasped, of some
complete use of her wealth 1tself, some usc of 1t as
a counter-move to fate It had passed between them
as preposterous that with so much money she should
just stupidly and awkwardly wani—any more want
a Iife, a career, a consciousness, than want a house, a
carriage or a cook It was as if she had had from him
a kind of expert professional measure of what he was
I a posttion, at a stretch, to undertake for her, the
thoroughness of which, for that matter, she could
closcly compare with a looseness on Sir Luke Strett’s
part that—at least mn Palazzo Leporellt when morn-
mgs weie finc—showed as almost amateurish. Sir
Luke hadn’t said to her “ Pay enough moncy and
leave the rest to me ’—which was distinctly what
Eugenio did say Sir Luke had appcared mdeed to
speak of purchase and payment, but 1n reference to
a different sort of cash  Those were amounts not to
be named or reckoned, and such morcover as she
wasn’t sure of having at her command Eugenio—
this was the difference—could name, could reckon,
and prices of /us kind were things she had never
suffered to scare her  She had been willing, goodness
knew, to pay enough for anything, for everything, and
here was simply a new view of the sufficient quantity.
She amused herself—for 1t came to that, since Eugenio
was there to sign the receipt——with possibilities of
meeting the bill  She was more prepared than ever to
pay cnough, and quite as much as cver topay too much.
What else—if such were pomnts at which your most
trusted servant failed—was the use of being, as the
dear Susies of earth called you, a princess 1 a palace ?
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She made now, alone, the full circuit of the place,
noble and peaceful while the summer sea, stirring
here and there a curtain or an outer blind, breathed
mto its veiled spaces. She had a vision of clinging to
it ; that perhaps Eugenio could manage She was
it, as m the ark of her deluge, and filled with such a
tenderness for 1t that why shculdn’t this, in common
mercy, be warrant enough ? She would never, never
leave 1t—she would engage to that, would ask
nothing more than to sit tight 1n 1t and float on and on.
The beauty and intensity, the real momentary rclef
of this conceit, reached their chhmax in the positive
purpose to put the question to Eugenio on his return
as she had not yet put 1t ; though the design, 1t must
be added, dropped a hittle when, coming back to the
great saloon from which she had started on her pensive
progress, she found Lord Mark, of whose arrival in
Venice she had been unaware, and who had now—
while a servant was following her through empty
rooms—been asked, in her absence, to wait He had
waited then, Lord Mark, he was waiting—oh, un-
mustakably , never before had he so much struck her
as the man to do that on occasion with patience, to do
1t indeed almost as with gratitude for the chance,
though at the same time with a sort of notifying firm-
ness The odd thing, as she was afterwards to recall,
was that her wonder for what had brought him was
not immediate, but had come at the end of five
minutes, and also, quite incoherently, that she felt
almost as glad to sce him, and almost as forgiving of
his interruption of her solitude, as 1f he had already
been in her thought or acting at her suggestion. He
was somehow, at the best, the end of a respite ; one
might like him very much and yet feel that his
presence tempered precious solitude more than any
other known to one: 1n spite of all of which, as he
was neither dear Susie, nor dear Kate, nor dear Aunt
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Maud, nor even, for the least, dear Eugenio 1n person,
the s1ight of him did no damage to her sense of the
dispersal of her friends  She hadn’t been so thoroughly
alone with him since those moments of his showing
her the great portrait at Matcham, the moments that
had exactly madc the high-water-mark of her securnity,
the moments durmg which her tears themselves, those
she had been ashamed of, werc the sign of her con-
sciously rounding her protective promontory, quitting
the blue gulf of comparative ignorance and reaching
her view of the troubled sea His presence now
referred 1tself to his presence then, reminding her how
kind he had been, altogether, at Matcham, and telling
her, unexpectedly, at a time when she could particu-
larly feel 1t, that, for such kindness and for the beauty
of what they remembered together, she hadn’t lost
him—quite the contrary  To recerve him handsomely,
to recetve him there, to see him intcrested and
charmed, as well, clearly, as delighted to have found her
without some other person to spoil 1it—these things were
so pleasant for the first minutes that they might have
represented on her part some happy foreknowledge.
She gave an account of her companions while he on
his side failed to press her about them, even though
describing his appearance, so unheralded, as the
result of an impulse obeyed on the spot  He had been
shivering at Carlsbad, belated there and blue, when
taken by 1t , so that, knowing where they all were, he
had simply caught the first train He explained how
he had known where they were ; he had heard—what
more natural >—from their friends, Milly’s and his.
He mentioned this betimes, but 1t was with his
mention, singularly, that the girl became conscious of
her mner question about his reason  She noticed his
plural, which added to Mrs. Lowder or added to
Kate ; but she presently noticed also that it didn’t
affect her as explaining. Aunt Maud had wrntten to
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him, Kate apparently—and this was interesting—
had wrtten to him, but their design presumably
hadn’t been that he should come and sit there as if
rather relieved, so far as they were concerned, at
postponements He only said “Oh!” and again
“Oh!” when she sketched their probable morning
for him, under Eugenio’s care and Mrs. Stringham’s—
sounding 1t quite as if any suggestion that he should
overtake them at the Rialto or the Bridge of Sighs
would leave him temporarily cold This precisely 1t
was that, after a little, operated for Milly as an
obscure but still fairly direct check to confidence
He had known where they all were from the others,
but 1t was not for the others that, in his actual
dispositions, he had come  That, strange to say, was
a pity, for, stranger still to say, she could have
shown him more confidence 1f he himself had had less
mtention His mtention so chilled her, from the
moment she found herself divining 1t, that, just for
the pleasure of gomng on with him fairly, just for the
pleasure of their remembrance together of Matcham
and the Bronzino, the climax of her fortune, she could
have fallen to pleading with him and to reasoning, to
undecerving him i time There had been, for ten
minutes, with the directness of her welcome to him
and the way this clearly pleased him, something of
the grace of amends made, even though he couldn’t
know 1t—amends for her not having been onginally
sure, for instance at that first dinner of Aunt Maud’s,
that he was adequately human. That first dinner of
Aunt Maud’s added itself to the hour at Matcham,
added 1tself to other things, to consolidate, for her
present benevolence, the ease of their relation, making
1t suddenly dehghtful that he had thus turned up
He exclaimed, as he looked about, on the charm of
the place * ‘“ What a temple to taste and an expression
of the pride of hife, yet, with all that, what a jolly
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home ! ’—so that, for his entertainment, she could
offer to walk him about though she mentioned that
she had just been, for her own purposes, in a general
prowl, taking everything in more susceptibly than
before  He embraced her offer without a scruple and
seemed to rejoice that he was to find her susceptible.
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SHE couldn’t have said what it was, 1n the conditions,
that renewed the whole solemmity, but by the end
of twenty minutes a kind of wistful hush had fallen
upon them, as before something poignant in which her
visitor also participated. That was nothing verily but
the perfection of the charm—or nothing rather but
their excluded disinhernited state 1n the presence of 1t.
The charm turned on them a face that was cold 1n its
beauty, that was full of a poetry never to be theirs,
that spoke with an 1ronic smile of a possible but for-
bidden hife. It all rolled afresh over Milly . ““ Oh the
1mpossible romance 1"’ The romance for her, yet
once more, would be to sit there for ever, through all
her time, as 1n a fortress ; and the idea became an
mmage of never gomg down, of remamning aloft in
the divine dustless air, where she would hear but the
plash of the water against stone. The great floor on
which they moved was at an altitude, and this
prompted the rueful fancy. ‘Ah, not to go down—
never, never to go down!” she strangely sighed to
her friend.

“ But why shouldn’t you,”” he asked, ‘‘ with that
tremendous old staircase 1 your court? There
ought of course always to be people at top and bottom,
i Veronese costumes, to watch you do 1t.”

She shook her head both hightly and mournfully
enough at his not understanding. ‘‘ Not even for
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people 1 Veronese costumes. I mean that the
positive beauty 1s that onc needn’t go down. I
don’t move, 1n fact,” she added—'‘now. I've not
been out, you know. I stay up. That's how you
happily found me ”

Lord Mark wondered—he was, oh yes, adequately
human “ You don’t go about ?

She looked over the place, the storey above the
apartments m which she had recertved him, the sala
corresponding to the sala below and fronting the
great canal with 1ts gothic arches. The casements
between the arches were open, the ledge of the balcony
broad, the sweep of the canal, so overhung, admirable,
and the flutter toward them of the loose white curtain
an 1vitation to she scarce could have said what
But there was no mystery after a moment, she had
never {clt so mnvited to anything as to make that, and
that only, just where she was, her adventure. It
would be—to this 1t kept coming back—the adventure
of not stirrng  ““ I go about just here ”

“Do you mean,” Lord Mark presently asked,
“ that you’re really not well ? ”

They were at the window, pausing, lingering, with
the fine old faded palaces opposite and the slow
Adnatic tide beneath ; but after a minute, and before
she answered, she had closed her eyes to what she
saw and unresistingly dropped her face into her arms,
which rested on the coping She had fallen to her
knees on the cushion of the window-place, and she
leaned there, 1n a long silence, with her forehead down.
She knew that her silence was 1tself too straight an
answer, but 1t was beyond her now to say that she
saw her way. She would have made the question
itself 1mpossible to others—impossible for example
to such a man as Merton Densher; and she could
wonder even on the spot what 1t was a sign of 1n her
feehng for Lord Mark that from his lips 1t almost
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tempted her to break down. This was doubtless really
because she cared for him so hittle ; to let herself go
with him thus, suffer his touch to make her cup over-
flow, would be the relief—since it was actually, for
her nerves, a question of relief—that would cost her
least. If he had come to her moreover with the
intention she believed, or even if this intention had
but been determined in him by the spell of their
situation, he mustn’t be mistaken about her value—
for what value did she now have? It throbbed
within her as she knelt there that she had none at all ;
though, holding herself, not yet speaking, she tried,
even 1n the act, to recover what might be possible of
1it. With that there came to her a light: wouldn’t
her value, for the man who should marry her, be
precisely 1n the ravage of her disease »  She mughtn’t
last, but her money would. For a man in whom the
wvision of her money should be intense, in whom 1t
should be most of the ground for “ making up ” to
her, any prospective failure on her part to be long for
this world might easily count as a positive attraction.
Such a man, proposing to please, persuade, secure her,
appropnate her for such a time, shorter or longer, as
nature and the doctors should allow, would make the
best of her, 1ll, damaged, disagreeable though she
might be, for the sake of eventual benefits . she being
clearly a person of the sort esteemed likely to do
the handsome thing by a stricken and sorrowing
husband.

She had said to herself betimes, 1n a general way,
that whatever habits her youth might form, that of
seeng an 1nterested suitor i every bush should
certainly never grow to be one of them—an attitude
she had carly judged as ignoble, as poisonous. She
had had accordingly in fact as hittle to do with 1t
as possible, and she scarce knew why at the present
moment she should have had to catch herself in the
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act of imputing an ugly motive. It didn’t sit, the
ugly motive, n Lord Mark’s cool Enghsh eyes; the
darker side of 1t at any rate showed, to her imagma-
tion, but brefly. Suspicion moreover, with this,
simplified itself : there was a beautiful reason—indeed
there were two— why her companion’s motive
shouldn’t matter. One was that even should he
desire her without a penny she wouldn’t marry him
for the world ; the other was that she felt him, after
all, perceptively, kindly, very pleasantly and humanly,
concerned for her. They were also two things, his
wishing to be well, to be very well, with her, and his
beginning to feel her as threatened, haunted, blighted ;
but they were melting together for him, making him,
by their combination, only the more sure that, as he
probably called 1t to himself, he liked her. That was
presently what remaimned with her—his really doing
1t ; and with the natural and proper incident of being
concthated by her weakness. Would she really have
had him—she could ask herself that—disconcerted
or disgusted by 1t? If he could only be touched
enough to do what she preferred, not to raise, not to
press any question, he might render her a much better
service than by merely enabling her to refuse him.
Again, again 1t was strange, but he figured to her for
the moment as the one safe sympathiser. It would
have made her worse to talk to others, but she wasn’t
afraid with him of how he might wince and look pale.
She would keep him, that 1s, her one easy relation—
in the sense of easy for himself. Their actual outlook
had meanwhile such charm, what surrounded them
within and without did so much toward making
appreciative stillness as natural as at the opera, that
she could consider she hadn’t made him hang on
her Iips when at last, instead of saying if she were
well or 1ll, she repeated -+ “‘ I go about here. I don’t
get tired of 1it. I never should—it suits me so. I
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adore the place,” she went on, “ and I don’t want in
the least to give it up.”

* Neither should I if I had your luck  Still, with
that luck, for one’s all——! Should you positively
like to live here ? ”

“1I think I should like,” said poor Milly after an
mstant, ‘“ to die here.”

Which made him, precisely, laugh  That was what
she wanted—when a person did care: 1t was the
pleasant human way, without depths of darkness.
“Oh, 1t’s not good enough for that! That requires
picking. But can’t you keep 1t ? It 1s, you know,
the sort of place to see youn ; you carry out the note,
fill it, people 1t, quite by yourself, and you might do
much worse—I mean for your friends—than show
yourself here a while, threc or four months, every
year But 1t’s not my notion for the rest of the time.
One has quite other uses for you.”

“ What sort of a use for me 1s 1t,”” she smilingly
mquired, “ to kill me ? ”’

“Do you mean we should kill you in England ? ”

“Well, I've seen you and I'm afraid. You're too
much for me—too many. England bristles with
questions. This 1s more, as you say there, my
form ”

“Oho, oho!”’—he laughed again as if to humour
her. “ Can’t you then buy 1t—for a price > Depend
upon 1t they’ll treat for money. That 1s, for money
enough.”

“I've exactly,” she said, ““ been wondering if they
won’t I think I shall try. But if I get 1t I shall
cling to it.” They were talking sincerely “ It will
be my hfe—paid for as that. It will become my great
gilded shell, so that those who wish to find me must
come and hunt me up ”’

““ Ah, then you wsll be alive,” said Lord Mark.

“ Well, not quite extinct perhaps, but shrunken,
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wasted, wizened ; rattling about here Iike the dried
kernel of a nut.”

“Oh,” Lord Mark returned, ‘“ we, much as you
mustrust us, can do better for you than that ”

“In the sense that you'll find 1t better for me
really to have 1t over ?

He let her see now that she worried him, and after
a look at her, of some duration, without his glasses
—which always altered the expression of his eyes—
he re-settled the nippers on his nose and went back
to the view But the view, 1n turn, soon enough
released him  ““ Do you remember something I said
to you that day at Matcham —or at least fully
meant to ? "’

“Oh yes, I remember everything at Matcham
It’s another life

“ Certainly 1t will be—I mean the kind of thing:
what I then wanted 1t to represent foryou  Matcham,
you know,” he continued, ““1s symbolic I think I
tried to rub that into you a hittle.”

She met him with the full memory of what he had
tried—not an inch, not an ounce of which was lost
to her ““ What I meant 1s that 1t seems a hundred
years ago ”’

“Oh, for me 1t comes m better Perhaps a part
of what makes me remember 1t,”” he pursued, ““ 15 that
I was quite aware of what might have been said about
what I was doing. I wanted you to take 1t from me
that I should perhaps be able to look after you—
well, rather better. Rather better, of course, than
certain other persons 1n particular.”

“ Precisely—than Mrs Lowder, than Miss Croy,
cven than Mrs Stringham ”

“Oh, Mrs Stringham’s all nght!” Lord Mark
promptly amended

It amused her even with what she had else to think
of , and she could show him at all events how little,
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in spite of the hundred years, she had lost what he
alluded to. The way he was with her at this moment
made 1n fact the other moment so vivid as almost to
start again the tears it had started at the time  ““ You
could do so much for me, yes I perfectly understood
you ”’

I wanted, you see,”” he despite this explained,
““to fix your confidence. I mean, you know, 1n the
right place ”’

“Well, Lord Mark, you did—it’s just cxactly
now, my confidence, where you put 1t then The
only diffcrence,” said Milly, ““1s that I scem now to
have no use for it Besides,” she then went on, “ 1
do seem to feel you disposed to act in a way that
would undermine 1t a Iittle.”

He took no more notice of these last words than if
she hadn’t said them, only watching her at present
as with a gradual new hght ““ Are you really 1n any
trouble ?

To this, on her side, she gave no heed Making
out his Iight was a little a light for herself ““ Don’t
say, don’'t try to say, anything that's impossible.
There are much better things you can do ”’

He looked straight at 1t and then straight over 1t
“ It’s too monstrous that one can’t ask you as a friend
what one wants so to know ”’

“ What 1s 1t you want to know ? ”’  She spoke, as
by a sudden turn, with a shight hardness. “ Do you
want to know 1f I'm badly 1l1? ”

The sound of 1t in truth, though from no raising
of her voice, invested the idea with a kind of terror,
but a terror all for others. Lord Mark winced and
flushed—clearly couldn’t help 1t, but he kept his
attitude together and spoke even with unwonted
wvivacity  ““ Do you mmagine I can see you suffer and
not say a word ? ”’

“You won’t see me suffer—don’t be afraid. I
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shan’t be a public nuisance. That’s why I should
have hiked #Ass : it’s so beautiful i itself and yet 1t’s
out of the gangway. You won’t know anything
about anything,” she added ; and then as if to make
with decision an end: ‘“ And you don’t! No, not
even you.” He faced her through 1t with the remains
of his expression, and she saw him as clearly—for
him—Dbewildered ; which made her wish to be sure
not to have been unkind. She would be kind once
for all ; that would be the end. “I'm very badly
i

“ And you don’t do anything ?

“Ido everything. Everything’s this,” she smiled.
““I'm doing 1t now. One can’t do more than hve ”

““ Ah, than hive m the right way, no. But 1s that
what you do ? Why haven’t you advice ? ”

He had looked about at the rococo elegance as 1if
there were fifty things 1t didn’t give her, so that he
suggested with urgency the most absent. But she
met his remedy with a smile. ‘“ I've the best advice
in the world. I'm acting under 1t now I act upon
1t 1n recerving you, m talking with you thus. One
can’t, as I tell you, do more than live.”

““Oh, live ! ” Lord Mark ejaculated.

“ Well, 1t’s immense for me.” She finally spoke
as if for amusement ; now that she had uttered her
truth, that he had learnt i1t from herself as no one
had yet done, her emotion had, by the fact, dried up.
There she was ; but 1t was as 1f she would never speak
again. ‘‘ I shan’t,” she added, ‘ have missed every-
thing.”

“ Why should you have missed anything >’ She
felt, as he sounded this, to what, within the minute,
he had made up his mind. “ You're the person in
the world for whom that’s least necessary ; for whom
one would call 1t 1n fact most impossible , for whom
“missing ’ at all will surely require an extraordinary
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amount of musplaced good will  Since you believe
1 advice, for God’s sake take mune 1 know what
you want "’

Oh, she knew he would know 1t But she had
brought 1t on herself—or almost ~ Yet she spoke with
kindness ““I think I want not to be too much
worried

‘““You want to be adored.”’ It came at last straight.
‘“ Nothing would worry you less I mean as I shall
doit. Itisso”—he firmly keptitup ‘ You're not
loved enough.”

““ Enough for what, Lord Mark ? ”

“ Why, to get the full good of 1t.”

Well, she didn’t after all mock at him. ‘I sce
what you mean. That full good of 1t which consists
mn finding one’s self forced to love in return.” She
had grasped 1t, but she hesitated. * Your 1dea 1s
that I might find myself forced to love you ? ”

““Oh,‘ forced’——!” He was so fine and so expert,
so awake to anything the least ridiculous, and of a
type with which the preaching of passion somehow so
1l consorted—he was so much all these things that
he had absolutely to take account of them himself.
And he did so, 1n a single intonation, beautifully
Milly hiked him again, liked him for such shades as
that, Iiked him so that 1t was woeful to see him spoiling
it, and still more woeful to have to rank him among
those minor charms of existence that she gasped at
moments to remember she must give up. “‘Is 1t
mconceivable to you that you might try ?

“ To be so favourably affected by you [

“To believe in me. To belheve in me,” Lord Mark
repeated

Again she hesitated. * To ‘ try ’ 1n return for your
trymg ?

*“ Oh, I shouldn’t have to!” he quickly declared.
The prompt neat accent, however, his manner of
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disposing of her question, failed of real expression,
as he himself the next moment intelligently, helplessly,
almost comically saw—a failure pomted moreover by
the laugh into which Milly was immediately startled.
As a suggestion to her of a healing and uphfting
passion 1t was 1n truth deficient, 1t wouldn’t do as
the communication of a force that should sweep them
both away And the beauty of him was that he too,
even 1n the act of persuasion, of self-persuasion, could
understand that, and could thereby show but the
better as fitting mto the pleasant commerce of
prosperity  The way she let him see that she looked
at him was a thing to shut him out, of itself, from
services of danger, a thing that made a discrimination
agamnst him never yet made—made at lecast to any
conscilousness of hisown  Born to float 1n a sustaining
arr, this would be his first encounter with a judgement
formed 1n the stuster light of tragedy. The gathering
dusk of ker personal world presented 1tself to him, 1n
her eyes, as an element 1n which 1t was vain for him
to pretend he could find himself at home, since 1t was
charged with depressions and with dooms, with the
chill of the losing game  Almost without her needing
to speak, and simply by the fact that there could be,
1n such a case, no decent substitute for a felt intensity,
he had to take 1t from her that practically he was
afraid—whether afraid to protest falsely enough, or
only afraid of what might be eventually disagrecable
m a compromised alhance, being a minor question
She believed she made out besides, wonderful girl,
that he had never quite expected to have to protest
about anything beyond his natural convemence—
more, 1n fine, than his disposition and habits, his
education as well, his personal moyens, 1n short,
permitted His predicament was therefore one he
couldn’t like, and also one she willingly would have
spared him hadn’t he brought 1t on himseclf. No
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man, she was quite aware, could enjoy thus having
1t from her that he wasn't good for what <he would
have called her reality It wouldn’'t have taken
much more to enable her positively to make out 1n
him that he was virtually capable of hinting—had
his innermost feeling spoken—at the propricty rather,
1n his mterest, of some cutting down, some dressing
up, of the offensive real He would meet that half-way,
but the real must also meet Awm. Milly’s sense of 1t
for hersclf, which was so conspicuously, so financially
supported, couldn’t, or wouldn’t, so accommodate
him, and the perception of that fairly showed 1n his
face after a moment like the smart of a blow It had
marked the one minute during which he could again
be touching to her By the time he had tried once
more, after all, to insist, he had quite ceased to be so.
' By this time she had turned from their window to
make a diversion, had walked him through other
rooms, appealing again to the inner charm of the
place, going even so far for that purpose as to point
afresh her independent moral, to repeat that if one
only had such a house for one’s own and loved 1t and
cherished 1t enough, 1t would pay one back in kind,
would close one 1n from harm  He quite grasped for
the quarter of an hour the perch she held out to him—
grasped 1t with one hand, that 1s, while she felt him
attached to his own clue with the other, he was by
no means etther so sore or so stupid, to do him all
justice, as not to be able to behave more or less as 1f
nothing had happened It was one of his merits, to
which she did justice too, that both his native and his
acquired notion of behaviour rested on the general
assumption that nothing—nothing to make a deadly
difference for him —cver could happen It was,
socially, a working view like another, and 1t saw them
easily enough through the greater part of the rest of
theirr adventure Downstairs again, however, with
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the imit of his stay 1n sight, the sign of his smarting,
when all was said, reappeared for her—brcaking out
moreover, with an effect of strangeness, 1n another
quite possibly sincere allusion to her state of health.
He mught for that matter have been seeing what he
could do 1n the way of making 1t a grievance that she
should snub him for a chanty, on his own part,
exquisitely roused. “ It’s true, you know, all the
same, and I don’t care a straw for your trymng to
freeze one up.” He seemed to show her, poor man,
bravely, how lttle he cared. ‘ Everybody knows
affection often makes things out when indifference
doesn’t notice. And that’s why I know that I
notice.”

“ Are you sure you've got it night ? > the girl
smiled ““I thought rather that affection was sup-
posed to be blind.”

“Blind to faults, not to beauties,” Lord Mark
promptly returned

““And are my extremely private worries, my
entirely domestic comphcations, which I'm ashamed
to have given you a ghhmpse of—are they beauties ? ”’

“ Yes, for those who care for you—as every one
does Everything about you 1s a beauty. Besides
which, I don’t beheve,” he declared, ““ 1n the serious-
ness of what you tell me. It’s too absurd you should
have any trouble about which something can’t be
done. If you can’t get the nght thing, who can, 1n
all the world, I should hike to know? You're the
first young woman of your time. I mean what I say "’
He looked, to do him justice, quite as if he did ; not
ardent, but clear—simply so competent, mn such a
posttion, to compare, that his quiet assertion had the
force not so much perhaps of a tribute as of a warrant.
“ We're all 1n love with you. I'll put it that way,
dropping any claim of my own, if you can bear 1t
better. I speak as one of the lot You weren’t born
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simply to torment us—you were born to make us
happy. Therefore you must listen to us.”

She shook her head with her slowness, but this
time with all her mildness ‘‘ No, I mustn’t listen
to you—that’s just what I mustn’t do The reason
1s, please, that it sumply kills me. I must be as
attached to you as you will, since you give that lovely
account of yourselves I give you 1n return the
fullest possible belief of what 1t would be——"" And
she pulled up a httle ‘I give and give and give—
there you are ; stick to me as close as you like and see
if I don’t Only I can’t Iisten or receive or accept
—I can’t agree 1 can’t make a bargain I can’t
really You must believe that from me It's all
I've wanted to say to you, and why should 1t spoil
anything *

He let her question fall—though clearly, 1t might
have seemed, because, for reasons or for none, there
was so much that was spoiled. *‘ You want some-
body of your own ” He came back, whether 1n good
faith or 1n bad, to that; and 1t made her repeat her
hcadshake He kept 1t up as if his faith were of the
best. ‘“ You want somebody, you want somebody.”

She was to wonder afterwards if she hadn’t been
at this juncture on the pomnt of saymg somecthing
emphatic and vulgar—* Well, T don’t at all cvents
want you !’ What somehow happened, neverthe-
less, the pity of 1t being greater than the wrritation—
the sadness, to her vivid sense, of his being so painfully
astray, wandering in a desert mm which therc was
nothing to nourish him—was that his error amounted
to positive wrongdomng  She was moreover so
acquamted with quite another sphere of usefulness
for hum that her having suffered him to msist almost
convicted her of indelicacy. Why hadn’t she stopped
him off with her first mmpression of his purpose ?
She could do so now only by the allusion she had been
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wishing not to make. ““ Do you know I don’t think
you're doing very right *—and as a thing quite apart,
I mean, from my listening to you That’s not right
either—except that I'm nof hstening. You oughtn’t
to have come to Venice to see me—and 1 fact you've
not come, and you mustn’t behave as if you had.
You've much older friends than I, and ever so much
better. Really, 1f you've come at all, you can only
have come—properly, and if I may say so honourably
—for the best friend, as I believe her to be, that you
have 1n the world ”

When once she had said 1t he took 1t, oddly enough,
as 1if he had been more or lcss expecting 1t.  Still, he
looked at her very hard, and they had a moment of
this during which nerther pronounced a name, each
apparently determined that the other should. It was
Milly’s finc coercion, m the cvent, that was the
stronger. “‘ Miss Croy ? ” I.ord Mark asked.

It mght have been difficult to make out that she
smiled. “Mrs Lowder.” He did makec out some-
thing, and then fairly coloured for its attestation of
his comparative ssmphaty. ‘I call ker on the whole
the best. I can’t imagine a man’s having a better ”

Stall with his eyes on her he turned 1t over. * Do
you want me to marry Mrs Lowder ? ”

At which 1t scemed to her that 1t was he who was
almost vulgar ! But she wouldn’t 1n any way have
that. “ You know, Lord Mark, what I mean. One
isn’t in the least turning you out into the cold world.
There’s no cold world for you at all, I think,” she
went on, ‘“ nothing but a very warm and watchful
and expectant world that’s waiting for you at any
moment you choosc to take 1t up.”

He never budged, but they were standing on the
polished concrete and he had within a few minutes
possessed himself again of his hat. “ Do you want
me to marry Kate Croy ? ”
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“ Mrs. Lowder wants 1t—I do no wrong, I think,
in saymng that, and she understands moreover that
you know she does.”

Well, he showed how beautifully he could take 1t ,
and it wasn’t obscure to her, on her side, that 1t was
a comfort to deal with a gentleman. “It’s ever so
kind of you to see such opportunities for me. But
what’s the use of my tackling Miss Croy ? ”

Milly rejorced on the spot to be so able to point
out. ‘‘ Because she’s the handsomest and cleverest
and most charming creature I ever saw, and because
if I were a man I should simply adore her. In fact
I doasitis.” It was aluxury of response.

“ Oh, my dear lady, plenty of people adore her.
But that can’t further the case of all ”

“ Ah,” she went on, ‘‘ I know about ‘ pcople.” If
the case of one’s bad, the case of another’s good.
I don’t see what you have to fear from any one else,”
she said, ** save through your being foolish, this way,
about me ”

So she said, but she was aware the next moment
of what he was making of what she didn t see. “‘Is
1t your idea—since we're talking of these things in
these ways—that the young lady you describe 1n such
superlative terms 1s to be had for the asking ? ”

“ Well, Lord Mark, try. She 1s a great person.
But don’t be humble.”” She was almpst gay.

It was this apparently, at last, that was too much
for him. “ But don’t you really know ? ”

As a challenge, practically, to the commonest in-
telligence she could pretend to, 1t made her of course
wish to be fair. “I ‘know,” yes, that a particular
person’s very much 1n love with her ”

“Then you must know by the same token
that she’s very much imn love with a particular
person.”

‘“Ah, I beg your pardon!’’—and Milly quite
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flushed at having so crude a blunder imputed to her.
“ You're wholly mistaken.”

“It’s not true ? "

“It’s not true.”

His stare became a smile. “ Are you very, very
sure ? 7’

“ As sure as one can be ’—and Milly’s manner
could match 1t—*‘ when one has every assurance. 1
speak on the best authornty.”

He hesitated. ‘“ Mrs. Lowder’'s ?

“No. Idon’tcall Mrs. Lowder’s the best.”

“Oh, I thought you were just now saymng,” he
laughed, ‘‘ that everything about her’s so good.”

“ Good for you ”—she was perfectly clear *‘ For
you,” she went on, “let her authority be the best
She doesn’t beheve what you mention, and you
must know yourself how httle she makes of 1t. So

you can take 1t from her. I take 1t ”  But
Milly, with the positive tremor of her emphasis,
pulled up.

“ You take 1t from Kate ? ”

* From Kate herself.”

‘“ That she’s thinking of no one at all? ”

“Of no one at all.” Then, with her intensity, she
went on  “‘ She has given me her word for 1t

“ Oh ! " said Lord Mark. To which he next added :
* And what do you call her word ? ”’

It made Milly, on her side, stare—though perhaps
partly but with the mstinct of gaiming time for the
consciousness that she was already a little further
“in "’ than she had designed ‘ Why, Lord Mark,
what should you call her word ?

‘“ Ah, T’'m not oblhiged to say. I've not asked her.
You apparently have "

Well, 1t threw her on her defence—a defence that
she felt, however, especially as of Kate. “ We're very
intimate,”’ she said 1n a moment ; ‘ so that, without
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prying mto each other’s affairs, she naturally tells me
things.”

Lord Mark smiled as at a lame conclusion. “‘ You
mean then she made you of her own movement the
declaration you quote ? ”

Milly thought again, though with hindrance rather
than help 1n her sense of the way their eyes now met
—met as for their each seeing 1n the other more than
either sard. What she most felt that she herself saw
was the strange disposition on her companion’s part
to disparage Kate’s veracity. She could be only
concerned to ““ stand up ”’ for that.

“I mean what I say : that when she spoke of her
having no private interest——"'

‘“ She took her oath to you? ” Lord Mark inter-
rupted.

Milly didn’t quite see why he should so catechise
her ; but she met 1t agamn for Kate. ‘ She left me
1n no doubt whatever of her being free.”

At this Lord Mark did look at her, though he con-
tinued to smule. “ And thercby in no doubt of your
being too? It was as if as soon as he had said 1t,
however, he felt 1t as something of a mistake, and she
couldn’t herself have told by what queer glare at him
she had instantly signified that. He at any rate gave
her glare no time to act further; he fell back on the
spot, and with a light enough movement, within his
rights. “ That’s all very well, but why 1n the world,
dear lady, should she be swearing to you ? ”

She had to take this *‘ dear lady ”’ as applying to
herself ; which disconcerted her when he might now
so gracefully have used 1t for the aspersed Kate.
Once more 1t came to her that she must claim her own
part of the aspersion. *‘ Because, as I've told you,
we're such tremendous friends.”

“ Oh,” said Lord Mark, who for the moment looked
as if that might have stood rather for an absence of
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such ngours. He was going, however, as if he had in
a manner, at the last, got moze or less what he wanted.
Milly felt, while he addressed his next few words to
leave-taking, that she had given rather more than she
mtended or than she should be able, when once more
getting hersclf into hand, theoretically to defend
Strange cnough 1n fact that he had had from her,
about herself—and, under the scarching spell of the
place, infinitely straight—what no one else had had :
neither Kate, nor Aunt Maud, nor Merton Densher,
nor Susan Shepherd He had made her within a
minute, 1n particular, she was aware, lose her prescnce
of mind, and she now wished he would take himself
off, so that she might either recover 1t or bear the
loss better 1n solitude. If he paused, however, she
almost at the same time saw, 1t was because of his
watching the approach, from the end of the sala, of
one of the gondoliers, who, whatever excursions were
appointed for the party with the attendance of the
others, always, as the most decorative, most sashed
and starched, remained at the palace on the thcory
that she might whimsically want him—which she
never, 1n her caged freedom, had yet done. Brown
Pasquale, shpping 1n white shoes over the marble and
suggesting to her perpetually charmed vision she
could scarce say what, either a mild Hindoo, too
noiseless almost for her nerves, or simply a bare-
footed seaman on the deck of a ship—Pasquale
offered to sight a small salver, which he obsequiously
held out to her with 1its burden of a wvisiting-card.
Lord Mark—and as if also for admuration of him—
delayed his departure to let her recerve 1t , on which
she read 1t with the instant effect of another blow to
her presence of mind. This precarious quantity was
mdeed now so gone that even for dealing with Pasquale
she had to do her best to conceal 1ts disappearance.
The effort was made, none the less, by the time she
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had asked 1if the gentleman were below and had taken
in the fact that he had come up He had followed
the gondolier and was waiting at the top of the
staircase.

“ T'll see him with pleasure ” To which she added
for her companion, while Pasquale went off : ““ Mr.
Merton Densher.”

“ Oh ! ”” saxd Lord Mark—1n a manner that, making
1t resound through the great cool hall, nught have
carried 1t even to Densher’s car as a judgement of his
identity heard and noted once before.
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DENSHER became aware, afresh, that he dishiked his
hotel—and all the more promptly that he had had
occasion of old to make the same discrimination. The
establishment, choked at that season with the polyglot
herd, cockneys of all climes, mainly German, mainly
Amecrnican, mainly English, it appeared as the cor-
responding sensitive nerve was touched, sounded loud
and not sweel, sounded anything and everything
but Italian, but Venetian The Venetian was all a
dialect, he knew , yet 1t was pure Attic beside some of
the dialects at the busthng inn It made, “ abroad,”
both for his pleasure and his pain that he had to feel
at almost any point how he had been through every-
thing before. He had been three or four times, 1n
Venice, during other wvisits, through this pleasant
irntation of paddling away-—away from the concert
of false notes 1n the vulgansed hall, away from the
amiable American families and overfed German
porters. He had mn each case made terms for a
lodging more private and not more costly, and he
recalled with tenderness these shabby but friendly
asylums, the windows of which he should easily know
again 1n passing on canal or through campo. The
shabbiest now failed of an appeal to him, but he found
himself at the end of forty-cight hours forming views
in respect to a small independent gquaritere, far down
the Grand Canal, which he had once occupied for a
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month with a sense of pomp and circumstance and
yet also with a growth of initiation into the homcher
Venetian mystertes. The humour of those days came
back to him for an hour, and what further befell 1n
this interval, to be brief, was that, emerging on a
traghetio 1n sight of the recognised house, he made
out on the green shutters of his old, of his young
windows the strips of white pasted paper that figure
in Venice as an mvitation to tenants. This was in
the course of his very first walk apart, a walk replete
with impressions to which he responded with force.
He had been almost without cessation, since his
arnval, at Palazzo Lcporelll, where, as happened, a
iurn of bad weather on the second day had kept the
whole party continuously at home The episode had
passed for him like a series of hours in a museum,
though without the fatigue of that; and 1t had also
resembled something that he was still, with a stirred
1magmation, to find a name for. He might have been
looking for the name while he gave himself up, sub-
sequently, to the ramble—he saw that even after
years he couldn’t lose his way—crowned with his
stare across the water at the little white papers.

He was to dine at the palace in an hour or two,
and he had lunched there, at an early luncheon, that
morning  He had then been out with the three ladies,
the three being Mrs. Lowder, Mrs. Stringham and
Kate, and had kept afloat with them, under a sufficient
Venetian spell, until Aunt Maud had directed him to
leave them and return to Miss Theale. Of two cir-
cumstances connected with this disposition of his
person he was even now not unmundful ; the first being
that the lady of Lancaster Gate had addressed him
with high publicity and as if expressing equally the
sensc of her companions, who had not spoken, but
who might have been taken—yes, Susan Shepherd
quite equally with Kate—for inscrutable parties to
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her plan.  What he could as Iittle contiive to forget
was that he had, before the two others, as 1t struck
him—that was to say especially before Kate—done
exactly as he was bidden ; gathcred himself up with-
out a protest and retraced his way to the palace.
Present with him still was the question of whether he
looked a fool for 1t, of whether the awkwardness he
felt as the gondola rocked with the business of his
leaving it—they could but make, 1n submussion, for
a landing-place that was none of the best—had fur-
nished his friends with such entertainment as was to
cause them, behind his back, to exchange intelligent
smiles. He had found Milly Theale twenty minutes
later alone, and he had sat with her till the others
returned to tea. The strange part of this was that 1t
had been very easy, extraordinanly casy. He knew
1t for strange only when he was away from her, because
when he was away from her he was 1n contact with
particular things that made 1t so. At the time, 1n her
presence, 1t was as sumple as sitting with his sister
might have been, and not, if the point were urged,
very much more thrilling. He continued to sce her
as he had first seen her—that remamed 1neffaceably
behind. Mrs. Lowder, Susan Shepherd, his own
Kate, might, each 1n proportion, see her as a princess,
as an angel, as a star, but for himself, luckily, she
hadn’t as yet complications to any poiwnt of discom-
fort : the princess, the angel, the star, were muffled
over, ever so lightly and brightly, with the httle
American girl who had been so kind to him in New
York and to whom certainly—though without making
too much of 1t for either of them—he was perfectly
willing to be kind 1n return. She appreciated his
coming 1n on purpose, but there was nothing in that
—from the moment she was always at home—that
they couldn’t easily keep up. The only note the least
bit high that had even yet sounded between them was
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this adnmussion on her part that she found 1t best to
remain within. She wouldn’t let hum call 1t keeping
quiet, for she insisted that her palace—with all 1ts
romance and art and history—had set up round her
a whirlwind of suggestion that never dropped for an
hour. It wasn’t therefore, within such walls, con-
finement, 1t was the freedom of all the centuries 1n
respect to which Densher granted good-humouredly
that they were then blown together, she and he, as
much as she hiked, through space.

Kate had found on the present occasion a moment
to say to him that he suggested a clever cousin calling
on a cousin afflicted, and bored for his pains; and
though he denied on the spot the * bored,” he could
so far sce 1t as an impression he might make that he
wondered if the same 1mage wouldn’t have occurred
to Milly. As soon as Kate appeared again the differ-
ence came up—the oddity, as he then instantly felt 1t,
of his having sunk so deep. It was sinking because
1t was all domng what Kate had conceived for him ; it
wasn’t in the least doing—and that had been his
notion of his hife—anything he himself had concerved.
The difference, accordingly, renewed, sharp, sore, was
the 1irritant under which he had quitted the palace
and under which he was to make the best of the
business of again dining there. He said to himself
that he must make the best of everything ; that was
i his mind, at the traghetto, even while, with his
preoccupation about changing quarters, he studied,
across the canal, the look of his former abode. It had
done for the past, would 1t do for the present * would
1t play in any manner into the general necessity of
which he was conscious ? That necessity of making
the best was the mstinct—as he indeed himself knew
—of a man somehow aware that if he let go at one
place he should let go everywhere. If he took off his
hand, the hand that at least helped to hold 1t together,
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the whole queer fabric that built him 1 would fall
away 1n a minute and admt the hight. It was really
a matter of nerves; 1t was exactly becausc he was
nervous that he could go straight; yet if that condi-
tion should increase he must surely go wild. He was
walking 1n short on a high ridge, steep down on either
side, where the proprieties—once he could face at all
remaining there—reduced themselves to his keeping
his head. It was Kate who had so perched him, and
there came up for him at moments, as he found
hmmself planting one foot exactly before another, a
sensible sharpness of rony as to her management of
him. It wasn’t that she had put him 1n danger—to
be mn real danger with her would have had another
quahty. There glowed for him 1n fact a kind of rage
at what he wasn’t having , an cxasperation, a resent-
ment, begotten truly by the very impatience of desire,
1 respect to his postponed and relegated, his so
extremely manipulated state. It was beautifully done
of her, but what was the real meaning of 1t unless that
he was perpetually bent to her will 7 His 1dea from
the first, from the very first of his knowing her, had
been to be, as the French called 1t, bon prince with
her, mindful of the good humour and generosity, the
contempt, mn the matter of confidence, for small out-
lays and small savings, that belonged to the man who
wasn’t generally afraid. There were things enough,
goodness knew—for 1t was the moral of his phght—
that he couldn’t afford ; but what had had a charm
for him 1f not the notion of living handsomely, to
make up for 1t, 1n another way ? of not at all events
reading the romance of his existence 1n a cheap edition.
All he had ongmally felt in her came back to him,
was mndeed actually as present as ever—how he had
admired and envied what he called to himself her pure
talent for life, as distinguished from his own, a poor
weak thing of the occasion, amateurishly patched up,
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only 1t wrritated him the more that this was exactly
what was now, ever so characteristically, standing
out 1 her

It was thanks to her pure talent for hife, venly,
that he was just where he was and that he was above
all just how he was The proof of a decent reaction
m him against so much passivity was, with no great
richness, that he at least knew—knew, that is, how
he was, and how little he liked 1t as a thing accepted
in mere helplessness He was, for the moment,
wistful—that above all described 1t, that was so
large a part of the force that, as the autumn afternoon
closed 1n, kept him, on his traghetto, positively
throbbing with his question  His question connected
itself, even while he stood, with his special smothered
soreness, his sense almost of shame ; and the soreness
and the shame were less as he let himself, with the help
of the conditions about him, regard 1t as serious It
was born, for that matter, partly of the conditions,
those conditions that Kate had so almost insolently
braved, had been willing, without a pang, to see him
ridiculously—ridiculously so far as just complacently
—exposed to. How Ilittle 1t could be complacently he
was to feel with the last thoroughness before he had
moved from his point of vantage His question, as
we have called 1t, was the interesting question of
whether he had really no will left How could he
know—that was the pomnt—without putting the
matter to the test ? It had been night to be bon
prince, and the joy, something of the pride, of having
hved, 1n spirit, handsomely, was ¢ven now compatible
with the impulse to look into their account, but he
held his breath a Iittle as 1t came home to him with
supreme sharpness that, whereas he had done
absolutely everything that Kate had wanted, she had
done nothing whatever that he had. So 1t was in
fine that his 1dea of the test by which he must try
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that possibility kept referring itself, m the warm
carly dusk, the approach of the Southern mght—
‘“ conditions ”’ these, such as we just spoke of—to
the glimmer, more and more ghostly as the hght
failed, of the little white papers on his old green
shutters By the time he looked at his watch he had
been for a quarter of an hour at this post of obscrva-
tion and reflexion , but by the time he walked away
again he had found his answer to the 1dca that had
grown so importunate  Since a proof of his will was
wanted 1t was indeed very exactly in wait for him—it
lurked there on the other side of the Canal A ferry-
man at the little pier had from time to time accosted
him, but 1t was a part of the play of his nervousness
to turn his back on that facility He would go over,
but he walked, very quickly, round and round,
crossing finally by the Rialto The rooms, m the
event, were unoccupted, the ancient padrona was
there with her smule all a radiance but her recognition
all a fable, the ancient rickety objects too, refined
in their shabbiness, amiable in their decay, as to
which, on his side, demonstrations were tenderly
veracious , so that before he took his way again he
had arranged to come 1n on the morrow.

He was amusing about 1t that evening at dinner
m spite of an odd first 1mpulse, which at the palace
quite melted away, to treat 1t merely as matter for his
own satisfaction This need, this propriety, he had
taken for granted even up to the moment of suddenly
percerving, 1n the course of talk, that the incident
would mimster to innocent galety Such was quite
its cffect, with the aid of his picture—an evocation of
the quaint, of the humblest rococo, of a Venctian
interior 1n the true old note He made the pont for
his hostess that her own high chambers, though they
were a thousand grand things, weren't really this;
made 1t 1n fact with such success that she presently
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declared 1t his plain duty to invite her on some near
day to tea. She had expressed as yet—he could feel
it as felt among them all—no such clear wish to go
anywhere, not even to make an effort for a parish
-feast, or an autumn sunset, nor to descend her staircase
for Titian or Gianbellini. It was constantly Densher’s
view that, as between himself and Kate, things were
understood without saying, so that he could catch in
her, as she but too freely could 1n him, mnnumerable
signs of 1t, the whole soft breath of consciousness
meeting and promoting consciousness  This view was
so far justified to-might as that Milly’s offer to him of
her company was to his sense taken up by Kate in
spite of her doing nothing to show 1t It fell in so
perfectly with what she had desired and foretold that
she was—and this was what most struck him —
sufficiently gratified and blinded by 1t not to know,
from the false quality of his response, from his tone
and his very look, which for an instant instinctively
sought her own, that he had answered iewvitably,
almost shamelessly, 1n a mere time-gaining sense. It
gave him on the spot, her failure of perception,
almost a beginming of the advantage he had becn
planning for—that 1s at least 1f she too were not
darkly dishonest She might, he was not unaware,
have made out, from some deep part of her, the
bearing, 1n respect to herself, of the little fact he had
announced ; for she was after all capable of that,
capable of guessing and yet of simultaneously hiding
her guess It wound him up a turn or two further,
none the less, to mmpute to her now a weakness of
vision by which he could himself feel the stronger.
Whatever apprehension of his motive 1n shifting his
abode might have brushed her with its wings, she at
all events certainly didn’t guess that he was giving
their friend a hollow promise. That was what she
had herself imposed on him, there had been in the
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prospect from the first a definite particular point at
which hollowness, to call 1t by 1ts least compromising
name, would have to begin  Therefore 1ts hour had
now charmingly sounded

Whatever in hfe he had recovered his old rooms
for, he had not recovered them to receive Milly
Theale: which make no more difference 1 his
expression of happy readiness than if he had been—
just what he was trying not to be—fully hardened and
fully base So rapid in fact was the rhythm of his
mmward drama that the quick vision of impossibility
produced 1n him by his hostess’s direct and unexpected
appeal had the effect, slightly sinister, of positively
scaring him It gave him a measure of the intensity,
the reality of his now mature motive. It prompted
1n him certainly no quarrel with these things, but 1t
made them as vivid as if they already flushed with
success It was before the flush of success that his
heart beat almost to dread The dread was but the
dread of the happiness to be compassed ; only that
was 1n 1tself a symptom. That a wvisit from Milly
should, 1n this projection of necessities, strike him as
of the last incongruity, quite as a hateful 1dea, and
above all as spoiling, should one put 1t grossly, his
game—the adoption of such a view might of course
have an 1dentity with one of those numerous ways of
being a fool that seemed so to abound for him. It
would remain none the less the way to which he should
be 1n advance most reconciled. His mature motive,
as to which he allowed himself no grain of 1illusion,
had thus in an hour taken imaginative possession of
the place : that precisely was how he saw 1t seated
there, already unpacked and settled, for Milly’s
inocence, for Milly’s beauty, no matter how short a
time, to be housed with  There were things she would
never recognise, never feel, never catch in the air ; but
this made no difference 1n the fact that her brushing
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against them would do nobody any good The
discrimination and the scruple were for ssm  So he
felt all the parts of the case together, while Kate
showed admirably as feeling nonc of them  Of course,
however—when hadn’t 1t to be his last word *—Kate
was always sublime

That came up 1n all connexions during the rest of
these first days; came up n especlal under pressure
of the fact that cach time our phghted pair snatched,
i 1is passage, at the good fortune of half an hour
together, they were doomed—though Densher felt 1t
as all by Zus act—to spend a part of the rare occasion
m wonder at therr luck and m study of its queer
character. This was the case after he nmught be
supposed to have got, in a manner, used to 1, 1t was
the case after the girl—ready always, as we say, with
the last word—had given him the benefit of her
righting of every wrong appecarance, a support familiar
to him now 1n reference to other phases It was stall
the casc after he possibly might, with a little imagina-
tion, as she freely mnsisted, have made out, by the
visible working of the crisis, what idea on Mrs Lowder’s
part had determmed 1t.  Such as the 1dea was—and
that 1t suited Kate’s own book she openly professed—
he had only to see how things were turning out to
feel 1t strikingly justified  Densher’s reply to all this
vividness was that of course Aunt Maud’s intervention
hadn’t been occult, even for /s vividness, from the
moment she had written him, with characteristic
concentration, that if he should see his way to come
to Venice for a fortmight she should engage he would
find 1t no blunder. It took Aunt Maud really to do
such things 1n such ways; just as it took him, he was
ready to confess, to do such others as he must now
strike them all—didn’t he ?—as commtted to. Mrs.
Lowder’'s admonition had been of course a direct
reference to what she had said to him at Lancaster
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Gate before his departure the night Milly had failed
them through 1illness ; only 1t had at least matched
that remarkable outbreak m respect to the quantity
of good nature 1t attributed to him.  The young man’s
discusstons of his situation—which werce confined to
Kate, he had none with Aunt Maud herself—suffered
a little, 1t may be divined, by the scnse that he couldn’t
put everything off, as he privately expressed 1it, on
other people. His ears, 1n solitude, were apt to burn
with the reflexion that Mrs Lowder had simply tested
him, seen lum as he was and made out what could be
done with him. She had had but to whistle for him
and he had come. If she had taken for granted his
good nature she was as justified as Kate declared.
This awkwardness of his conscience, both 1n respect to
his general plasticity, the fruit of his feeling plasticity,
within limits, to be a mode of lhifc hke another—
certainly better than some, and particularly 1n respect
to such confusion as might reign about what he had
rcally come for—this inward ache was not wholly
dispelled by the style, charming as that was, of Kate's
poctic versions. Even the high wonder and dehght
of Kate couldn’t set him right with himself when there
was something quite distinct from these things that
kept him wrong.

In default of being rnight with himself he had
meanwhile, for one thing, the interest of secing—and
quite for the first time 1n his ife—whether, on a given
occasion, that might be quite so necessary to happiness
as was commonly assumed and as he had up to this
moment never doub*ed. He was engaged distinctly
in an adventure—P who had never thought himself
cut out for them, 11t fairly helped him that he was
able at moments  say to himself that he mustn’t
fall below 1t. A > hotel, alone, by night, or in the
course of the fe te strolls he was finding time to
take through « 7 labyrinthine alleys and empty
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campr, overhung with mouldering palaces, where he
paused in disgust at his want of case and where the
sound of a rare footstep on the cnclosed pavement was
like that of a retarded dancer in a banquet-hall
deserted—during these interludes he entertamned cold
views, even to the point, at moments, on the principle
that the shortest follies are the best, of thinking of
mmmediate departure as not only possible but as
indicated. He had however only to cross agam the
threshold of Palazzo Leporelli to see all the elements of
the business compose, as painters called 1t, difierently.
It began to strike him then that departure wouldn’t
curtail, but would signally coarsen his folly, and that
above all, as he hadn’t really ‘ begun”’ anything,
had only submuitted, consented, but too generously
indulged and condoned the beginnings of others, he
had no call to treat himself with superstitious rigour.
The single thing that was clear m complications was
that, whatever happencd, one was to bchave as a
gentleman—to which was added indeed the perhaps
shghtly less shining truth that complications might
sometimes have their tedium beguiled by a study of
the question of how a gentleman would behave. This
question, I hasten to add, was not in the last resort
Densher’s greatest worry. Three women were looking
to him at once, and, though such a predicament could
never be, from the poimnt of view of facility, quite the
ideal, 1t yet had, thank goodness, 1ts immediate
workable law. The law was not to be a brute—n
return for amiabiities He hedn’t come all the way
out from England to be a brute. He hadn’t thought
of what 1t might give him to hav 2 fortnight, however
handicapped, with Kate in Venic to be a brute. He
hadn’t treated Mrs. Lowder as if “responding to her
suggestion he had understood 1  -he hadn’t done
that either to be a brute. And w 1e had ,prepared
least of all for such an anti-clin vas the prompt
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and inevitable, the achieved surrender—as a gentle-
man, oh, that indubitably'!-—to the unexpected
mmpresston made by poor pale exqusite Milly as the
mistress of a grand old palace and the dispenser of an
hospitality more 1rresistible, thanks to all the con-
ditions, than any ever known to him

This spectacle had for him an eloquence, an
authonty, a felicity—he scarce knew by what strange
name to call 1t—for which he said to himself that
he had not consciously bargained. Her welcome,
her frankness, sweetness, sadness, brightness, her
disconcerting poetry, as he made shift at moments
to call 1t, helped as 1t was by the beauty of her whole
sctting and by the perception at the same time, on
the observer’s part, that this element gained from
her, 1mn a manner, for effect and harmony, as much as
1t gave—her whole attitude had, to his imagination,
meanings that hung about 1t, waiting upon her,
hovering, dropping and quavering forth again, hike
vague faint snatches, mere ghosts of sound, of old-
fashioned melancholy music. It was positively well
for hum, he had his times of reflecting, that he couldn’t
put 1t off on Kate and Mrs. Lowder, as a gentleman so
conspicuously wouldn’t, that—well, that he had been
rather taken in by not having known in advance!
There had been now five days of 1t all without his
rnisking even to Kate alone any hint of what he ought
to have known and of what in particular therefore
had taken him in The truth was doubtless that
really, when 1t came to any free handling and naming
of things, they were hiving together, the five of them,
mm an air in which an ugly effect of ““ blurting out ”’
might easily be produced. He came back with his
friend on each occasion to the blest miracle of renewed
propinquity, whicn had a double wvirtue in that
favouring aiwr. He breathed on 1t as if he could
scarcely believe 1t, yet the time had passed, n spite

167



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

of this privilege, without his quite committing himself,
for her ear, to any such comment on Milly’s high
style and state as would have corresponded with
the amount of 1ecognition 1t had produced in him
Behind everything for him was his rencwed re-
membrance, which had fairly become a habit, that he
had been the first to know her. This was what they
had all insisted on, 1 her absence, that day at Mrs.
Lowder’s ; and this was in cspecial what had made him
feel 1ts influence on his immediately paying her a
second visit  Its influence had been all there, been 1n
the high-hung, rumbling carriage with them, from the
moment she took him to drive, covering them i1n
togcther as if 1t had been a rug of softest sk It
had worked as a clear connexion with something
lodged 1n the past, somcthing already their own He
had more than once recalled how he had said to him-
self even at that moment, at some point 1n the drive,
that he was not there, not just as he was 1n <o doimng
1t, through Kate and Katc’s 1dea, but through Milly
and Milly’s own, and through himself and /s own,
unmistakably—as well as through the httle facts,
whatever they had amounted to, of his time 1n New
York.
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THERE was at last, with everything that made for 1t,
an occasion when he got from Kate, on what she now
spoke of as his eternal refrain, an answer of which
he was to measure afterwards the precipitating effect.
His eternal refrain was the way he came back to the
riddle of Mrs. Lowder’s view of her profit—a view
s0 hard to reconcile with the chances she gave them
to mecet Impatiently, at this, the girl denied the
chances, wanting to know from him, with a fine wrony
that smote him rather straight, whether he felt their
opportunities as anything so grand He looked at
her deep 1n the eyes when she had sounded this note ;
1t was the least he could let her off with for having
made him visibly flush  For some reason then, with
1t, the sharpness dropped out of her tone, which
became sweet and smcere. ““ ‘ Meet,” my dear man,”
she expressively echoed , ““ does 1t strike you that we
get, after all, so very much out of our meetings ?

“On the contrary—they’re starvation diet. All
I mean 1s—and 1t’s all I've meant from the day I
came—that we at least get more than Aunt Maud ”’

““ Ah, but you see,” Kate replied, ““ you don’t
understand what Aunt Maud gets.”

“ Exactly so—and 1t’s what I don’t understand
that keeps me so fascinated with the question. She
gives me no light ; she’s prodigious.  She takes cvery-
thing as of a natural 1
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‘ She takes it as ‘ of a natural’ that at this rate
I shall be making my reflexions about you. There’s
cvery appearance for her,” Kate went on, ¢ that
what she had made her mind up to as possible s
possible, that what she had thought more likely
than not to happen s happening. The very essence
of her, as you surely by this time have made out for
yourself, 1s that when she adopts a view she—well, to
her own sense, really brings the thing about, fairly
terrorises with her view any other, any opposite view,
and those, not less, who represent that. I've often
thought success comes to her ”—XKate continued to
study the phenomenon—*‘ by the spirit mn her that
dares and defies her 1dea not to prove the right one
One has seen 1t so again and again, i the face of
everything, become the right one.”

Densher had for this, as he histened, a smile of
the largest response. ‘‘ Ah, my dear child, if you
can explamn I of course needn’t not ‘ understand’
I'm condemned to that,” he on his side presently
explamned, “ only when understanding fails” He
took a moment ; then he pursued : ‘‘ Does she think
she terrorises #s?’” To which he added while,
without 1mmediate speech, Kate but looked over the
place : “ Does she believe anything so stiff as that
you’ve really changed about me?” He knew now that
he was probing the girl deep—something told him so,
but that was a reason the more. *‘‘ Has she got 1t
mto her head that you dislike me ? ”

To this, of a sudden, Kate’s answer was strong.
““ You could yourself easily put it there ! ”

He wondered. ‘‘ By telling her so? ”

“No,” said Kate as with amusement at his
simplicity ; ““ I don’t ask that of you.”

““ Oh, my dear,” Densher laughed, *“ when you ask,
you know, so little 1

There was a full wrony imn this, on his own part,

170




THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

that he saw her resist the impulse to take up. “ I'm
perfectly justified in what I've asked,” she quetly
returned. ““ It’s doing beautifully for you’ Therr

eyes again intimately mect, and the effect was to make
her proceed. ““ You're not a bit unhappy.”

“Oh, ain’t I ? ” he brought out very roundly.

“It doesn’t practically show—which 1s enough
for Aunt Maud. You're wonderful, you're beautiful,”
Kate saxd, *“ and if you really want to know whether
I believe you're domng 1t you may take from me
perfectly that I see 1t coming.” With which, by a
quick transition, as if she had settled the case, she
asked him the hour.

“Oh, only twelve-ten "—he had looked at his
watch “ We've taken but thirteen minutes, we’ve
time yet ”’

“ Then we must walk. We must go toward them.”

Densher, from where they had been standing,
measured the long reach of the Square. ‘ They’re
still 1n their shop They're safe for half an hour.”

““ That shows then, that shows ! "’ said Kate

This colloquy had taken place mn the middle of
Piazza San Marco, always, as a great social saloon,
a smooth-floored, blue-roofed chamber of amenity,
favourable to talk , or rather, to be exact, not in the
middle, but at the point where our pair had paused
by a common impulse after leaving the great mosque-
hike church. It rose now, domed and pinnacled, but
a little way behind them, and they had i front the
vast empty space, enclosed by 1ts arcades, to which at
that hour movement and traffic were mostly confined.
Venice was at breakfast, the Venice of the wisitor
and the possible acquaintance, and, except for the
parties of importunate pigeons picking up the crumbs
of perpetual feasts, their prospect was clear and
they could see their companions hadn’t yet been,
and weren’t for a while longer hkely to be, disgorged
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by the lace-shop, 1n one of the loggie, where, shortly
before, they had left them for a look-in—the expres-
ston was artfully Densher’s—at Samnt Mark’s  Thar
morning had happened to take such a turn as brought
this chance to the surface, yet his allusion, just
made to Kate, hadn’t been an overstatement of their
general opportumty. The worst that could be said
of their general opportunity was that 1t was essentially
in presence—In presence of every one, cvery onc
consisting at this juncture, mn a peopled world, of
Susan Shepherd, Aunt Maud and Mily. But the
proof how, ecven 1n presence, the opportunity could
become special was furnished precisely by this view
of the compatibility of ther comfort with a certamn
amount of lingering The others had assented to
their not waiting in the shop, 1t was of course the
least the others could do What had recally helped
them this morning was the fact that, on his turning
up, as he always called 1t, at the palace, Milly had
not, as before, been able to present herself. Custom
and use had hitherto seemed fairly cstablished , on
his coming round, day after day—eight days had
been now so conveniently marked—their friends,
Milly’s and his. conveniently dispersed and left him
to sit with her till luncheon Such was the perfect
operation of the scheme on which he had been, as
he phrased 1t to himself, had out; so that certamly
there was that amount of justification for Kate’s
vision of success. He had, for Mrs Lowder—he
couldn’t help 1t while sitting theie—the air, which
was the thing to be desired, of no absorption in Kate
sufficiently deep to be alarming. He had failed their
young hostess each morning as little as she had failed
him ; 1t was only to-day that she hadn’t been well
enough to see him

That had made a mark, all round , the mark was
in the way 1n which, gathered in the room of state,
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with the place, from the right time, all bright and
cool and beflowered, as always, to receive her descent,
they —the rest of them —simply looked at cach
other It was lunid—Ilund, mn all probability, for
each of them privately—that they had uttered no
common regrets. It was strange for our young man
above all that, 1f the poor girl was indisposed to that
degree, the hush of grawity, of apprechension, of
significance of some sort, should be the most the case
——that of the guests—could permut itself. The hush,
for that matter, continued after the party of four had
gone down to the gondola and taken their places 1n 1t
Milly had sent them word that she hoped they would
go out and enjoy themselves, and this indeed had
produced a second remarkable look, a look as of their
knowing, onc quite as well as the other, what such
a message meant as provision for the alternative
beguillement of Densher.  She wished not to have
spoiled his morning, and he had therefore, 1n civility,
to take 1t as pleasantly patched up  Mrs. Stringham
had helped the aftair out, Mrs Stringham who, when
1t came to that, knew their friend better than any of
them  She kncw her so well that she knew herself
as acting in exquisite compliance with conditions
comparatively obscure, approximately awful to them,
by not thinking 1t necessary to stay at home She
had corrected that element of the perfunctory which
was the shght fault, for all of them, of the occasion ,
she had invented a preference for Mrs. Lowder and
herself , she had remembered the fond dreams of the
visitation of lace that had hitherto always been
brushed away by accidents, and 1t had come up as
well for her that Kate had, the day before, spoken of
the part played by fatahty in her own failure of
real acquamntance with the inside of Saint Mark’s.
Densher’s sense of Susan Shepherd’s conscious mter-
vention had by this time a corner of his mind all to
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itself; something that had begun for themat Lancaster
Gate was now a sentiment clothed in a shape; her
action, ineffably discreet, had at all events a way
of affecting lum as for the most part subtly, even
when not superficially, 1n his own interest. They were
not, as a pair, as a ‘‘ team,” really united; there
were too many persons, at least three, and too many
things, between them ; but meanwhile something was
preparing that would draw them closer. He scarce
knew what: probably nothing but his finding, at
some hour when 1t would be a service to do so, that
she had all the while understood him. He even had a
presentiment of a juncture at which the understanding
of every one else'would fail and this decp little person’s
alone survive.

Such was to-dav, 1n its freshness, the moral air, as
we may say, that hung about our young friends;
these had been the small accidents and quiet forces
to which they owed the advantage we have seen them
n some sort enjoying It seemed in fact fairly to
deepen for them as they stayed their course agam ;
the splendid Square, which had so notoriously, 1n all
the years, witnessed more of the joy of life than any
cqual area 1n Europe, furnished them, 1n their remote-
ness from earshot, with solitude and security. It
was as 1f, being in possession, they could say what
they liked , and 1t was also as 1f, in consequence of
that, each had an apprchension of what the other
wanted to say. It was most of all for them, more-
over, as 1f this very quantity, seated on their lips 1n
the bright historic air, where the only sign for their
ears was the flutter of the doves, begot in the heart
of each a fear. There might have been a betrayal of
that in the way Densher broke the silence resting
on her last words ‘“ What did you mean just now
that I can do to make Mrs. Lowder believe ? For
myself, stupidly, if you will, I don’t see, from the
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moment I can’t lie to her, what else there ¢s but
lymng.”

Well, she could tell him. “ You can say some-
thing both handsome and sincere to her about Milly
—whom you honestly like so much. That wouldn’t
be lying ; and, coming from you, 1t would have an
effect. You don’t, you know, say much about her.”
And Kate put before him the fruit of observation.
“ You don’t, you know, speak of her at all ”

“ And has Aunt Maud,” Densher asked, ‘ told
you so ? ' Then as the girl, for answer, only seemed
to bethink herself,  You must have extraordinary
conversations ! ”’ he exclaimed

Yes, she had bethought herself. ‘“ We have extra-
ordinary conversations "’

His look, while their cyes met, marked him as
disposed to hear more about them, but there was
something 1n her own, apparently, that defeated the
opportunity He questioned her in a moment on a
different matter, which had been 1in his mind a week,
yet 1n respect to which he had had no chance so good
as this. “Do you happen to know then, as such
wonderful things pass between you, what she makes
of the mncident, the other day, of Lord Mark’s so very
superficial visit >—his having spent here, as I gather,
but the two or three hours necessary for seeing our
friend and yet taken no time at all, since he went off
by the same mght’s train, for seeing any one else
What can she make of his not having waited to see
you, or to see herself—with all he owes her ? ”

““Oh, of course,” said Kate, ‘“<he understands. He
came to make Milly his offer of marriage—he came
for nothing but that As Milly wholly dechned 1t
his business was for the time at an end He couldn’t
quite on the spot turn round to make up to us.”

Kate had looked surprised that, as a matter of
taste on such an adventurer’s part, Densher shouldn’t

175



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

see 1t. But Densher was lost 1 another thought.
“ Do you mcan that when, turning up myself, I found
him leaving her, that was what had been taking place
between them ? 7

..“Didn’t you make 1t out, my decar?” Kate in-
quired

“ What sort of a blundering weathercock then s
he ? ’ the young man went on 1n his wonder.

“ Oh, don’t make too httle of him!” Kate smiled
“ Do you pretend that Milly didn’t tell you ? ”

“ How great an ass he had made of himsclf ?

Kate continued to smile  ““ You are in love with
her, you know

He gave her another long look  “ Why, since she
has refused him, should my opinion of Lord Mark
show 1t > I'm not obliged, however, to think well
of him for such treatment of the other persons I've
mentioned, and I feel I don’t understand from you
why Mrs Lowder should ”

““She doesn’t —but she doesn’t care,” Kate
explamned  * You know perfectly the terms on which
lots of London people live together even when they're
supposed to live very well He's not committed
to us—he was having his try  Mayn’t an unsatisfied
man,” she asked, ““ always have his try ?

“ And come back afterwards, with confidence 1n a
welcome, to the victim of his inconstancy ?

Kate consented, as for argument, to be thought of
asa victim  “ Oh, but he has 4ad his try at me. So
1it’s all nght

“ Through your also having, you mean, refused
him?”

She balanced an instant during which Densher
might have just wondered 1f pure historic truth were
to suffer a shght strain. But she dropped on the
rnight ssde  “ I haven’t let 1t come to that I've been
too discouraging. Aunt Maud,” she went on—now
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as lucid as ever—‘‘ considers, no doubt, that she has
a pledge from him in respect to me; a pledge that
would have been broken i1f Milly had accepted him.
As the case stands that makes no difference.”

Densher laughed out. ‘It 1sn’t /s mernt that he
has failed ”

“It’s still his ment, my dear, that he’s Iord
Mark. He’s just what he was, and what he knew he
was It’s not for me either to reflect on him after
I've so treated him ”

“ Oh,” said Densher impatiently, ““ you’ve treated
him beautifully

“I'm glad,” she smiled, “ that you can still be
jealous ” But before he could take it up she had
more to say. “‘I don’t see why 1t need puzzle you
that Milly’s so marked line gratifies Aunt Maud more
than anything else can displease her. What does she
see but that Milly herself recognises her situation
with you as too precious to be spoiled > Such a
recognition as that can’t but seem to her to mvolve
1n some degree your own recognition Out of which
she therefore gets 1t that the more you have for Milly
the less you have for me ”’

There were moments again—we know that from
the first they had been numerous—when he felt with
a strange mixed passion the mastery of her mere way
of putting things. There was something in it that
bent him at once to conviction and to reaction. And
this effect, however 1t be named, now broke into his
tone “ Oh, if she began to know what I have for
you U

It wasn’t ambiguous, but Kate stood up to it.
* Luckily for us we may really consider she doesn’t.
So successful have we been.”

““ Well,” he presently said, ‘ I take from you what
you give me, and I suppose that, to be consistent—to
stand on my feet where I do stand at all—I ought
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to thank you Only, you know, what you give mec
seems to me, more than anything else, the larger and
larger size of my job It seems to me more than any-
thing else what you expect of me It never secems to
me somehow what I may expect of you  There’s so
much you don'l give me ”

She appcared to wonder  “ And pray what 151t 1
don't [

“T give you proof,” said Densher  ** You give me
none ”’

““What then do you call proof ?” she after a
moment ventured to ask

“ Your doing something for me

She considered with surprise  ““ Am I not doing
this for you ? Do you call this nothing ?

“ Nothing at all

‘“ Ah, 1 nisk, my dear, cverything for 1t

They had strolled slowly further, but he was
brought up short. ‘I thought you exactly contend
that, with your aunt so bamboozled, you risk
nothmmg !’

It was the first time since the launching of her
wonderful idea that he had seen her at a loss He
judged the next mstant moreover that she didn’t ke
it—either the being so or the being scen, for she soon
spoke with an impatience that showed her as wounded,
an appearance that produced i himself, he no less
quickly felt, a sharp pang of mdulgence “ What
then do you wish me to risk ?

The appeal from danger touched him, but all to
make him, as he would have said, worse. “° What
I wish 1s to be loved How can I {feel at this rate
that Tam?” Oh, she understood him, for all she
mght so bravely disguise 1t, and that made hiun feel
straighter than if she hadn’t Deep, always, was
his sense of life with her—deep as 1t had been from
thc moment of those signs of lifc that n the dusky
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London of two winters ago they had ongmally
exchanged He had never taken her for unguarded,
1gnorant, weak , and 1if he put to her a claim for some
mtenser faith between them, this was because he
believed 1t could reach her and she could meetit. “ 1
can go on perhaps,” he said, ““ with help. But I
can’t go on without ”’

She looked away from him now, and 1t showed
him how <he understood.  “* We ought to be there—
I mean when they come out ”

“ They won’t come out—not yet. And I don’t
carc if they do.” To which he straightway added, as
if to deal with the charge of sclfishness that his
words, sounding for himself, struck him as enabling
her to make ‘' Why not have done with 1t all and
face the music as we are?” It broke from lhim
m perfect sincerity ¢ Good God, if you'd only
take me!”’

It brought her c¢yes round to him agam, and he
could scc how, after all, somewhere deep within, she
felt his rebellion more sweet than bitter  1Its effect
on her spirit and her sense was visibly to hold her an
mstant  “ We've gone too far,” she none the less
pulled hersclf together to reply ““ Do you want to
kill her ?

He had an hesitation that wasn’t all candid
“ Kill, you mean, Aunt Maud ? ”

“ You know whom I mcan We’ve told too many
lies ™

Oh, at this his head went up. ““ I, my dcar, have
told none ! ”’

He had brought 1t out with a sharpness that did
him good, but he had naturally, none the less, to take
the look 1t made her give him  “* Thank you very
much ”

Her expression, however, failed to check the words
that had already risen to his ips. * Rather than lay
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myself open to the least appearance of 1t I'll go this
very night.”

““ Then go,” said Kate Croy.

He knew after a little, while they walked on again
.together, that what was in the air for him, and dis-
concertingly, was not the violence, but much rather
the cold quietness, of the way this had come from
her They walked on together, and 1t was for a
minute as if their difference had become of a sudden,
in all truth, a split—as 1if the basis of his departure
had been settled. Then, incoherently and still more
suddenly, recklessly moreover, since they now might
easily, from under the arcades, be observed, he passed
his hand into her arm with a force that produced for
them another pause. ‘‘ I'll tell any lie you want, any
your 1dea requires, 1f you'll only come to me.”

* Come to you ? "’

“ Come to me.”

“How? Where?”

She spoke low, but there was somehow, for his
uncertainty, a wonder 1n her being so equal to him.
“To my rooms, which are perfectly possible, and mn
taking which, the other day, I had you, as you must
have felt, ;n view We can arrange 1t—with two
grains of courage. People 1n our case always arrange
1t She listened as for the good information, and
there was support for him—since 1t was a question
of his going step by step—in the way she took no
refuge in showing herself shocked. He had imn truth
not expected of her that particular vulganty, but the
absence of 1t only added the thrill of a deeper reason
to his sense of possibilities. For the knowledge of
what she was he had absolutely to see her now,
incapable of refuge, stand there for him 1n all the hight
of the day and of his admirable merciless meaning.
Her mere histening in fact made him even understand
himself as he hadn’t yet done. Idea for idea, his
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own was thus already, and 1n the germ, beautiful.
“ There’s nothing for me possible but to feel that I'm
not a fool. It’s all I have to say, but you must know
what 1t means. With you I can do 1t—1I'll go as far
as you demand or as you will yourself. Without you
—TI'll be hanged ! And I must be sure.”

She listened so well that she was really listening
after he had ceased to speak. He had kept his grasp
of her, drawing her close, and though they had again,
for the time, stopped walking, his talk—for others
at a distance—might have been, 1n the matchless
place, that of any impressed tourist to any shghtly
more detached companion. On possessing himself of
her arm he had made her turn, so that they faced
afresh to Saint Mark’s, over the great presence of
which his eyes moved while she twiddled her parasol.
She now, however, made a motion that confronted
them finally with the opposite end. Then only she
spoke—‘‘ Please take your hand out of my arm.”
He understood at once* she had made out 1n the
shade of the gallery the 1ssue of the others from their
place of purchase. So they went to them side by
side, and 1t was all right. The others had seen them
as well and waited for them, complacent enough,
under one of the arches. They themselves too—he
argued that Kate would argue—looked perfectly
ready, decently patient, properly accommodating.
They themselves suggested nothing worse—always
by Kate’'s system—than a pair of the children of a
supercivilised age making the best of an awkwardness.
They didn’t nevertheless hurry—that would overdo
1t ; so he had time to feel, as 1t were, what he felt.
He felt, ever so distinctly—it was with this he faced
Mrs Lowder—that he was already 1n a sense possessed
of what he wanted. There was more to come—
everything , he had by no means, with his companion,
had 1t all out. Yet what he was possessed of was
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real—the fact that she hadn’t thrown over his lucidity
the hornd shadow of cheap reprobation Of this
he had had so sore a fear that its bemg dispelled
was m 1tself of the nature of bliss. The danger
had dropped—it was behind him there mn the great
sunny space. So far she was good for what he
wanted.
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SHE was good enough, as 1t proved, for him to put
to her that evenming, and with further ground for
1t, the next sharpest question that had been on s
Lips 1 the mornmg—which his other preoccupation
had then, to his consciousness, crowded out s
opportunity was again made, as befell, by his learning
from Mrs Stringham, on arnving, as usual, with the
close of day, at the palace, that Milly must fail them
agamn at dinner, but would to all appearance be able
to come down later.  He had found Susan Shepherd
alone 1 the great saloon, where even more candles
than their friend’s large common allowance—she grew
daily more splendid, they were all struck with it
and chatfed her about 1t—lighted up the pervasive
mystery of Style  He had thus five minutes with the
good lady before Mrs Lowder and Kate appeared—
mmutes i1llumined indeed to a longer reach than by
the number of Milly’s candles.

“May she come down—ought she if she 1sn’t
really up to1t ? 7

He had asked that in the wonderment always
stirred 11 him by ghmpses—rare as were these—
of the mner truth about the girl  There was of course
a question of health—it was 1n the air, 1t was 1 the
ground he trod, mn the food he tasted, mm the sounds
he heard, 1t was everywhere. But 1t was everywhere
with the effect of a request to him—to his very
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delicacy, to the common discretion of others as well
as his own—that no allusion to 1t should be made.
There had practically been none, that morning, on
her explained non-appearance—the absence of 1t,
as we know, quite monstrous and awkward; and
this passage with Mrs. Stringham offered him his first
license to open his eyes. He had gladly cnough held
them closed , all the more that his doing so performed
for his own spirit a useful function If he positively
wanted not to be brought up with his nose against
Milly’s facts, what better proof could he have that his
conduct was marked by straightness ? It was per-
haps pathetic for her, and for himself was perhaps
even ridiculous, but he hadn’t even the amount of
curiosity that he would have had about an ordinary
friend He might have shaken himself at moments
to try, for a sort of dry decency, to have it ; but that
too, 1t appeared, wouldn’t come In what therefore
was the duplicity ? He was at least sure about his
feelings—it being so established that he had none
at all. They were all for Kate, without a feather’s
weight to spare He was acting for Kate—not, by
the dewviation of an inch, for her friend. He was
accordingly not interested, for had he been interested
he would have cared, and had he cared he would have
wanted to know. Had he wanted to know he wouldn’t
have been purely passive, and 1t was his pure passivity
that had to represent his dignity and his honour.
His dignity and his honour, at the same time, let us
add, fortunately fell short to-night of spoiling his Iittle
talk with Susan Shepherd. One glimpse—it was as
if she had wished to give him that ; and 1t was as 1if,
for himself, on current terms, he could oblige her by
accepting 1t. She not only permitted, she fairly
invited him to open his eyes ‘““ I'm so glad you're
here ”’ It was no answer to his question, but 1t had for
the moment to serve And the rest was fully to come.
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He smiled at her and presently found himself, as
a kind of consequence of communion with her, talking
her own language. “ It's a very wonderful experi-
ence.”’

““ Well ”—and her raised face shone up at him—
‘“ that’s all I want you to feel about 1t. If I weren’t
afraid,” she added, “ there are things I should like
to say to you.”

“ And what are you afraid of, please?”’ he en-
couragmgly asked.

“Of other things that I may possibly spoil.
Besides, I don’t, you know, seem to have the chance.
You're always, you know, weth her.”

He was strangely supported, 1t struck him, 1n his
fixed smile ; which was the more fixed as he felt 1n
these last words an exact description of his course.
It was an odd thing to have come to, but he was
always with her, ‘“ Ah,” he none the less smiled,
“ I'm not with her now.”

““No—and I'm so glad, since I get this from 1t.
She’s ever so much better ”’

“ Better ? Then she has been worse ? '

Mrs. Stringham waited.  ““ She has been marvellous
—that’s what she has been. She is marvellous. But
she’s really better.”

“Oh, then 1f she’s really better I’ But he
checked himself, wanting only to be easy about 1t
and above all not to appear engaged to the point of
mystification. ‘“ We shall miss her the more at
dinner.”

Susan Shepherd, however, was all there for him.
““ She’s keeping herself. Youll see. You'll not
really need to miss anything. There’s to be a httle
party ”’

“ Ah, I do see—by this aggravated grandeur.”

“ Well, 1t ss lovely, 1sn’t 1t ? I want the whole
thing. She’s lodged for the first time as she ought,
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from her type, to be ; and doing 1t—I mean bringing
out all the glory of the place—makes her really happy.
It’s a Veronese picture, as near as can be—with me
as the mncvitable dwarf, the small blackamoor, put
mto a corner of the foreground for cffect If T only
had a hawk or a hound or something of that sort I
should do the scene more honour. The old house-
keeper, the woman in charge here, has a big red
cockatoo that I might borrow and perch on my thumb
for the evening ” These explanations and sundry
others Mrs. Stringham gave, though not all with the
result of making lhum feel that the picture closed him
i What part was there for Jum, with his attitude
that lacked the highest style, mm a composition n
which everything else would have 1t > They won't,
however, be at dinner, the few people she expects—
they come round afterwards from their respective
hotels ; and Sir Luke Strett and his niece, the principal
ones, will have arrived from London but an hour or
two ago It’s for /fum she has wanted to do some-
thing—to let 1t begin at once We shall sce more
of him, because she hkes him, and I'm so glad—
she’ll be glad too—-that youw're to scc him.” The
good lady, in connexion with 1t, was urgent, was
almost unnaturally bright. ““So I greatly hope—--1"’
But her hope fairly lost 1tself in the wide light of her
cheer.

He considered a hittle this appearance, while she
let him, he thought, into still more knowledge than
she uttered. ‘* What 1s 1t you hope "

“ Well, that you’ll stay on ”

“Do you mean after dinner ?”’ She meant, he
seemed to feel, so much that he could scarce tell where
1t ended or began.

“ Oh that, of course. Why, we're to have music
—beautiful instruments and songs, and not Tasso
declaimed as 1n the guide-books either. She has
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arranged 1t—or at least I have That1s, Eugenio has
Besides, you're 1n the picture.”

“Oh—I " said Densher almost with the gravity
of a real protest

“You'll be the grand young man who surpasses
the others and holds up his head and the wine-cup
What we hope,” Mrs Stringham pursued, ““1s that
you’ll be faithful to us—that you’ve not come for a
mere foolish few days.”

Densher’s more private and particular shabby
realities turned, without comfort, he was conscious,
at this touch, i the artificial repose he had m his
anxicty about them but half-managed to induce
The way smooth ladies, travelling for their pleasure
and housed 1n Veronese pictures, talked to plamn
embarrassed working - men, engaged mm an unpre-
cedented sacrifice of time and of the opportunity
for modest acquisition! The things thev took for
granted and the general musery of explaiming ! He
couldn’t tell them how he had tried to work, how 1t
was partly what he had moved into rooms for, only
to find himself, almost for the first time 1 his life,
stricken and sterile , because that would give them a
false view of the source of his restlessness, 1f not of
the degree of it It would operate, indirectly perhaps,
but infallibly, to add to that weight as of expected
performance which these very moments with Mrs
Stringham caused more and more to scttle on his
heart. He had incurred 1t, the expectation of per-
formance , the thing was done, and there was no use
talking, again, again the cold breath of 1t was 1n the
air So there he was And at best he floundered.
“I'm afraid you won’t understand when I say I've very
tiresome things to consider. Botherations, necessities
at home. The pinch, the pressure in London.”

But she understood 1n perfection ; she rose to the
pinch and the pressure and showed how they had been
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her own very element. ‘‘ Oh, the daily task and the
daily wage, the golden guerdon or reward > No one
knows better than I how they haunt one in the flight
of the precious deceiving days  Aren’t they just what
I myself have given up ? I've given up all to follow
her. 1 wish you could feel as I do  And can’t you,”
she asked,  write about Venice ? "

He very nearly wished, for the minute, that he
could feel as she did, and he smiled for her kindly.
“ Do yowu write about Venice ?

‘“No; but I would—oh, wouldn’t I ?—if I hadn’t
so completely given up. She’s, you know, my
princess, and to one’s princess——"’

‘ One makes the whole sacrifice ? ”

“ Precisely. There you are!”

It pressed on him with this that never had a man
been 1n so many places at once. *‘ I quite understand
that she’s yours. Only you see she’s not mme ~” He
felt he could somehow, for honesty, risk that, as he
had the moral certainty she wouldn’t repeat 1t and
least of all to Mrs. Lowder, who would find in 1t a
disturbing implication. This was part of what he
hiked 1n the good lady, that she didn’t repeat, and also
that she gave him a delicate sense of her shyly wishing
him toknow1t. That wasin itself a hint of possibilities
between them, of a relation, beneficent and elastic for
him, which wouldn’t engage him further than he
could see. Yet even as he afresh made this out he
felt how strange 1t all was. She wanted, Susan
Shepherd then, as appeared, the same thing Kate
wanted, only wanted 1t, as still further appeared, 1n so
different a way and from a motive so different, even
though scarce less deep. Then Mrs Lowder wanted,
by so odd an evolution of her exuberance, exactly
what each of the others did; and he was between
them all, he was in the midst. Such perceptions made
occasions—well, occasions for fairly wondering if 1t
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mightn’t be best just to consent, luxuriously, to be
the ass the whole thing involved. Trying not to be
and yet keeping 1n 1t was of the two things the more
asmine. He was glad there was no male witness ; 1t
was a circle of petticoats; he shouldn’t have hked a
man to see him. He only had for a moment a sharp
thought of Sir Luke Strett, the great master of the
knife whom Kate in London had spoken of Milly as in
commerce with, and whose renewed intervention at
such a distance, just announced to him, required some
accounting for. He had a wvision of great London
surgeons—1f this one was a surgeon—as 1ncisive all
round ; so that he should perhaps after all not wholly
escape the 1ronic attention of his own sex. The most
he might be able to do was not to care ; while he was
trying not to he could take that in. It was a train,
however, that brought up the vision of Lord Mark as
well. Lord Mark had caught him twice 1n the fact—
the fact of his absurd posture; and that made a
second male. But 1t was comparatively casy not to
mind Lord Mark.

His companion had before this taken him up, and
in a tone to confirm her discretion, on the matter of
Miully’s not being his princess. ‘‘ Of course she’s not.
You must do something first.”

Densher gave 1t his thought. ‘ Wouldn’t 1t be
rather she who must ? ”’

It had more than he intended the effect of bringing
her to astand. ‘“Isee. Nodoubt, if one takes 1t so.”
Her cheer was for the time 1n eclipse, and she looked
over the place, avoiding his eyes, as 1n the wonder of
what Milly could do. “ And yet she has wanted to
be kind.”

It made him on the spot feel a brute.  *“ Of course
she has. No one could be more charming. She has
trcated me as if I were somebody. Call her my
hostess as I’ve never had nor imagined a hostess, and
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I'm with you altogether Of course,” he added
the nght spint for her, “I do see that it’s quite
court hfe ”

She promptly showed how this was almost all she
wanted of him  “ That’s all T mean, 1if you under-
stand 1t of such a court as never was onc of the
courts of heaven, the court of a reigning seraph, a sort
of a vice-queen of an angel  That will do perfectly

“ Oh, well, then I grant 1t Only court Ife as
a general thing, you know,” he observed, “1sn’t
supposed to pay.”

“ Yes, one has read ; but this 1s beyond any book.
That’s just the beauty here; 1t’s why she’s the great
and only princess  With her, at her court,” said Mrs
Stringham, *“ 1t does pay ”  Then as if she had quite
scttled 1t for him : * You'll sce for yoursclf

He waited a moment, but said nothing to dis-
courage her 1 think you wecre right just now.
One must do something first ”

“ Well, you've done something ”’

“ No—I don’t see that. I can do more ”

Oh well, she seemed to say, 1f he would have 1t so !
“You can do everything, you know.”

“ Everything " was rather too much for him to
take up gravely, and he modestly let 1t alone, speaking
the next moment, to avert fatuity, of a different but
a related matter. ‘ Why has she sent for Sir Luke
Strett 1if, as you tell me, she’s so much better ?

“She hasn’t sent  He has come of himself,”
Mrs Stringham explamned. ‘“ He has wanted to
come.”

“Isn’t that rather worse, then—if 1t means he
mavn’t be casy ? "

“ He was comimng, from the first, for Ius holiday.
She has known that these several weeks.”  After which
Mrs Stringham added “ You can make him easy

*““Ican ? " hecandidly wondered. It was truly the
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circle of petticoats.  ““ What have I to do with it for
a man hike that ? ”’

“How do you know,” said his friend, *“ what he’s
Iike ?  He’s not like any one you've ever scen. He’s
a great beneficent being ™

“ Ah, then he can do without me  I've no call, as
an outsider, to meddle ”

“Tdl him, all the same,” Mrs Stringham urged,
“ what you think ”

“ What I think of Miss Theale?”  Densher stared
It was, as they said, a large order. But he found the
right note  ** It’s none of his business

It did seem a moment for Mrs Stringham too the
right note.  She fixed him at least with an expression
still bright, but secarching, that showed almost to
excess what she saw 1t , though what this nught be
he was not to make out till afterwards  *“ Say that to
him, then  Anything will do for him as a means of
getting at you ”

“ And why should he get at me ? 7

“Give lnm a chance to  Let him talk to you.
Then you'll see ”

All of which, on Mrs Stringham'’s part, sharpened
his sense of immersion in an clement rather more
strangely than agrecably warm—a sense that was
morcover, during the next two or three hours, to be
fed to saticty by several other impressions. Milly
came down after dinner, half a dozen friends—objects
of interest mainly, 1t appeared, to the ladies of
Lancaster Gate—having by that time arnved, and
with this call on her attention, the further call of her
musicians ushered by Eugenio, but personally and
scparatcly welcomed, and the supreme opportunity
offered 1n the arnval of the great doctor, who came
last of all, he felt her diffuse in wide warm waves the
spell of a general, a beatific mildness.  There was a
deeper depth of 1t, doubtless, for some than for others ;
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what he 1n particular knew of 1t was that he seemed
to stand 1n 1t up to his neck He moved about 1n 1t
and 1t made no plash ; he floated, he noiselessly swam
n 1t, and they were all together, for that matter, like
fishes 1 a crystal pool. The effect of the place, the
beauty of the scene, had probably much to do with 1t ;
the golden grace of the high rooms, chambers of art in
themselves, took care, as an influence, of the general
manner, and made people bland without making
them solemn They were only people, as Mrs.
Stringham had said, staying for the week or two at
the inns, people who during the day had fingered
their Baedekers, gaped at their frescoes and differed,
over fractions of francs, with their gondoliers. But
Milly, let loose among them in a wonderful white
dress, brought them somehow into relation with some-
thing that made them more finely gemal ; so that if
the Veronese picture of which he had talked with Mrs.
Stringham was not quite constituted, the comparative
prose of the previous hours, the traces of insensibility
qualified by ‘ beating down,” were at last almost
nobly disowned There was perhaps something for
him 1n the accident of his seeing her for the first time
in white, but she hadn’t yet had occasion—circulating
with a clearness ntensified—to strike him as so
happily pervasive. She was different, younger, fairer,
with the colour of her braided hair more than ever
a not altogether lucky challenge to attention; yet
he was loth wholly to explamn it by her having
quitted this once, for some obscure yet doubtless
charming reason, her almost monastic, her hitherto
inveterate black. Much as the change did for the
value of her presence, she had never yet, when all was
said, made it for Asm , and he was not to fail of the
further amusement of judging her determined in the
matter by Sir Luke Strett’s visit. If he could 1n this
connexion have felt jealous of Sir Luke Strett, whose
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strong face and type, less assimilated by the scene
perhaps than any others, he was anon to study from
the other side of the saloon, that would doubtless
have been most amusing of all. But he couldn’t be
mvidious, even to profit by so high a tide, he felt
himself too much “1n " 1t, as he might have said :
a moment’s reflexion put him more 1n than any one
The way Milly neglected him for other cares while
Kate and Mrs. Lowder, without so much as the
attenuation of a joke, mtroduced him to Enghsh
ladies—that was 1tself a proof ; for nothing really of
so close a communion had up to this time passed
between them as the single bright look and the three
gay words (all ostensibly of the last lightness) with
which her confessed consciousness brushed by him.
She was acquitting herself to-night as hostess, he
could see, under some supreme 1dea, an mspiration
which was half her nerves and half an inevitable
harmony ; but what he especially recognised was the
character that had already several times broken out
in her and that she so oddly appeared able, by choice
or by mstinctive affinity, to keep down or to display.
She was the American girl as he had origimally found
her—found her at certain moments, 1t was true, mn
New York, more than at certain others ; she was the
American girl as, still more than then, he had seen
her on the day of her mecting him in London and 1n
Kate’s company It affected him as a large though
queer social resource in her—such as a man, for
mstance, to his diminution, would never 1n the world
be able to command ; and he wouldn’t have known
whether to see 1t 1n an extension or a contraction of
‘ personality,” taking 1t as he did most directly for a
confounding extension of surface. Clearly too 1t was
the right thing this evening all round : that came out
for him 1n a word from Kate as she approached him to
wreak on him a sccond introduction. He had under
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cover of the music melted away from the lady toward
whom she had first pushed him ; and there was some-
thing 1n her to affect him as telling evasively a tale of
their talk 1n the Piazza. To what did she want to
coerce him as a form of penalty for what he had done
to her there ? It was thus m contact uppermost for
him that he had done something , not only caused her
perfect intelligence to act 1n his intercst, but left her
unable to get away, by any mere private effort, from
his mattackable logic. With him thus in presence,
and near him—and 1t had been as unmistakable
through dinner—there was no getting away for her
at all, there was less of 1t than ever : so she could only
erther deal with the question straight, either frankly
yield or meffectually struggle or msincerely argue, or
clse merely express herself by following up the
advantage she did possess It was part of that
advantage for the hour—a brnef fallacious makeweight
to his pressure—that there were plenty of things left
in which he must fcel her will  They only told him,
these indications, how much she was, 1 such close
quarters, feeling his ; and 1t was enough for him again
that her very aspect, as great a variation n 1ts way as
Milly’s own, gave him back the sense of his action.
It had never yet in life been granted him to know,
almost materially to taste, as he could do m these
minutes, the state of what was vulgarly called conquest
He had Iived long enough to have been on occasion
““ liked,” but 1t had never begun to be allowed him to
be liked to any such tune in any such quarter. It
was a liking greater than Milly’s—or 1t would be:
he felt 1t in him to answer for that. So at all events
he read the case while he noted that Kate was some-
how—for Kate-—wanting in lustre. As a striking
young presence she was practically superseded ; of
the muldness that Milly diffused she had assimilated
all her share; she might fairly have been dressed
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to-might m the hittle black frock, superficially m-
distinguishable, that Milly had lad aside  This
represented, he perceived, the opposite pole from such
an effect as that of her wonderful entrance, under her
aunt’s eyes—he had ncver forgotten it—the day of
their younger friend’s failure at Lancaster Gate  She
was, 1n her accepted effacement—it was actually her
acceptance that made the beauty and repaired the
damage—under her aunt’s eyes now , but whose eyes
were not effectually preoccupied ? It struck him
none the less certainly that almost the first thing she
said to him showed an exquisite attempt to appear if
not unconvinced at least self-possessed.

“ Don’t you think her good enough now ?

Almost heedless of the danger of overt freedoms,
she eyed Milly from where they stood, noted her m
renewed talk, over her further wishes, with the
members of her little orchestra, who had approached
her with demonstrations of deference enlivencd by
native humours—things quite m the hne of old
Venetian comedy. The girl’s 1dea of music had been
happy—a real solvent of shyness, yet not drastic,
thanks to the intermussions, discretions, a general
habit of mercy to gathered barbarians, that reflected
the good manners of 1ts interpreters, representatives
though thesc might be but of the order in which taste
was natural and melody rank It was easy at all
events to answer Kate ‘“Ah my dear, you know
how good I think her ! ”

‘““ But she’s foo nice,” Kate returned with apprecia-
tion “ Everything suits her so—especially her
pearls. They go so with her old lace I’ll trouble
you really to look at them ” Densher, though aware
he had seen them before, had perhaps not ““ really
looked at them, and had thus not done justice to the
embodied poetry—his mind, for Milly’s aspects,
kept coming back to that—which owed them part
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of 1ts style. Kate’s face, as she considered them,
struck him : the long, priceless chamn, wound twice
round the neck, hung, heavy and pure, down the front
of the wearer’s breast—so far down that Milly’s
trick, evidently unconscious, of holding and vaguely
fingering and entwining a part of 1t, conduced
presumably to convenience. ‘‘ She’s a dove,” Kate
went on, “ and one somehow doesn’t think of doves
as bejewelled. Yet they suit her down to the ground.”

“ Yes—down to the ground 1s the word.” Densher
saw now how they surted her, but was perhaps still
more aware of something intense in his companion’s
feeling about them. Milly was indeed a dove;
this was the figure, though 1t most applied to her
spirit.  Yet he knew 1n a moment that Kate was just
now, for reasons hidden from him, exceptionally
under the impression of that element of wealth in her
which was a power, which was a great power, and
which was dove-like only so far as one remembered
that doves have wings and wondrous flights, have
them as well as tender tints and soft sounds. It even
came to him dimly that such wings could in a given
case—had, truly, i the case with which he was
concerned—spread themselves for protection. Hadn't
they, for that matter, lately taken an inordinate
rcach, and weren’t Kate and Mrs. Lowder, weren't
Susan Shepherd and he, wasn’t ke 1n particular,
nesthng under them to a great increase of immediate
easc ? All this was a brighter blur in the general
hght, out of which he heard Kate presently going on.

‘“ Pearls have such a magic that they suit every
one.”

“ They would uncommonly suit you,” he frankly
returned.

“ Oh yes, I see myself ! ”

As she saw herself, suddenly, he saw her—she
would have been splendid, and with 1t he felt more
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what she was thinking of. Milly’s royal ornament
had—under pressure now not wholly occult—taken
on the character of a symbol of differences, differences
of which the vision was actually mm Kate’s face It
mght have been 1n her face too that, well as she
certainly would look 1n pearls, pearls were exactly
what Merton Densher would never be able to give
her. Wasn’t that the great difference that Milly
to-mght symbolised ?  She unconsciously represented
to Kate, and Kate took 1t 1n at every pore, that there
was nobody with whom she had less 1n common than
a remarkably handsome girl married to a man unable
to make her on any such lines as that the least little
present. Of these absurdities, however, 1t was not
tll afterwards that Densher thought. He could think
now, to any purpose, only of what Mrs. Stringham
had said to him before dinner. He could but come
back to his friend’s question of a minute ago. ‘‘ She’s
certainly good enough, as you call 1t, 1n the sense that
I’'m assured she’s better. Mrs. Stringham, an hour
or two since, was 1n great feather to me about 1t
She evidently believes her better.”

“ Well, 1f they choose to call 1t so——"!"

“ And what do you call it—as against them ? ”

“Idon’t call 1t anything to any one but you. I'm
not ‘agamst’ them!” Kate added as with just a
fresh breath of impatience for all he had to be taught.

“ That’s what I'm talking about,” he said. *“ What
do you call it to me ?

It made her wait a Iittle. “ She 1sn’t better.
She’s worse. But that has nothing to do with 1t.”

““ Nothing to do ? ” He wondered.

But she was clear. ‘ Nothing to do with wus.
Except of course that we're domg our best for her.
We'’re making her want to live.” And Kate again
watched her. ‘ To-night she does want to hve.”
She spoke with a kindness that had the strange

197



THE ‘WINGS OF THE DOVE

property of striking him as inconsequent—so much,
and doubtless so unjustly, had all her clearness been
an mmplication of the hard. * It’s wonderful. It’s
beautiful.”

" It’s beautiful indeed.”

He hated somehow the helplessness of his own
note ; but she had given 1t no heed. ‘* She’s doing
1t for ~1m ’"—and she nodded 1n the direction of Milly’s
medical visitor. “ She wants to be for him at her
best.  But she can’t deceive him.”

Densher had been looking too, which made him
say i a moment : ‘“ And do you think yow can? 1
mean, If he’s to be with us here, about your sentiments.
If Aunt Maud’s so thick with him 1

Aunt Maud now occupied mn fact a place at his
side and was visibly doing her best to entertain him,
though this failed to prevent such a direction of his
own cyes—determmed, mn the way such things
happen, preciscly by the attention of the others—as
Densher became aware of and as Kate promptly
marked. ‘‘ He’s looking at you. Hec wants to speak
to you "’

“So Mrs Stringham,” the young man laughed,
““adwvised me he would ”’

“Then let him. Be nght with him. I don’t
need,” Kate went on m answer to the previous
question, ‘““to decetve him Aunt Maud, if 1t’s
necessary, will do that. I mean that, knowing nothing
about me, he can see me only as she sees me.  She sees
me now so well. He has nothing to do with me.”

“ Except to reprobate you,” Densher suggested.

“For not carng for you? Perfectly. As a
brilhant young man driven by 1t mto your relation
with Milly—as all ¢hat I leave you to him.”

“ Well,” saxd Densher sincerely enough, “I think
I can thank you for leaving me to some one easier
perhaps with me than yourself.”
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She had been looking about again meanwhile, the
lady having changed her place, for the friend of Mrs.
Lowder’s to whom she had spoken of introducing
him. ‘“ All the more reason why I should commt
you then to Lady Wells.”

“Oh but wait.” It was not only that he dis-
tingwished Lady Wells from afar, that she imnspired
him with no eagerness, and that, somewhere at the
back of his head, he was fairly aware of the question,
m germ, of whether this was the kind of person he
should be mvolved with when they were married. It
was furthermore that the consciousness of something
he had not got from Kate in the morning, and that
logically much concerned him, had been made more
keen by these very moments—to say nothing of
the consclousness that, with their general smallness
of opportunity, he must squeeze each stray mstant
hard. If Aunt Maud, over there with Sir Luke,
noted him as a hittle “ attentive,” that might pass for
a futile demonstration on the part of a gentleman who
had to confess to having, not very gracefully, changed
his mind. Besides, just now, he didn’t carc for Aunt
Maud except 1 so far as he was immediately to show.
“How can Mrs Lowder think me disposed of with
any finality, if I'm disposed of only to a girl who’s
dymmg ? If you're right about that, about the
state of the case, you're wrong about Mrs. Lowder’s
being squared. If Milly, as you say,” he luadly
pursued, ““can’t deceive a great surgeon, or what-
ever, the great surgeon won’t deceive other people
not those, that 1s, who are closely concerned He
won't at any rate deceive Mrs. Stringham, who’s
Milly’s greatest friend; and 1t will be very odd
if Mrs. Stringham deceives Aunt Maud, who'’s her
own.” ,

Kate showed him at this the cold glow of an ide-
that really was worth his having kept her for.  “ Wt
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will 1t be odd ? I marvel at your seemng your way so
hittle.”

Mere curiosity even, about his companion, had
now for him 1ts quick, 1ts shightly quaking intensities.
He had compared her once, we know, to a ““new
book,” an uncut volume of the highest, the rarest
quality ; and his emotion (to justify that) was again
and again like the thrill of turning the page. “ Well,
you know how deeply I marvel at the way you scc
lt ' »

“ It doesn’t i the least follow,” Kate went on,
‘“that anything m the nature of what you call
deception on Mrs. Stringham’s part will be what you
call odd. Why shouldn’t she hide the truth ?

“From Mrs. Lowder ? 7’ Densher stared. “ Why
should she ? ”

““ To please you.”

““ And how 1 the world can 1t please me ? ”’

Kate turned her head away as if really at last
almost tired of his density. But she looked at him
agam as she spoke. ‘ Well then to pleasc Milly.”
And before he could question - ““ Don’t you fecl by
this time that there’s nothing Susan Shepherd won't
do for you ? ”’

He had venly after an imstant to take it in, so
sharply it corresponded with the good lady’s recent
reception of him. It was queerer than anything again,
the way they all came together round him  But that
was an old story, and Kate’s multiplied hights led him
on and on. It was with a reserve, however, that he
confessed this. ‘“ She’s ever so kind. Only her
view of the nght thing may not be the same as
yours.”

“ How can 1t be anything different if 1t’s the view
of serving you ? ”’

Densher for an instant, but only for an instant,

mg fire. “ Oh the difficulty is that I don’t, upon
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my honour, even yet quite make out how yours does
serve me.”’

““ It helps you—put 1t then,” said Kate very simply
—"“ to serve me. It gains you time.”

* Time for what ? ”

“TFor everything!” She spoke at first, once
more, with impatience ; then as usual she qualified.
“ For anything that may happen ”

Densher had a smule, but he felt 1t himself as
strammed ““ You’re cryptic, love ! ”

It made her keep her eyes on him, and he could
thus sce that, by one of those incalculable motions n
her without which she wouldn’t have been a quarter
so mteresting, they half-filled with tears from some
source he had too roughly touched. “I'm taking a
trouble for you I never dreamed I should take for
any human creature ”’

Oh 1t went home, making him flush for 1t ; yet he
soon enough felt his reply on his lips. “ Well, 1sn’t
my whole mnsistence to you now that I can conjurc
trouble away ? ” And he let 1t, his insistence, come
out again, 1t had so constantly had, all the week,
but 1ts step or two to make. “ There need be nonc
whatever between us. There need be nothing but
our sense of each other.”

It had only the effect at first that her eyes grew
dry while she took up again one of the so numerous
Iinks 1n her close chamn. “ You can tell her anything
you like, anything whatever.”

“ Mrs. Stringham ? I Aave nothing to tell her.”

‘“ You can tell her about #s. I mean,”” she wonder-
fully pursued, ““ that you do still like me.”

It was indeed so wonderful that it amused him.
““ Only not that you still hike me.”

She let his amusement pass. ‘‘I'm absolutely
certain she wouldn’t repeat it.”

“Iseec. To Aunt Maud ”
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“ You don’t quite see. Nerther to Aunt Maud nor
to any one else.” Kate then, he saw, was always
seemg Milly much more, after all, than he was; and
she showed 1t agamn as she went on. “ There,
accordingly, 1s your time.”

She did at last make him think, and 1t was fairly
as 1f hight broke, though not quite all at once. “ You
must let me say I do sce. Time for something mn
parttcular that I understand you regard as possible.
Time too that, I further understand, 1s time for you
as well.”

“ Time 1indeed for me as well.” And encouraged
visibly by his glow of concentration, she looked at
him as through the air she had painfully made clear.
Yet she was still on her guard. “ Don’t think, how-
ever, I'll do all the work for you. If you want things
named you must name them.”

He had quite, within the minute, been turning
names over ; and there was only one, which at last
stared at him there dreadful, that properly fitted.
““ Since she’s to die I'm to marry her ?

It struck him even at the moment as fine in her
that she met 1t with no wincing nor mimncing She
might for the grace of silence, for favour to therr
conditions, have only answered him with her eyes.
But her lhips bravely moved. ‘“ To marry her.”

“ So that when her death has taken place I shall
in the natural course have money ? "

It was before him enough now, and he had nothing
more to ask; he had only to turn, on the spot,
considerably cold with the thought that all along—to
his stupidity, his timidity—it had been, 1t had been
only, what she meant. Now that he was in possession
moreover she couldn’t forbear, strangely enough, to
pronounce the words she hadn’t pronounced . they
broke through her controlled and colourless voice as
if she should be ashamed, to the very end, to have

202



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

flinched. “ You’ll in the natural course have money.
We shall 1n the natural course be free.”

‘“ Oh, oh, oh ! " Densher softly murmured.

“Yes, yes, yes.”” But she broke off. ‘“ Come to
Lady Wells.”

Henever budged—there was too much else.  “I'm
to propose 1t then—marriage—on the spot ? ”’

There was no 1ronic sound he needed to give 1t ;
the more simply he spoke the more he seemed 1ronic
But she remained consummatcly proof. * Oh I can’t
go mto that with you, and from the moment you don’t
wash your hands of me I don’t think you ought to
ask me. You must act as you like and as you can.”

He thought agamn. “I'm far—as I sufficiently
showed you this morming—from washing my hands
of you.”

“Then,” said Kate, ““ 1t’s all nght ”

“All nght?” His eagerness flamed. “ You'll
come ?

But he had had to sce in a moment that 1t wasn’t
what she meant ‘ You'll have a free hand, a clear
field, a chance—well, quite 1deal.”

“ Your descriptions "—her ““1deal” was such a
touch —*“ are prodigious. And what I don’t make
out 1s how, caring for me, you can like 1t ”

“I don’t like 1t, but I'm a person, thank goodness,
who can do what I don’t Iike.”

It wasn’t t1ll afterwards that, going back to 1t, he
was to rcad imnto this speech a kind of heroic ring, a
note of character that belittled his own 1ncapacity for
action. Yet he saw indeed even at the time the
greatness of knowing so well what one wanted. At
the time too, moreover, he next reflected that he after
all knew what e did. But something else on his
hips was uppermost. ““ What I don’t make out then
1s how you can even bear 1t.”

“ Well, when you know me better you'll find out
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how much I can bear.” And she went on before he
could take up, as 1t were, her too many implications.
That 1t was left to him to know her, spiritually,
“better *’ after his long sacrifice to knowledge—this
for instance was a truth he hadn’t been ready to
receive so full in the face. She had mystified him
enough, heaven knew, but that was rather by his own
generosity than by hers. And what, with 1t, did she
seem to suggest she might ncur at his hands? In
spite of these questions she was carrying him on.
“ All you’ll have to do will be to stay.”

“ And proceed to my business under your eyes ?

“ Oh dear no—we shall go.”

““Go?’ " he wondered. ‘“Go when, go where? ”’

“In a day or two—straight home. Aunt Maud
wishes 1t now.”

It gave him all he could take in to think of. “‘ Then
what becomes of Miss Theale ?

“ What I tell you. She stays on, and you stay
with her.”

He stared. “ All alone? ”

She had a smile that was apparently for his tone
“ You’re old enough—with plenty of Mrs Stringham.”

Nothing might have been so odd for him now,
could he have measured 1t, as his being able to feel,
quite while he drew from her these successive cues,
that he was essentially “ seeing what she would say ”’
—an instinct compatible for him therefore with that
absence of a need to know her better to which she had
a moment before done injustice. If 1t hadn’t been
appearing to him in gleams that she would somewhere
break down, he probably couldn’t have gone on.
Still, as she wasn’t breaking down there was nothing
for him but to continue. ‘““Is your going Mrs.
Lowder’s idea ?

“Very much indeed. Of course again you see
what 1t does for us. And I don’t,” she added, * refer
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only to our gomng, but to Aunt Maud’s view of the
general propriety of 1t.”

“1I see again, as you say,” Densher said after a
moment. ‘It makes everything fit.”

“ Everything.”

The word, for a little, held the air, and he might
have seemed the while to be looking, by no means
dimly now, at all 1t stood for. But he had in fact
been looking at something else. “‘ You leave her here
then to die ?

““ Ah she believes she won’t die. Not 1if you stay.
I mean,” Kate explained, “ Aunt Maud believes.”

“ And that’s all that’s necessary ?

Still indeed she didn’t break down. ‘ Didn’t we
long ago agree that what she believes 1s the principal
thing for us ? ”

He recalled 1t, under her eyes, but 1t came as from
long ago. “Oh yes. I can’t deny 1t.”” Then he
added : “ So that if I sta "

“ It won’t ”—she was prompt—* be our fault.”

“ If Mrs. Lowder still, you mean, suspects us ? ”

““ If she still suspects us. But she won’t.”

Kate gave 1t an emphasis that mght have appeared
to leave him nothing more , and he might 1n fact well
have found nothing if he hadn’t presently found :
“ But what 1if she doesn’t accept me ?

It produced 1n her a look of weariness that made
the patience of her tone the next moment touch him.
“You can but try.”

““ Naturally I can but try. Only, you see, one has
to try a little hard to propose to a dying girl.”

“She isn’t for you as if she’s dymg.” It had
determined 1n Kate the flash of justesse he could
perhaps most, on consideration, have admired, since
her retort touched the truth. There before him was
the fact of how Milly to-night impressed him, and his
companion, with her eyes 1n his own and pursuing his
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mmpression to the depths of them, hiterally now perched
on the fact in trrumph  She turned her head to where
their friend was again 1 range, and 1t made him turn
his, so that they watched a minute 1n concert. Milly,
from the other side, happened at the moment to
notice them, and she sent across toward them in
response all the candour of her smile, the lustre of her
pearls, the value of her life, the essence of her wealth.
It brought them together agamn with faces made
fairly grave by the reality she put into their plan.
Kate herself grew a little pale for 1t, and they had for
a tume only a silence. The music, however, gay and
vociferous, had broken out afresh and protected more
than mnterrupted them. When Densher at last spoke
1t was under cover.

“ I might stay, you know, without tryng.”

“ Oh to stay s to try "’

“ To have for herself, you mean, the appearance
ofit?”

“T don’t see how you can have the appearance
more "’

Densher waited. ““ You think 1t then possible she
may offer marriage ? "’

“1I can’t think—if you really want to know—
what she may »ot offer | ”

“In the manner of princesses, who do such
things »

“ In any manner you like  So be prepared.”

Well, he looked as if he almost were. ‘It will be
for me then to accept. But that’s the way 1t must
come.”

Kate’s silence, so far, let 1t pass ; but she presently
said *© “ You'll, on your honour, stay then * ”

His answer made her wait, but when 1t came it

was distinct.  * Without you, you mean ?
“ Without us.”
“ And you yourselves go at latest——? "’
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“ Not later than Thursday.”

It made three days. ““ Well,” he said, * I'll stay,
on my honour, if you'll come to me. On your
honour ”’

Again, as before, this made her momentarily rigid,
with a rigour out of which, at a loss, she vaguely cast
about her. Her rigour was more to him, nevertheless,
than all her readiness; for her rcadiness was the
woman herself, and this other thing a mask, a stop-
gap and a ‘“dodge.” She cast about, however, as
happened, and not for the instant in vain. Her eyes,
turned over the room, caught at a pretext. ‘‘ Lady
Wells 1s tired of waiting : she’s coming—see—to us.”

Densher saw 1n fact, but there was a distance for
their visitor to cross, and he still had time. “* If you
decline to understand me I wholly decline to under-
stand you. I'll do nothing.”

“ Nothing ? It was as 1f she tried for the minute
to plead.

“T'll do nothing. T'll go off before you. I'll go
to-morrow ”’

He was to have afterwards the sense of her having
then, as the phrase was—and for vulgar triumphs
too—seen he mecant 1t. She looked agamn at Lady
Wells, who was ncarer, but she quickly came back.
“ And 1f I do understand ?

“T'll do everything.”

She found anecw a pretext in her approaching
friend © he was fairly playing with her pride He
had never, he then knew, tasted, in all his relation
with her, of anything so sharp—too sharp for mere
sweetness—as the wvividness with which he saw
himself master in the conflict.  “ Well, I understand

“ On your honour ?

“ On my honour.”

“You’'ll come?”

“Tll come.”
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It was after they had gone that he truly felt the
difference, which was most to be felt moreover in his
faded old rooms. He had recovered from the first
a part of his attachment to this scene of contemplation,
within sight, as 1t was, of the Rialto bridge, on the
hither side of that arch of associations and the left
gomng up the Canal; he had seen it 1n a particular
hght, to which, more and more, his mind and his
hands adjusted 1t; but the interest the place now
wore for him had risen at a bound, becoming a force
that, on the spot, completely engaged and absorbed
him, and rehef from which—if relief was the name—
he could find only by getting away and out of reach.
What had come to pass within his walls lingered there
as an obsession importunate to all his senses; it
lived again, as a cluster of pleasant memories, at every
hour and 1n every object; it made everything but
1tself irrelevant and tasteless. It remained, in a word,
a conscrous watchful presence, active on its own side,
for ever to be reckoned with, in face of which the
effort at detachment was scarcely less futile than
frivolous. Kate had come to him ; 1t was only once—
and this not from any failure of their nced, but from
such impossibilities, for bravery alike and for subtlety,
as there was at the last no blinking; yet she had
come, that once, to stay, as people called 1t ; and what
survived of her, what reminded and insisted, was
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something he couldn’t have banished 1f he had wished.
Luckily he didn’t wish, even though there might be
for a man almost a shade of the awful 1n so unqualified
a consequence of his act. It had simply worked, his
1dea, the 1dea he had made her accept ; and all erect
before him, really covering the ground as far as he
could see, was the fact of the gained success that this
represented. It was, otherwise, but the fact of the
1dea as directly applied, as converted from a luminous
conception 1nto an historic truth. He had known 1t
before but as desired and urged, as convincingly
msisted on for the help 1t would render; so that at
present, with the help rendered, 1t seemed to acknow-
ledge 1ts office and to set up, for memory and faith,
an msistence of 1its own. He had 1n fine judged his
friend’s pledge 1n advance as an inestimable value,
and what he must now know his case for was that of
a possession of the value to the full.  'Wasn’t 1t perhaps
even rather the value that possessed Awm, kept him
thinking of 1t and waiting on 1t, turning round and
round 1t and making sure of 1t again from this side
and that ?

It played for him—certainly in this prime after-
glow—the part of a treasure kept at home 1n safety
and sanctity, something he was sure of finding 1n 1ts
place when, with each return, he worked his heavy
old key in the lock. The door had but to open for
him to be with 1t again and for 1t to be all there, so
mtensely there that, as we say, no other act was
possible to him than the renewed act, almost the
hallucination, of intimacy. Wherever he looked or
sat or stood, to whatever aspect he gave for the
mstant the advantage, 1t was in view as nothing of
the moment, nothing begotten of time or of chance
could be, or ever would ; it was 1n view as, when the
curtain has risen, the play on the stage 1s in view,
night after night, for the fiddlers. He remained thus,
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i his own theatre, in his single person, perpetual
orchestra to the ordered drama, the confirmed ““ run ”’,
playing low and slow, moreover, 1 the regular way,
for the situations of most mmportance No other
wisitor was to come to him, he met, he bumped
occasionally, in the Piazza or m his walks, against
claimants to acquaintance, remembered or forgotten,
at present mostly effusive, sometimes even inquisitive,
but he gave no address and encouraged no approach ,
he couldn’t for his hfe, he felt, have opened his door
to a third person Such a person would have inter-
rupted him, would have profaned his secret or perhaps
have guessed 1t ; would at any rate have broken the
spell of what he concerved himself—in the absence of
anything “ to show ’—to be inwardly domg. He was
giving himself up—that was quite cnough—to the
general feeling of his renewed engagement to fidelity.
The force of the engagement, the quantity of the
article to be supplied, the special sohdity of the
contract, the way, above all, as a service for which the
price named by him had been magmficently paid, his
equivalent office was to take effect—such 1tems mght
well fill his consciousness when there was nothing from
outside to interfere. Never was a consciousness more
rounded and fastened down over what filled 1t ; which
15 preaisely what we have spoken of as, 1n 1ts degree,
the oppression of success, the somewhat chilled state
—tending to the solitary—of supreme recognition.
If 1t was shightly awful to fecl so justified, this was by
the loss of the warmth of the clement of mystery.
The lucid reigned imstead of 1t, and 1t was into the
lucid that he sat and stared. He shook himself out of
1t a dozen times a day, tried to break by his own act
his constant still communion It wasn’t still com-
munton she had meant to bequcath him ; 1t was the
very different busmness of that kind of fidehity of
which the other name was careful action.
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Nothing, he perfectly knew, was less ke careful
action than the immersion he enjoyed at home. The
actual grand queerness was that to be faithful to Kate
he had positively to take his eyes, his arms, his lips
straight off her—he had to let her alone. He had
to remember 1t was time to go to the palace—which
m truth was a mercy, since the check was not less
effectual than mmperative. What 1t came to, fortun-
ately, as yct, was that when he closed the door behind
him for an absence he always shut her in. Shut her
out—i1t came to that rather, when once he had got a
Iittle away ; and before he reached the palace, much
more after hearmng at his heels the bang of the
greater porfone, he felt frec enough not to know his
position as oppressively false  As Kate was all i his
poor rooms, and not a ghost of her left for the grander,
1t was only on reflexion that the falseness came out
so long as he left 1t to the mercy of beneficent chance
1t offered him no face and made of him no claim that
he couldn’t meet without aggravation of his mmward
sense. This aggravation had been his origmal horror ;
yet what—in Milly’s presence, cach day—was horror
domng with him but virtually letting him off 7 He
shouldn’t perhaps get off to the end, there was time
cnough still for the possibility of shame to pounce.
Still, however, he did constantly a little more what he
Iiked best, and that kept him for the time more safe.
What he liked best was, 1n any case, to know why
things were as he felt them ; and he knew 1t pretty
well, 1 this case, ten days after the retreat of his
other friends. He then fairly perceived that—even
putting their purity of motive at 1ts highest—it was
neither Kate nor he who made his strange relation to
Milly, who made her own, so far as 1t might be,
innocent, 1t was neither of them who practically
purged 1t—if practically purged 1t was. Milly herself
did everything—so far at least as he was concerned—
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Milly herself, and Milly’s house, and Milly’s hospitality,
and Milly’s manner, and Milly’s character, and,
perhaps still more than anything else, Milly’s 1imagina-
tion, Mrs. Stringham and Sir Luke indeed a little
aiding : whereby he knew the blessing of a far
pretext to ask himself what more he had to do. Some-
thing ncalculable wrought for them—for him and
Kate , something outside, beyond, above themselves,
and doubtless ever so much better than they . which
wasn't a reason, however—its beimng so much better
—for them not to profit by 1t. Not to profit by 1t, so
far as profit could be reckoned, would have been to
go directly against 1t , and the spint of gencrosity at
present cngendered in Densher could have felt no
greater pang than by his having to go directly against
Mully.

To go with her was the thing, so far as she could
herself go, which, from the moment her tenure of
her loved palace stretched on, was possible but by his
remaining near her. This remamning was of course
on the face of 1t the most “ marked ” of demonstra-
tions—which was exactly why Kate had required 1t ;
1t was so marked that on the very evening of the day
1t had taken effect Milly herself hadn’t been able not
to reach out to him, with an exquisite awkwardness,
for some account of 1t. It was as if she had wanted
from him some name that, now they were to be
almost alone together, they could, for thewr further
ease, know 1t and call it by—it being, after all, almost
rudimentary that his presence, of which the absence
of the others made quite a different thing, couldn’t
but have for himself some definite basis She only
wondered about the basis 1t would have for himself,
and how he would describe 1t ; that would quite do
for her—it even would have done for her, he could
see, had he produced some reason merely trivial, had
he saild he was waiting for moncy or clothes, for
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letters or for orders from Fleet Street, without which,
as she might have heard, newspaper men never took
a step He hadn’t in the event quite sunk to that,
but he had none the less had there with her, that
nmight, on Mrs. Stringham’s leaving them alone—Mrs
Stringham proved really prodigious—his acquaintance
with a shade of awkwardness darker than any Milly
could know. He had supposed himsclf beforchand,
on the question of what he was domg or pretendmg,
m possession of some tone that would <erve, but
there were threec minutes of his fecling mecapable of
promptness quite 1 the same degree m which a
gentleman whose pocket has been picked fecls
mcapable of purchase. It c¢ven didn’t help him,
oddly, that he was sure Kate would 1 some way have
spoken for him—or rather not so much m some way
as 1n one very particular way  He hadn’t asked her,
at the last, what she might, in the connexion, have
said , nothing would have mduced him to put such
a question after she had been to sce him  his hips
were so scaled by that passage, his spirit 1 fact so
hushed, m respect to any charge upon her freedom.
There was something he could only therefore read
back into the probabilitics, and when he left the
palace an hour afterwards 1t was with a sensc of
having breathed there, mn the very air, the truth he
had been guessing.

Just this perception 1t was, however, that had made
him for the time ugly to himself in his awkwardness
It was horrible, with this creature, to be awkward ,
1t was odious to be sccking excuscs for the relation
that involved 1t. Any rclation that mvolved 1t was
by the very fact as much discredited as a dish would
be at dinner if one had to take medicine as a sauce.
What Kate would have said in one of the young
women’s last talks was that—if Milly absolutely must
have the truth about 1t—-Mr Densher was staymg
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because she had rcally secen no way but to require 1t
of him. If he stayed he didn’t follow her—or didn’t
appear to her aunt to be doing so, and when she
kept him from followmng her Mrs Lowder couldn’t
pretend, 1n scenes, the renewal of which at this time
of day was painful, that she after all didn’t snub him
as she might.  She did nothing n fact duet snub him—
wouldn’t that have been part of the story ?—only
Aunt Maud’s suspicions were of the sort that had
repeatedly to be dealt with. He had been, by the
same token, reasonable ecnough—as he now, for that
matter, well might , he had consented to oblige them,
aunt and niece, by giving the plamest sign possible
that he could exist away from London To exist
away from London was to exist away from Kate Croy
—which was a gam, much appreciated, to the latter’s
comfort. There was a minute, at this hour, out of
Densher’s three, during which he knew the terror of
Milly’s utlermg some such allusion to ther friend’s
explanation as he must meet with words that wouldn’t
destroy 1t. To destroy 1t was to destroy cverything,
to destroy probably Kate herself, to destroy in
particular by a breach of faith still uglier than any-
thing clse the beauty of their own last passage. He
had given her his word of honour that if she would
come to him he would act absolutely 1n her sense, and
he had done so with a full enough vision of what her
sense 1mplied What 1t implied for onc thing was
that to-might i the great saloon, noble mn its half-
Iighted becauty, and straight mn the white face of his
young hostess, divine mn her trust, or at any rate
mscrutable m her mercy—what 1t imphied was that
he should hie with his lips  The single thing, of all
things, that could save him from 1t would be Milly’s
letting him off after having thus scared him  What
made her mercy inscrutable was that if she had
already more than once saved him 1t was yet
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apparently without knowing how nearly he was
lost.

These were transcendent motions, not the less
blest for bemg obscure ; whereby yct once more he
was to feel the pressure hghten. Ile was kept on his
fect in short by the felicity of her not presenting him
with Kate's version as a version to adopt. He
couldn’t stand up to lie—he felt as 1if he should have
to go down on his knees. As 1t was he just sat there
shaking a little for nervousness the leg he had crossed
over the other. She was sorry for his suffered snub,
but he had nothing more to subscribe to, to perjure
himself about, than the three or four manities he had,
on his own side, feebly prepared for the crisis. He
scrambled a hittle hugher than the refcrence to money
and clothes, letters and directions from his manager ;
but he brought out the beauty of the chance for him—
there before him like a temptress panted by Titian—
to do a httle quiet wrniting. He was vivid for a
moment on the difficulty of writing quietly m London ;
and he was precipitate, almost explosive, on his 1dea,
long cherished, of a book.

The explosion highted her face. “ You'll do your
book here ?

“ T hope to begin 1t.”

“ It’s something you haven’t begun ?

“ Well, only just.”

“ And since you came ? ”’

She was so full of interest that he shouldn’t perhaps
after all be too easily let off. “I tried to think a
few days ago that I had broken ground.”

Scarcely anything, 1t was indeed clear, could have
let him 1n deeper.  ““ I'm afraid we’ve made an awful
mess of your time.”

“Of course you have. But what I'm hanging
on for now 1s precisely to repair that ravage ”

“ Then you mustn’t mind me, you know.”
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“You'll see,” he tried to say with case, ‘“ how
hittle I shall mind anything.”

“You'll want "—Milly had thrown herself into 1t
—'* the best part of your days ”

He thought a moment - he did what he could to
wreathe 1t 1 smules. * Oh I shall make shift with
the worst part. The best will be for yox.” And he
wished Kate could hear him. It didn’t help lum
moreover that he visibly, even pathetically, imaged
to her by such touches his quest for comfort agamnst
discipline. He was to bury Kate’s so signal snub, and
also the hard law she had now laild on him, under
a high intellectual effort This at least was his
cructfixion—that Milly was so interested She was
so mterested that she presently asked him 1if he found
his rooms propitious, while he felt that in just decently
answering her he put on a brazen mask He should
need 1t quite particularly were she to express agamn
her mmagmation of commg to tea with him—an
extremity that he saw he was not to be spared
“ We depend on you, Susie and I, you know, not to
forget we're coming ’—the extremity was but to
face that remainder, yet 1t demanded all his tact.
Facing their visit itself—to that, no matter what he
might have to do, he would never consent, as we
know, to be pushed ; and this even though 1t might
be exactly such a demonstration as would figure for
him at the top of Kate’s list of his proprieties. He
could wonder freely enough, deep withimn, 1f Kate’s
view of that especial propriety had not been modified
by a subsequent occurrence ; but his deciding that 1t
was quite hikely not to have been had no effect on his
own preference for tact. It pleased him to think of
““tact ”’ as his present prop in doubt, that glossed
his predicament over, for 1t was of application among
the sensitive and the kind. He wasn’t inhuman, n
fine, so long as 1t would scrve. It had to serve now,

219




THE' WINGS OF THE DOVE

accordingly, to help him not to sweeten Milly’s hopes
He didn’t want to be rude to them, but he still less
wanted them to flower agamn 1n the particular
connexion ; so that, casting about him 1n his anxiety
for a mddle way to meet her, he put his foot, with
unhappy effect, just in the wrong place. “ Will 1t be
safe for you to break mnto your custom of not leaving
the house ? ”’

“‘Safe’——?” She had for twenty seconds an
exquusite pale glare. Oh but he didn’t need 1t, by
that time, to wince ; he had winced for himself as
soon as he had made his mistake  He had done what,
so unforgettably, she had asked him in London not
to do; he had touched, all alonc with her here, the
supersensitive nerve of which she had warned him
He had not, sice the occasion mn London, touched 1t
agamn till now; but he saw himself freshly warned
that 1t was able to bear still less. So for the moment
he knew as little what to do as he had ever known 1t
i his life. He couldn’t emphasise that he thought
of her as dying, yet he couldn’t pretend he thought of
her as indifferent to precautions Mcanwhile too she
had narrowed his choice. “ You suppose me so
awfully bad ? ”

He turned, 1n his pan, within himself , but by the
time the colour had mounted to the roots of his hair
he had found what he wanted “ I'll believe what-
ever you tell me ”

“ Well then, I'm splendid ”’

“ Oh I don’t nced you to tell me that.”

“ 1 mean I'm capable of life ”

“ I've never doubted 1t.”

“1 mean,” she went on, ‘“that I want so to
hve——1”

“Well ?” he asked while she paused with the
mtensity of 1it.

“Well, that T know I can ™’
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“ Whatever youdo ? 7  He shrank from solemnity
about 1t.

“ Whatever I do. If I want to.”

“If you want to do1t ? 7

“If I want to ive. I can,” Milly repeated.

He had clumsily brought 1t on himself, but he
hesitated with all the pity of i1t. “ Ah then that 1
bclieve.”

“T1 will, I will,”” she declared ; yet with the weight
of 1t somehow turned for him to mere light and sound.

He felt himself smiling through a mist. “ You
simply must !

It brought her straight again to the fact. “ Well
then, if you say 1t, why mayn’t we pay you our visit ? ”’

““ Will 1t help you to hive ? ”

“ Every httle helps,” she laughed ; ““ and 1t’s very
Iittle for me, 1 general, to stay at home. Only I
shan’t want to muss 1t 1

“Yes ? ”—she had dropped again.

“ Well, on the day you give us a chance.”

It was amazing what so brief an exchange had at
this point done with him. His great scruple suddenly
broke, giving way to something mordmately strange,
something of a nature to become clear to him only
when he had left her. “ You can come,” he said,
“ when you like.”

What had taken place for him, however—the
drop, almost with violence, of everything but a sense
of her own reality—apparently showed 1n his face or
his manner, and even so vividly that she could take
1t for something else. “I see how you feel—that
I'm an awful bore about it and that, sooner than have
any such upset, you’ll go. So 1t’s no matter.”

“ Nomatter ? Oh ! ”—he quite protested now.

“1If it drives you away to escape us. We want
you not to go.”

It was beautiful how she spoke for Mrs. Stringham.
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Whatever 1t was, at any raie, he shook his head. “1
won’t go.”

““Then I won’t go!” she brightly declared.

“ You mean you won’t come to me ? ”

“ No—never now. It’s over. But it’s all right.
I mean, apart from that,” she went on, “ that I won’t
do anything I oughtn’t or that I'm not forced to.”

“ Oh who can ever force you ? " he asked with his
hand-to-mouth way, at all times, of speaking for her
encouragement. “ You're the least coercible of
creatures.”

‘““ Because, you think, I'm so free ? ”

““The freest person probably now in the world.
You've got everything

“ Well,” she smiled, “ callit so. Idon’t complain.”

On which again, 1 spite of himself, 1t let hun 1n.
““No I know you don’t complain.”

As soon as he had said 1t he had himself heard the
pity mn1t.  His telling her she had ““ everything ”’ was
extravagant kind humour, whereas his knowing so
tenderly that she didn’t complain was terrible kind
gravity. Milly felt, he could see, the difference ; he
might as well have praised her outright for looking
death 1n the face. This was the way she just looked
him again, and 1t was of no attenuation that she took
him up more gently than ever. “ It isn’t a merit—
when one sees one’s way.”

“ To peace and plenty ? Well, I dare say not.”

‘I mean to keeping what one has.”

“Oh that’s success. If what one has is good,”
Densher said at random, ‘“ it’s enough to try for.”

“ Well, it’s my limit. I'm not trymng for more.”
To which then she added with a change : “ And now
about your book.”

“My book——?” He had got in a moment so far
from it.

““ The one you're now to understand that nothing
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will induce either Susie or me to run the 1isk of
spoiling.”

He cast about, but he made up his mind. “I'm
not doing a book ”’

“ Not what you said ? "’ she asked in a wonder.
“ You're not writing ?

He already felt relieved. ‘“I don’t know, upon
my honour, what I'm doing.”

It made her visibly grave ; so that, disconcerted 1n
another way, he was afraid of what she would see 1n
1t. She saw in fact exactly what he feared, but again
his honour, as he called 1t, was saved even while she
didn’t know she had threatened it. Taking his words
for a betrayal of the sense that he, on his side, might
complain, what she clearly wanted was to urge on him
some such patience as he should be perhaps able to
arrive at with her indirect help. Still more clearly,
however, she wanted to be sure of how far she might
venture ; and he could see her make out in a moment
that she had a sort of test.

““ Then 1f 1t’s not for your book

““ What am I staying for? ”

“1 mean with your London work—with all you
have to do. Isn’t 1t rather empty for you ? ”

“ Empty for me?” He remembcred how Kate
had held that she mught propose marriage, and he
wondered if this were the way she would naturally
begin it. It would leave him, such an incident, he
already felt, at a loss, and the note of his finest anxiety
might have been 1n the vagueness of his reply. ‘“ Oh
well [

“T ask too many questions ? ” She settled it for
herself before he could protest. ‘ You stay because
you’ve got to.”

He grasped at it. ‘1 stay because I've got to.”
And he couldn’t have said when he had uttered it 1f
it were loyal to Kate or disloyal. It gave her, 1n a
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manncer, away ; 1t showed the tip of the ear of her
plan. Yet Milly took 1t, he perceived, but as a plain
statement of his truth. He was waiting for what
Kate would have told her of—the permission from
Lancaster Gate to come any nearer. To remamn
fricnds with erther niece or aunt he mustn’t stir with-
out 1t. All this Densher read in the girl’s sense of the
spirit of his reply ; so that i1t made him feel he was
lying, and he had to think of something to correct
that What he thought of was, in an mstant, “ Isn’t
1t enough, whatever may be one’s other complications,
to stay after all for you ? ”

 Oh you must judge.”

He was by this time on his feet to take leave, and
was also at last too restless. The speech 1 question
at least wasn’t disloyal to Katc; that was the very
tone of thewrr bargain. So was 1t, by bemng loyal,
another kind of Iic, the lic of the uncandid profession
of a motive. He was staymng so little “ for 7 Milly
that he was staying positively against her. He didn’t,
none the less, know, and at last, thank goodness,
didn’t care. The only thing he could say might make
1t cither better or worse.  “ Well then, so long as 1
don’t go, you must think of me all as judging !
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HEe didn’t go home, on leaving her—he didn’t want
to, he walked 1nstead, through his narrow ways and
his campr with gothic arches, to a small and com-
paratively scquestered café where he had already more
than once found refreshment and comparative repose,
together with solutions that consisted mainly and
pleasantly of further mdecisions. It was a literal
fact that those awaiting him there to-night, while he
leaned back on his velvet bench with his head agamst
a floridd mirror and his eyes not looking further than
the fumes of his tobacco, might have been regarded
by lum as a hittle less limp than usual. This wasn’t
because, before getting to his feet agamn, there was a
step he had seen his way to, 1t was sumply because
the acceptance of his position took sharper effect
from his sensc of what he had just had to deal with
When half an hour before, at the palace, he had turned
about to Milly on the question of the impossibility
so inwardly felt, turned about on the spot and under
her eyes, he had acted, by the sudden force of his
seeing much further, seeing how little, how not at
all, impossibilities mattered. It wasn’t a case for
pedaniry , when people were at ker pass everything
was allowed  And her pass was now, as by the sharp
click of a spring, just completely his own—to the
extent, as he felt, of her deep dependence on him.
Anything he should do or shouldn’t would have close
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reference to her hife, which was thus absolutely i his
hands—and ought ncver to have reference to anything
cdse It was on the cards for him that he mght kill
her—that was the way he rcad the cards as he sat 1n
his customary corner The fear in this thought made
him let everything go, kept him there actually, all
motionless, for three hours on end He renewed his
consumption and smoked more cigarettes than he had
ever done 1n the ttime  What had come out for him
had come out, with this first intensity, as a terror ;
so that action 1itself, of any sort, the right as well as
the wrong—if the difference cven survived—had
heard m 1t a vivid ““ Hush ! 7 the mjunction to keep
from that moment mntensely still He thought mn
fact while his vigil lasted of several different ways for
his domg so, and the hour might have served him as
a lesson 1n going on tiptoe.

What he finally took home, when he ventured to
leave the place, was the percerved truth that he mght
on any other system go straight to destruction.
Destruction was represented for him by the 1dea of his
really bringing to a pomt, on Milly’s side, anything
whatever. Nothing so ““ brought,” he casily argued,
but must be 1n one way or another a catastrophe
He was mixed up 1n her fate, or her fate, 1f that should
be better, was mixed up 1n sum, so that a single false
motion mught either way snap the coil. They helped
him, 1t was true, thesc considerations, to a degrec of
eventual peace, for what they lumimously amounted
to was that he was to do nothing, and that fell in after
all with the burden laid on lum by Kate He was
only not to budge without the girl’s leave—not,
oddly cnough at the last, to move without 1t, whether
further or nearer, any more than without Kate's
It was to this his wisdom reduced 1tself—to the need
agaimn simply to be kind. That was the same as being
still—as studying to create the minimum of vibration.
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He felt himself as he smoked shut up to a room on
the wall of which something precious was too pre-
cartously hung. A false step would bring 1t down,
and 1t must hang as long as possible He was aware
when he walked away again that even Fleet Street
wouldn’t at this juncture successfully touch him.
His manager might wire that he was wanted, but he
could easily be decaf to his manager. His money for
the 1dle hife might be none too much , happily, how-
ever, Venice was cheap, and 1t was moreover the
queer fact that Milly in a manner supported him.
The greatest of his expenses really was to walk to
the palace to dinner. He didn’t want, 1n short, to
give that up, and he should probably be able, he felt,
to stay his breath and his hand. He should be able
to be still enough through everything.

He tried that for three weeks, with the sense after
alittle of not having falled  There had to be a delicate
art 1 1t, for he wasn’t tryimng—quite the contrary—
to be cither distant or dull That would not have
been being ““ nice,” which 1n 1ts own form was the real
law. That too might just have produced the vibration
he desired to avert ; so that he best kept everything
in place by not hesitating or fearing, as 1t were, to let
himself go—go n the direction, that 1s to say, of
staying It depended on where he went ; which was
what he meant by taking care. When one went on
tiptoe one could turn off for retreat without betraying
the manacuvre. Perfect tact— the necessity for which
he had from the first, as we know, happily recognised
—was to keep all intercourse m the key of the
absolutely settled It was settled thus for instance
that they were indissoluble good friends, and settled
as well that her bemng the American girl was, just 1n
time and for the relation they found themselves
concerncd 1n, a boon inappreciable. If, at least, as
the days went on, she was to fall short of her pre-
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rogative of the great national, the great maidenly easc,
if she didn’t diviningly and responsively desire and
labour to record herself as possessed of 1t, this wouldn’t
have been for want of Densher’s keeping her, with
his 1dea, well up to 1t—wouldn’t have been 1n fine
for want of his encouragement and reminder He
didn’t perhaps 1in so many words speak to her of the
quantity 1tself as of the thing she was least to intermut ;
but he talked of 1t, freely, in what he flattered himself
was an mmpersonal way, and this held 1t there before
her—smce he was careful also to talk pleasantly.
It was at once their i1dea, when all was said, and the
most marked of their convenienees. The type was so
elastic that 1t could be stretched to almost anything ,
and yet, not stretched, 1t kept down, remained normal,
remamed properly within bounds. And he had
mecanwhile, thank goodness, without being too much
disconcerted, the sense, for the girl’'s part of the
business, of the queerest conscious comphance, of her
doing very much what he wanted, even though without
her quite sceing why.  She fairly touched this once in
saymg © ““ Oh yes, you likc us to be as we are because
1t’s a kind of facilitation to you that we don’t quite
measurc . I think one would have to be English to
measure 1t ! ”—and that too, strangely enough, with-
out prejudice to her good nature. She mught have
been conceived as doimng—that 1s of being—what he
Iiked 1n order perhaps only to judge where 1t would
take them  They really as 1t went on saw each other
at the game ; she knowing he tried to keep her in tune
with his conception, and he knowing she thus knew
it. Add that he again knew she knew, and yet that
nothing was spoiled by 1t, and we get a fair impression
of the linc they found most completely workable. The
strangest fact of all for us must be that the success
he himself thus promoted was precisely what figured
to his gratitude as the something above and beyond
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him, above and beyond Kate, that made for daily
decency. There would scarce have been felicity—
ceitainly too hittle of the right lubricant—had not
the national character <o mvoked been, not less
mscrutably than entirely, in Milly’s chords. It made
up her unity and was the one thing he could un-
himitedly take for granted.

He did so then, daily, for twenty days, without
deepened fear of the undue vibration that was keeping
him watchful. He knew 1n his nervousness that he
was hiving at best from day to day and from hand to
mouth ; yet he had succeeded, he believed, 1n avoid-
mg a mistake All women had alternatives, and
Milly’s would doubtless be shaky too ; but the national
character was firm in her, whether as all of her,
practically, by this time, or but as a part , the national
character that, 1n a woman still so young, made of the
air breathed a virtual non-conductor It wasn’t till
a certain occasion when the twenty days had passed
that, going to the palace at tea-time, he was met by
the information that the signorima padrona was not
“recerving.” The announcement met him, in the
court, on the lips of one of the gondoliers, met him,
he thought, with such a conscious eye as the know-
ledge of his freedoms of access, hitherto conspicuously
shown, could scarce fail to beget. Densher had not
been at Palazzo Leporelli among the mere receivable,
but had taken his place once for all among the
mvolved and mcluded, so that on being so flagrantly
braved he recognised after a moment the propriety
of a further appeal. Neither of the two ladies, 1t
appeared, received, and yet Pasquale was not prepared
to say that either was poco bene. He was yet not
prepared to say that cither was anything, and he
would have been blank, Densher mentally noted, 1f
the term could ever apply to members of a race n
whom vacancy was but a nest of darknesses—not a
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vamn surface, but a place of withdrawal m which
something obscure, something always ominous, m-
distinguishably hived  He felt afresh mndeed at this
hour the force of the veto laid within the palace on
any mention, any cognition, of the labilities of its
mistress. The state of her health was never confessed
to there as a reason How much 1t might deeply be
taken for one was another matter, of which he grew
fully aware on carrying his question further. This
appeal was to his friend Eugenio, whom he im-
mediately sent for, with whom, for three rich mnutes,
protected from the weather, he was confronted 1n the
gallery that led from the water-steps to the court,
and whom he always called, 1n meditation, his friend ,
seeing 1t was so elegantly presumable he would have
put an end to him 1if he could That produced a
relation which required a name of 1ts own, an intimacy
of consciousness m truth for cach—an intimacy of
eye, of car, of gencral sensibihity, of everything but
tongue It had been, m other words, for the five
weeks, far from occult to our young man that Eugenio
took a view of him not less finely formal than essenti-
ally vulgar, but which at the same time he couldn’t
himself raise an eyebrow to prevent It was all
the air now again, 1t was as much between them as
cver while Eugenio waited on him 1n the court.

The weather, from ecarly morning, had turned
to storm, the first sca-storm of the autumn, and
Densher had almost mmvidiously brought him down
the outer staircase—the massive ascent, the great
feature of the court, to Milly’s piano nobile  This was
to pay him—it was the one chance—for all imputa-
tions , the mmputation mn particular that, clever, fanto
bello and not rich, the young man from London was
—by the obvious way—pressing Miss Theale’s fortune
hard. It was to pay him for the further mecffable
mtimation that a gentleman must take the young
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lady’s most devoted scrvant (interested scarcely less
1n the high attraction) for a strangely casual appendage
1f he counted 1 such a connexion on impunity and
prosperity  These interpretations were odious  to
Densher for the simple reason that they mught have
been so true of the attitude of an inferior man, and
three things alone, accordingly, had kept him from
rnighting himself One of these was that his critic
sought expression only in an impersonality, a positive
mhumanity, of politeness; the second was that
refinements of expression 1mn a friend’s servant were
not a thing a visitor could take action on; and the
third was the fact that the particular attribution of
motive did him after all no wrong It was his own
fault if the vulgar view, the view that mght have
been taken of an mferior man, happened so incorrigibly
to fit him He apparently wasn’t so different from
inferior men as that came to  If therefore, 1n fine,
Eugenio figured to him as ““ my friend ” because he
was consclous of his scemg so much of him, what he
made him see on the same lines 1n the course of their
present interview was ever so much more Densher
fclt that he marked himself, no doubt, as insisting, by
dissatiofaction with the gondolier’s answer, on the
pursuit taken for granted 1 him , and yet felt 1t only
in the augmented, the exalted distance that was by
this time established between them  Eugenio had of
course reflected that a word to Miss Theale from such
a pair of lips would cost him his place ; but he could
also bethmk lumself that, so long as the word never
came—and 1t was, on the basis he had arranged,
impossible—he enjoyed the 1magination of mounting
guard He had never so mounted guard, Densher
could see, as during these minutes 1 the damp loggia
where the storm-gusts were strong ; and there came
in fact for our young man, as a result of his presence,
a sudden sharp sense that everything had turned to
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the dismal. Something had happened—he didn’t
know what, and 1t wasn’t Eugenio who would tell
him What Eugenio told him was that he thought
the ladies—as 1f their labihity had been equal—wcre
a “leetle ” fatigued, just a * lectle leetle,”” and without
any cause named for it It was one of the signs of
what Densher felt in him that, by a profundity, a
true deviltry of resource, he always met the latter’s
Italian with Enghsh and his English with Itahan.
He now, as usual, shghtly smiled at him 1n the process
—but ever so shightly this time, his manner also being
attuned, our young man made out, to the thing, what-
cver 1t was, that constituted the rupture of peace.
This manner, while they stood a long minute facing
cach other over all they didn’t say, played a part as
well 1 the sudden jar to Densher’s protected state
It was a Venice all of evil that had broken out for
them alike, so that they were together in their anxiety,
if they really could have met on 1t, a Vemice of cold
lashing rain from a low black sky, of wicked wind
raging through narrow passes, of gencral arrest and
mterruption, with the people engaged 1n all the water-
Iife huddled, stranded .and wageless, bored and
cynical, under archways and bridges. Our young
man’s mute exchange with his friend contamned mean-
while such a depth of reference that, had the pressure
been but shghtly prolonged, they might have reached
a pomnt at which they were equally weak. Each had
verily something in mind that would have made a
hash of mutual suspicion and in presence of which, as
a possibility, they were more united than disjoined
But 1t was to have been a moment for Densher that
nothing could ease off—not even the formal propriety
with which his interlocutor finally attended him to
the portone and bowed upon his retreat. Nothing had
passed about his coming back, and the air had made
itsclf felt as a non-conductor of messages. Densher
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knew of course, as he took his way again, that
Eugenio’s invitation to return was not what he missed ;
yet hic knew at the same time that what had happened
to lum was part of his punishment  Out m the square
beyond the fondamenta that gave access to the land-
gate of the palace, out where the wind was higher,
he fairly, with the thought of 1t, pulled lns umbrella
closer down It couldn’t be, his consclousness,
unseen enough by others—the base predicament of
having, by a concatenation, just to fake such things -
such things as the fact that one very acute person
the world, whom he couldn’t disposc of as an interested
scoundrel, enjoyed an opimion of him that there was
no attacking, no disproving, no (what was worst of all)
even noticing  One had come to a queer pass when a
servant’s opmnion so mattered  Eugenio’s would have
mattered even 1f, as founded on a low vision of appear-
ances, 1t had been quite wrong It was the more
disagreeable accordingly that the vision of appearances
was quite right, and yet was scarcely less low.

Such as 1t was, at any rate, Densher shook 1t off
with the more impatience that he was independently
restless He had to walk 1n spite of weather, and he
took his course, through crooked ways, to the Piazza,
where he should have the shelter of the galleries
Here, 1n the high arcade, half Venice was crowded
close, while, on the Molo, at the imit of the expanse,
the old columns of the Saint Theodore and of the
Lion were the frame of a door wide open to the
storm. It was odd for him, as he moved, that it
should have made such a difference—if the difference
wasn’'t only that the palace had tor the first time
failed of a welcome. There was more, but 1t came
from that, that gave the harsh note and broke the
spell. The wet and the cold were now to reckon
with, and 1t was to Densher precisely as if he had
scen the obliteration, at a stroke, of the margm on
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a faith in which they were all hving The margin
had been lus name for 1t—for the thing that, though
1t had held out, could bear no shock The shock,
i some form, had come, and he wondered about 1t
while, threading his way among loungers as vague
as himself, he dropped his eyes sightlessly on the
rubbish in shops  There were stretches of the gallery
paved with squares of red marble, greasy now with
the salt spray; and the whole place, in 1ts huge
elegance, the grace of 1ts conception and the beauty
of 1ts detail, was more than cver like a great drawing-
room, the drawing-room of Europe, profaned and
bewildered by some reverse of fortune  He brushed
shoulders with brown men whose hats askew, and
the loose sleeves of whose pendent jackets, made
them resemble melancholy maskers  The tables and
chairs that overflowed from the cafés were gathered,
still with a pretence of service, into the arcade, and
here and there a spectacled German, with his coat-
collar up, partook publicly of food and philosophy
These were impressions for Densher too, but he had
made the whole circuit thrice before he stopped
short, in front of Florian’s, with the force of his
sharpest. His eye had caught a face within the café
—he had spotted an acquaintance behind the glass
The person he had thus paused long enough to look
at twice was scated, well within range, at a small
table on which a tumbler, half-emptied and evidently
neglected, still remained ; and though he had on his
knee, as he leancd back, a copy of a French news-
paper—the heading of the Figaro was visible—he
stared straight before him at the little opposite rococo
wall. Densher had him for a minute 1n profile, had
him for a time during which his identity produced,
however quickly, all the effect of establishing con-
nexions—connexions startling and direct ; and then,
as if 1t were the onc thing more needed, scized the
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look, determined by a turn of the head, that might
have been a prompt result of the sense of being
noticed  This wider view showed him all Lord Mark
—Iord Mark as encountered, several weeks before,
the day of the first visit of cach to Palazzo Leporell
For 1t had been all Lord Mark that was going out,
on that occasion, as he came in—he had felt 1t, 1n
the hall, at the time, and he was accordingly the
less at a loss to recognise 1n a few seconds, as renewed
meeting brought 1t to the surface, the same potential
quantity

It was a matter, the whole passage—it could only
be—Dbut of a few seconds, for as he might neither
stand there to stare nor on the other hand make any
advance from 1t, he had presently resumed his walk,
this time to another pace It had been for all the
world, during his pause, as if he had caught lus
answer to the niddle of the day  Lord Mark had
simply faced him—as he had faced Jm, not placed
by him, not at first—as one of the damp shuffhng
crowd Recogmition, though hanging fire, had then
clearly come, yet no light of salutation had been
struck from these certainties  Acquamntance between
them was scant enough for neither to take 1t up
That neither had done so was not, however, what
now mattered, but that the gentleman at Floran's
should be 1n the place at all  He couldn’t have been
in 1t long, Densher, as mevitably a haunter of the
great mecting-ground, would 1n that case have scen
him before He paid short visits, he was on the
wing ; the question for him even as he sat there was
of his tramn or of his boat. He had come back for
something—as a sequel to his earlier visit; and
whatever he had come back for 1t had had time to be
done. He might have arrived but last might or that
morning ; he had already made the difference It
was a great thing for Densher to get this answer
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He held 1t close, he hugged 1t, quite lcaned on 1t as
he contmued to circulate It kept him gomng and
going—it made him no less restless  But 1t explamned
—and that was much, for with explanations he might
somehow deal The vice 1n the air, otherwise, was
too much like the breath of fate The weather had
changed, the rain was ugly, the wind wicked, the sea
impossible, because of Lord Mark. It was because of
him, a fortior:, that the palace was closed Densher
went round again twice ; he found the wisitor each
time as he had found him first. Once, that 1s, he
was staring before him , the next time he was looking
over his Figaro, which he had opened out Densher
didn’t again stop, but left him apparently unconscious
of his passage—on another repetition of which Lord
Mark had disappeared He had spent but the day,
he would be off that mght, he had now gone to his
hotel for arrangements These things were as plan
to Densher as i1f he had had them in words The
obscure had cleared for him—if cleared 1t was, there
was something he didn’t see, the great thing, but
he saw so round it and so close to 1t that this was
almost as good. He had been looking at a man who
had done what he had come for, and for whom, as
done, 1t temporarily sufficed The man had come
again to see Milly, and Milly had received him. His
visit would have taken place just before or just after
luncheon, and it was the reason why he himsclf had
found her door shut.

He said to himsclf that cvening, he still said even
on the morrow, that he only wanted a reason, and
that with this perception of one he could now mind,
as he called 1t, lus business. His business, he had
scttled, as wc know, was to keep thoroughly still,
and he asked himself why 1t should prevent this that
he could feel, 1n connexion with the crisis, so remark-
ably blameless. He gave the appearances before
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him all the benefit of being critical, so that if blame
were to accrue he shouldn’t feel he had dodged 1t.
But 1t wasn’t a bit he who, that day, had touched
her, and if she was upset 1t wasn’t a bit his act The
ability <o to think about 1t amounted for Densher
during several hours to a kind of exhilaration The
exhilaration was heightened fairly, besides, by the
visible conditions—sharp, striking, ugly to him—of
Lord Mark's return His constant view of 1t, for
all the next hours, of which there were many, was
as a demonstration on the face of 1t sister even to
his own actual ignorance. He didn’t need, for seeing
1t as evil, secing 1t as, to a certainty, m a high degree
“nasty,” to know more about 1t than he had so
casily and so wonderfully picked up You couldn’t
drop on the poor girl that way without, by the fact,
being brutal.  Such a visit was a descent, an invasion,
an aggression, constituting precisely one or other of
the stupid shocks he himself had so decently sought
to spare her Densher had indced dnfted by the
next morning to the reflexion—which he positively,
with occaston, might have brought stiaight out—
that the only delicate and honourable way of treating
a person 1n such a state was to treat her as 4e, Merton
Densher, did  With time, actually—for the impres-
ston but deepened—this sense of the contrast, to the
advantage of Merton Densher, became a sense of
relief, and that 1n turn a sense of escape It was for
all the world—and he drew a long breath on it—as
if a special danger for him had passed Lord Mark
had, without in the least intending such a service,
got it straight out of the way. It was ke, the brute,
who had stumbled into just the wrong inspiration
and who had therefore produced, for the very person
he had wished to hurt, an impunity that was com-
parative mnocence, that was almost hke purification
The person he had wished to hurt could only be the
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person so unaccountably hanging about. To keep
still meanwhile was, for this person, more compre-
hensively, to keep 1t all up, and to keep 1t all up
was, if that scemed on consideration best, not, for
the day or two, to go back to the palace.

The day or two passed—stretched to three days ;
and with the cffect, extraordmarily, that Densher
fclt hmmself m the course of them washed but the
more clean Some sign would comc 1if his return
should have the better effect, and he was at all
events, 1 absence, without the particular scruple
It wouldn’t have been meant for lum by either of the
women that he was to come back but to face Eugenio.
That was impossible—the being again dented, for
it made him practically answerable, and answerable
was what he wasn’t. There was no neglect either 1n
absence, masmuch as, from the moment he didn’t
get 1n, the one message he could send up would be
some hope on the score of health. Since accordingly
that sort of expression was defimitely forbidden him
he had only to wait—which he was actually helped
to do by his feeling with the lapse of each day morc
and more wound up to 1t The days m themselves
werc anything but sweet ; the wind and the weather
lasted, the fircless cold hinted at worse ; the broken
charm of the world about was broken into smaller
preces. He walked up and down his rooms and
Iistened to the wind—IUistened also to tinkles of bells
and watched for some servant of the palace. He
mught get a note, but the note never came; there
were hours when he stayed at home not to muss 1t.
When he wasn’t at home he was m circulation again
as he had been at the hour of his seeing Lord Mark.
He strolled about the Square with the herd of refugees ,
he raked the approaches and the cafés on the chance
the brute, as he now regularly imaged him, might
be still there. He could only be there, he knew, to
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be received afresh ; and that—one had but to think
of 1t—would be indeed stiff He had gone, however
—it was proved ; though Densher’s care for the
question either way only added to what was most
acrid 1 the taste of his present ordeal It all came
round to what he was doing for Milly—spending days
that neither relief nor escape could purge of a smack
of the abject What was 1t but abject for a man of
his parts to be reduced to such pastimes” What
was 1t but sordid for him, shuffling about 1n the ran,
to have to peep mto shops and to consider possible
mectings *°  What was 1t but odious to find himself
wondering what, as between him and another man,
a possible meeting would produce ?  There recurred
moments when 1 spite of everything he felt no
straighter than another man And yet even on the
third day, when still nothing had come, he more than
ever knew that he wouldn’t have budged for the world

He thought of the two women, 1 thar silence, at
last—he at all cvents thought of Milly—as probably,
for her reasons, now 1ntenscly wishing him to go.
The cold bieath of her reasons was, with everything
clse, in the air, but he didn’t care for them any
more than for her wish 1tself, and he would stay
spite of her, stay 1 spite of odium, stay in spite
perhaps of some final experience that would be, for
the pan of 1t, all but unbearable. That would be
his one way, purified though he was, to mark his virtue
beyond any mustake It would be accepting the dis-
agrecable, and the disagreeable would be a proof ;
a proof of his not having stayed for the thing—the
agreeable, as 1t were—that Kate had named The
thing Kate had named was not to have been the
odium of staymg i spite of hints It was part of
the odium as actual too that Kate was, for her
comfort, just now well aloof. These were the first
hours since her flight in which his sense of what she
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had done for him on the eve of that event was to
mcur a quabfication It was strange, 1t was perhaps
base, to be thinking such things so soon ; but one of
the mtimations of his sohitude was that she had pro-
vided for herself She was out of 1t all, by her act,
as much as he was 1 1t; and this diffcrence grew,
positively, as his own intensity increased. She had
said 1n therr last sharp snatch of talk—sharp though
thickly muffled, and with every word 1n 1t final and
deep, unlike cven the deepest words they had ever
yet spoken : ““ Letters ? Never—muow  Think of 1t.
Impossible.”” So that as he had sufficiently caught
her sense—into which he read, all the same, a strange
mconsequence—they had practically wrapped their
understanding 1n the breach of their correspondence.
He had moreover, on losing her, done justice to her
law of silence, for there was doubtless a finer delicacy
m his not wriing to her than in his writing as he
must have writien had he spoken of themsclves.
That would have been a turbid strain, and her idea
had been to be noble, which, in a degree, was a
manner. Only 1t left her, for the pinch, compara-
tively at case. And 1t left Zm, in the conditions,
peculiarly alone. He was alone, that 15, till, on the
afternoon of his third day, in gathering dusk and
renewed rain, with his shabby rooms looking doubtless,
in their confirmed dreariness, for the mere eyes of
others, at thewr worst, the grinning padrona threw
open the door and introduced Mrs. Stringham. That
made at a bound a difference, especially when he saw
that his wvisitor was weighted It appeared part of
her weight that she was 1 a wet waterproof, that she
allowed her umbrella to be taken from her by the
good woman without consciousness or care, and that
her face, under her veil, richly rosy with the driving
wind, was—and the veil too—as splashed as 1if the
rain were her tears.
240



III

THEY came to 1t almost immediately ; he was to
wonder afterwards at the fewness of their steps.
““ She has turned her face to the wall ”

* You mean she’s worse ?

The poor lady stood there as she had stopped,
Densher had, mn the mstant flare of his eagerness, his
curlosity, all responsive at sight of her, waved away,
on the spot, the padrona, who had offered to relieve
her of her mackintosh  She looked vaguely about
through her wet veil, intensely alive now to the step
she had taken and wishing 1t not to have been 1n the
dark, but clearly, as yet, secing nothing. “ I don’t
know /how she 1s—and 1t’s why I've come to you.”

“I'm glad enough you've come,” he said, ““ and
1t’s quite—you make me feel—as 1f 1 had been
wretchedly waiting for you ”

She showed him again her blurred eyes—she had
caught at his word. ‘‘ Have you been wretched ?

Now, however, on his hips, the word expired It
would have sounded for him like a complaint, and
before something he already miade out in his visitor
he knew his own trouble as small  Hers, under her
damp draperies, which shamed his lack of a fire, was
great, and he felt she had brought 1t all with her
He answered that he had been patient and above all
that he had been still. ““ As still as a mouse—you’ll
have seen it for yourself. Stiller, for three days
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together, than I've ever been in my life. It has
scemed to me the only thing.”

This qualification of 1t as a policy or a remedy
was straightway for his friend, he saw, a light that
her own Iight could answer ‘It has been best
I've wondered for you But 1t has becn best,” she
said agan.

“ Yet 1t has done no good ? ”’

“Idon’t know I've been afraid you were gone
Then as he gave a hecadshake which, though slow,
was deeply mature © * You won’f go?

“Is to ‘ go,” " he asked, “ to be still ?

“ Oh, I mean 1if you'll stay for me ”

“Tll do anything for you. Isn’t 1t for you alone
now Ican?”

She thought of 1t, and he could see even more of
the relief she was taking from him  His presence,
his face, his voice, the old rooms themselves, so
meagre yet so charged, where Kate had admirably
been to him—these things counted for her, now she
had them, as the help she had been wanting  so that
che still only stood there taking them all m  With
1t however popped up charactenistically a throb of
her conscience. What she thus tasted was almost a
personal joy It told Densher of the three days she
on her side had spent ‘“ Well, anything you do for
me—:s for her too  Only, only——1!"

“ Only nothing now matters ? ”’

She looked at him a minute as if he were the fact
itself that he expressed. ““ Then you know ?

“Is she dymg ® ” he asked for all answer.

Mrs Stringham waited—her face seemed to sound
him  Then her own reply was strange  “ She hasn’t
so much as named you. We haven’t spoken ”’

“ Not for three days ? ”’

““ No more,” she simply went on, ““ than 1f 1t were
all over. Not even by the faintest allusion.”
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““ Oh,” said Densher with more light, “ you mean
you haven’t spoken about me ? ”

“ About what clse? No more than 1if you were
dead ”’

“Well,” he answered after o moment, “1 am
dead ”

“Then I am,” said Susan Shepherd with a drop
of her arms on her waterproof.

It was a tone that, for the minute, 1mposed 1tself
i 1ts dry despair, 1t represented, 1 the bleak place,
which had no life of 1ts own, nonec but the life Kate
had left—the scnse of which, for that matter, by
mystic channels, might fairly be reaching the visitor
—the very impotence of ther extinction. And
Densher had nothmng to oppose 1t withal, nothing
but agam  ““ Is she dymg ? 7

It made hei, however, as if these were crudities,
almost matenal pangs, only say as before.  Then
you know ? "’

“Yes,” he at last returned, “ I know. But the
marvel to me 1s that yor do  I've no night 1n fact
to 1magine or to assume that you do

“ You may,” said Susan Shepherd, * all the same.
I know.”

“ Everything ? ”

Her cyes, through her veill, kept pressing him.
“ No—not cverything. That’s why I've come ”

““That I shall really tell you?’ With which, as
she hesitated and 1t affected him, he brought out in a
groan a doubting “ Oh, oh!” It turned him from
her to the place 1tself, which was a part of what was in
him, was the abode, the worn shrine more than ever,
of the fact 1n possession, the fact, now a thick associa-
tion, for which he had hired 1t That was not for
telling, but Susan Shepherd was, none the less, o
deudedly wonderful that the sense of 1t mught really
have begun, by an effect already operating, to be a
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part of her knowledge He saw, and it stirred him,
that she hadn’t come to judge him , had come rather,
so far as she might dare, to pity. This showed him
her own abasement—that, at any rate, of grief , and
made him fcel with a rush of friendliness that he
liked to be with her. The rush had quickened when
she met his groan with an attenuation

“We shall at all events—if that’s anything—Dbe
together ”’

It was his own good impulse 1n herself. ““ It’s what
I've ventured to feel It’s much” She repled in
cffect, silently, that 1t was whatever he liked ; on
which, so far as he had been afraid for anything, he
knew his fear had dropped The comfort was huge,
for 1t gave back to him something precious, over
which, 1 the effort of recovery, his own hand had too
imperfectly closed Kate, he remembered, had said
to him, with her sole and single boldncss—and also
on grounds he hadn’t then mcasurcd—that Mrs.
Stringham was a person who wouldn’t, at a pinch,
1n a stretch of confidence, wince. It was but another
of the cases in which Kate was always showng
“ You don’t think then very horridly of me ?

And her answer was the more valuable that it came
without nervous effusion—quite as 1f she understood
what he might conceivably have believed. She
turned over 1n fact what she thought, and that was
what helped him.  ““ Oh, you’ve becn extraordinary !

It made him aware the next moment of how they
had been planted there.  She took off her cloak with
his aid, though when she had also, accepting a seat,
removed her veil, he recognised m her personal
ravage that the words she had just uttered to him were
the onc flower she had to throw They were all her
consolation for him, and the consolation even still
depended on the event. She sat with him at any
rate 1n the grey clearance, as sad as a winter dawn,
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made by their meeting The 1mage she again evoked
for lum loomed 1n 1t but the larger. “‘ She has turned
her face to the wall.”

He saw with the last vividness, and 1t was as 1f, 1n
their silences, they were simply so leaving what he
saw ““ She doesn’t speak at all? I don’t mean not
of me ”’

“Of nothing—of no one” And she went on,
Susan Shepherd, giving 1t out as she had had to take
it ““ She doesn’t want to die Think of her age.
Think of her goodness. Think of her beauty. Think
of all she 1s Think of all she kas She lies there
stiffening herself and clinging to 1t all. So I thank
God 1" the poor lady wound up with a wan
meonscquence

He wondered  ** You thank God——? "

“ That she’s so quiet ™’

He continued to wonder.  “ Is she so quiet ?

“ She’s more than quict She’s gnm  1t’s what
she has never been. So you see—all these days. I
can’t tell you—but 1t’s better so It would kill me
if she were to tell me ”’

“To tell you? ” He was still at a loss

“How she fecls. How she clings. How she
doesn’t want 1t ”’

““How she doesn’'t want to die? Of course she
doesn’t want 1t ’ He had a long pausc, and they
might have been thinking together of what they could
even now do to prevent 1t This, however, was not
what he brought out. Milly’s ““ grimness ”” and the
great hushed palace were present to him, present
with the Iittle woman before him as she must have
been waiting there and listcning  ““ Only, what harm
have you done her ? ”

Mrs. Stringham looked about in her darkness
“I don’t know I come and talk of her here with
you "’
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It made him again hesitate. ““ Does she utterly
hate me ? 7

“Idon’t know. How can I? No one ever will

““ She’ll never tell ?

 She’ll never tell

Once more he thought. ‘“ She must be magnifi-
cent ”’

* She s magmficent

His f[riend, after all, helped him, and he turned 1t,
so far as he could, all over ““ Would she see me
again ? "’

It made his companion stare ‘ Should you hke
to see her ?

“You mean as you describe her ? ”  He felt her
surprise, and it took hun some time. “ No ”

‘“Ah, then ! ” Mrs. Stringham sighed

““ But 1if she could bear 1t I'd do anything

She had for the moment her vision of this, but 1t
collapsed ‘I don’t see what you can do ”’

“Idon’t cither. But she might ”

Mrs Stringham contimnued to thimk. “It’s too
lIate ”

“ Too late for her to see——? "’

“Too late.”

The very decision of her despair—it was after all
so lucid—kindled 1n him a heat ‘ But the doctor,
all the while [

“Tacchini? Oh, he’s kind He comes He's
proud of having been approved and coached by a
grcat London man He hardly in fact goes away ,
so that I scarce know what bccomes of his other
patients He thinks her, justly enough, a great
personage , he treats her ke royalty ; he’s waiting
on events But she has barely consented to see him,
and, though she has told him, generously—for she
thinks of me, dear creature—that he may come, that
he may stay, for my sake, he spends most of his time
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only hovering at her door, prowlng through the
rooms, trying to entertan me, m that ghastly saloon,
with the gossip of Venice, and meeting me, mn door-
ways, 1n the sala, on the staircase, with an agrecable
mtolerable smile  We don’t,” said Susan Shepherd,
“ talk of her ”

“ By her request ? 7

““ Absolutely. I don’t do what she doesn’t wish
We talk of the price of provisions.”

“ By her request too ?

“ Absolutcly  She named 1t to me as a subject
when she said, the first time, that if 1t would be any
comfort to me he nught stay as much as we Iiked ™

Densher took 1t all m ““ But he 1sn’t any comfort
to you!”

““None whatever  That, however,” <he added,
“1n’t hus fault  Nothing’s any comiort ”

“ Certainly,” Densher observed, “as I but too
horribly fecl, I'm not

“No. But I didn’t come for that ”

“ You came for me.”

“ Well, then, call 1t that ” But she looked at him
a moment with eyes filled full, and something came
up 1n her the next mnstant from deeper stilll - ““ I came
at bottom of course ”

“You came at bottom of course for our friend her-
self But if 1t’s, as you say, too late for me to do
anything »

She continued to look at ham, and with an 1irrta-
tion, which he saw grow in her, from the truth itsclf.
“So 1 did say But, with you here "—and she
turned her vision again strangely about her—* with
you here, and with everything, I feel we mustn’t
abandon her ”

“ God forbid we should abandon her.”

“Then you won’t?” His tone had made her
flush again.
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“How do you mean I ‘won’t,” if she abandons
me? What can I do if she won’t see me ? ”’

“ But you said just now you wouldn’t like 1t ”

“1 said I shouldn’t like 1t 1n the light of what you
tellme  Ishouldn’t like it only to see her as you make

“me. I should like 1t if I could help her. But even
then,” Densher pursued without faith, ‘‘she would
have to want 1t first herself. And there,”” he continued
to make out, ““ is the devil of 1t. She won’t want 1t
herself She can’t!”

He had got up in his impatience of 1t, and she
watched him while he helplessly moved *‘ There’s
one thing you can do There’s only that, and even
for that there are difficulties. But theressthat” He
stood before her with his hands m his pockets, and he
had soon enough, from her cyes, seen what was
coming She paused as if waiting for his leave to
utter 1t, and as he only let her wait they heard i the
silence, on the Canal, the renewed downpour of ramn.
She had at last to speak, but, as if still with her fear,
she only half-spoke. ‘I think you really know your-
self what 1t 1s.”

He did know what it was, and with 1t even, as
she said—rather !—therc were difficulties. He turned
away on them, on everything, for a moment; he
moved to the other window and looked at the sheeted
channel, wider, like a river, where the houscs opposite,
blurred and belittled, stood at twice their distance.
Mrs. Stringham said nothing, was as mute m fact,
for the minute, as if she had “had ” him, and he was
the first agamn to spcak  When he did so, however,
1t was not in straight answer to her last remark—
he only started from that. He said, as he came back
to her, “ Let me, you know, see—one must under-
stand,” almost as if he had for the time accepted 1t.
And what he wished to understand was where, on the
essence of the question, was the voice of Sir Luke
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Strett If they talked of not giving her up, shouldn’t
he be the one least of alltodo 1t »  ““ Aren’t we, at the
worst, 1 the dark without him ?

“ Oh,” said Mrs Stringham, ““ 1t’s he who has kept
me gomg I wired the first might, and he answered
like an angel. He'll come like one  Only he can't
arrive, at the nearest, till Thursday afternoon.”

““ Well, then, that’s something.”

She considered  * Something—yes.  She likes
him.”

‘“Rather! I can see 1t still, the face with whach,
when he was here m October—that might when she
was m white, when she had pcople there and those
musicians—she committed him to my care It was
beautiful for both of us—she put us m relation.  She
asked me, for the time, to take him about, 1 did so,
and we quite hit 1t off  That proved,” Densher said
with a quick sad smile, *“ that she hiked him ”

“ He liked yon,” Susan Shepherd presently risked

““ Ah, I know nothing about that ”

“ You ought to, then He went with you to galleries
and churches ; yousaved his time for him, showed him
the choicest things, and you perhaps will remember
telling me mysclf that if he hadn’t been a great
surgeon he mught really have been a great judge 1
mean of the beautiful ”’

“ Well,” the young man admitted, “ that’s what
he 1s—in having judged ser He hasn’t,” he went
on, ‘“judged her for nothing His interest in her—
which we must make the most of—can only be
supremely beneficent

He still roamed, while he spoke, with his hands mn
his pockets, and she saw him, on this, as her eyes
sufficiently betrayed, trymng to keep his distance from
the recognition he had a few moments before partly
confessed to. “I'm glad,” she dropped, “ you hke
hm !
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There was something for him m the sound of 1t
“ Well, I do no more, dear lady, than you do your-
self. Surely yous ke him  Surely, when he was here,
we all iked him ”

“Yes, but I seem to feel I know what he thinks
And I should think, with all the time you spent with
him, you’d know 1t,”” she said, ** yourself ”

Densher stopped short, though at first without a
word ‘‘ We never spoke of her Neither of us
mentioned her, even to sound her name, and nothing
whatever 1 connexiog with her passed between us ™

Mrs Stringham stared up at him, surprised at this
picture  But she had plamnly an 1dea that after an
mstant resisted 1t “ That was his  professional
propricty ”

““ Precisely.  But it was also my sensc of that virtue
in him, and 1t was something more besides ”  And
he spoke with sudden tensity I couldn’t falk
to him about her!”

“Oh!” said Susan Shepherd.

“I can’t talk to any one about her’

“ Except to me,” his friend continued.

“Except to you.” The ghost of her smile, a
gleam of significance, had waited on her words, and 1t
kept him, for honesty, looking at her  For honesty
too—that 1s, for his own words—he had quickly
coloured * he was sinking so, at a stroke, the burden
of his discourse with Kate His wisitor, for the
mmute, while their eyes met, might have been watch-
ng him hold 1t down. And he /ad to hold 1t down—
the effort of which, precisely, made hun red He
couldn’t lct 1t come up, at least not yet. She might
make what she would of 1t. He attempted to repeat
his statement, but he rcally modified 1t ** Sir Luke,
at all events, had nothing to tell me, and 1 had nothing
to tell him  Make-believe talk was mmpossible for
us, and ’”

’
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“ And real ”—she had taken him night up with a
huge emphasis—" was more 1mposstble still 7 No
doubt-—he didn’t deny 1t, and <he had straght-
way drawn her concluston  “ Then that proves what
I say—that there were mmmensities between you
Otherwise you'd have chattered ™

“1 daresay,” Densher granted,
thinking of her.”

“ You were neither of you thinking of any one else
That’s why you kept together

Well, that too, if she desired, he took {from her,
but he came straight back to what he had originally
saidd ‘I haven’t a notion, all the same, of what he
thinks 7 She faced him, visibly, with the question
mto which he had alrcady observed that her special
shade of earnestness was perpetually flowering, right
and left— Are you very sure ? ”"—and he could only
notc her apparent difference from himself “ You,
I judge, believe that he thinks she’s gone

She took 1t, but she bore up It docsn’t matter
what I believe ”

“ Well, we shall see "—and he felt almost basely
superficial. More and more, for the last five minutes,
had he known she had brought something with her,
and never 1n respect to anything had he had such
a wish to postpone He would have lhiked to put
everything off till Thursday , he was sorry it was now
Tuesday, he wondered if he were afrad  Yet 1t
wasn’t of Sir Luke, who was coming , nor of Milly,
who was dymg, nor of Mrs Stringham, who was
sitting there It wasn’t, strange to say, of Kate
either, for Kate’s presence affected him suddenly as
having swooned or trembled away ~ Susan Shepherd’s,
thus prolonged, had cast on 1t some influence under
which 1t had ceased to act. She was as absent to his
sensibility as she had constantly been, since her
dcparture, absent, as an echo or a reference, from the
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palace ; and 1t was the first time, among the objects
now surrounding him, that his senstbility so noted her
He knew <oon enough that 1t was of himself he was
afraid, and that even, if he didn’t take care, he should
nfallibly be more so  ““ Meanwhile,” he added for
his companion, ‘“1t has been everything for me to
see you ”’

She slowly rose at the words, which might almqst
have conveyed to her the hint of his taking care
She stood there as 1f she had m fact secn him abruptly
moved to dismiss her  But the abruptness would have
been 1n this case so marked as fairly to offer ground
for insistence to her mmagination of his state It
would take her morcover, she clearly showed him she
was thinking, but a minute or two to mnsist - Besides,
she had already said 1t “ Will you do 1t 1f &e asks
you? I mean if Sir Luke himself puts it to you
And will you give him ’—oh, she was carnest now l—
‘“ the opportunity to put 1t to you?”’

* The opportunity to put what ?

“ That if you deny 1t to her, that may still do
something "’

Densher felt himself—as had alrcady once befallen
him 1n the quarter of an hour—turn red to the top
of his forehead Turning red had, however, for him,
as a sign of shame, becen, so Lo speak, discounted his
consciousness of 1t at the present moment was rather
as a sign of his fear It showed him sharply enough
of what he was afraid. ““ If T deny what to her? ™

Hesitation, on the demand, revived in her, for
hadn’t he all along been letting her sce that he knew ?
“ Why, what Lord Mark told her ”

“ And what did Lord Mark tcll her ? ”

Mrs Stringham had a look of bewilderment—of
seeing him as suddenly perverse  “‘ I've been judging
that you yourself know.” And 1t was she who now
blushed deep.
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It quickened his pity for her, but he was beset too
by other things *‘ Then you know——"

“ Of his dreadful visit?”  She stared. * Why, 1t’s
what has done 1t ”

“Yes—1 understand that. But you also
know——"

He had faltered again, but all she knew she now
wanted to say ‘‘ I'm speaking,” she said soothingly,
“ of what he told her It's that that I've taken you
as knowing.”

““Oh!” he sounded 1n spite of himself.

It appeared to have for her, he saw the next
moment, the quality of relief, as 1f he had supposed
her thinking of something else. Thereupon, straight-
way, that lightened 1t ““ Oh, you thought I've known
1t for true!”’

Her light had heightened her flush, and he saw
that he had betrayed himself Not, however, that 1t
mattered, as he immediately saw still better. There
1t was now, all of 1t at last, and this at least there was
no postponing They were left with her idea—the
one she was wishing to make him recognise. He had
cxpressed ten minutes before his need to understand,
and she was acting after all but on that. Only what
he was to understand was no small matter, 1t might
be larger even than as yet appeared.

He took again one of his turns, not meeting what
she had last saxd , he mooned a minute, as he would
have called 1t, at a window ; and of course she could
see that she had driven him to the wall. She did
clearly, without delay, sce 1t, on which her sense
of having “ caught” him became as promptly a
scruple, which she spoke as 1t not to press. “ What
I mean 1s that he told her you've been all the while
engaged to Miss Croy ”

He gave a jerk round, 1t was almost—to hear 1t—
the touch of a lash, and he said—idiotically, as he
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afterwards knew—the first thing that came into his
head *“ All what while ?

“ Oh, 1t’s not I who say 1t ” She spoke 1n gentle-
ness ‘‘ I only repeat to you what he told her.”

Densher, from whom an mmpatience had escaped,
had already caught himself up  “ Pardon my
brutality. Of course I know what you're talking
about I saw him, toward the evening,” he further
explammed, “in the Piazza, only just saw him—
through the glass at Florian’s—without any words
In fact, I scarccly know him—there wouldn’t have
been occasion. It was but once, moreover—he must
have gone that mght But I knew he wouldn’t have
come for nothing, and I turned 1t over—what he would
have come for ”

Oh, so had Mrs Stringham “ He came for
exasperation ”

Densher approved  ““ He came to let her know
that he knows better than she for whom 1t was she
had a couple of months before, mn her fool’s paradise,
refused him ”

“How you do know!”—and Mrs. Stringham
almost smiled.

“ 1 know that—but I don’t know the good 1t does
him.”

‘*“ The good, he thinks, if he has patience—not too
much—may be to come He doesn’t know what he
has done to her. Only we, you see, do that.”

He saw, but he wondered. “ She kept from him
—what she felt ? ”

‘“ She was able—I'm surc of 1t—not to show any-
thing. He dealt her his blow, and she took 1t without
a sign’’ Mrs Stringham, 1t was plam, spoke by
book, and 1t brought into play agaimn her appreciation
of what she rclated “ She’s magnificent.”

Densher again gravely assented  *‘ Magnificent !

““ And Ae,” she went on, ““ 15 an 1diot of 1diots.”
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“ An 1diot of 1diots > For a moment, on 1t all, on
the stupid doom 1n 1t, they looked at each other
“Yet he’s thought so awfully clever ”

“So awlully—it’'s Maud Lowder's own view
And he was nice, m London,” said Mrs Stringham.
“to me One could almost pity him—he has had
such a good conscience

“ That'’s exactly the mevitable ass.”

“Yes, but it wasn’t—I could sce from the only
few things she first told me—that he meant Zer the
lcast harm  He intended nonc whatever.”

“ That's always the ass at his worst,” Densher
returned  “‘ He only of course meant harm to me ”

“And good to himsclf—he thought that would
come.  He had been unable to swallow,” Mrs String-
ham pursued, * what had happened on his other visit
He had been then too sharply humiliated

“Oh, I saw that.”

“Yes, and he also saw you  He saw you received,
as 1t were, while he was turned away

“ Perfectly,” Densher said—" I've filled 1t out.
And also that he has known meanwhile for whai I
was then recetved Tor a stay of all these weeks
He had had 1t to think of ”

“ Precisely—i1t was more than he could bear. But
he has 1t,” said Mrs Stringham, ““ to think of still.”

“Only, after all,” asked Decnsher, who himself
somehow, at this pomnt, was having more to think
of even than he had yct had—* only, after all,
how has he happened to know ?  That 1s, to know
enough ”’

““What do you call cnough?” Mis Stringham
nquired

“ He can only have acted—it would have been his
sole safety—from {ull knowledge.”

He had gone on without heeding her question ;
but, face to face as they were, something had none
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the less passed between them It was this that, after
an 1nstant, made her again interrogative. ‘° What
do you mean by full knowledge ? ”

Densher met 1t indirectly.  ““ Where has he been
since October ? ”’

“1 think he has been back to England. He came,
1n fact, I've rcason to believe, straight from there.”

“ Straight to do this job® All the way for his
half-hour ? ”

“ Well, to try agamn—with the help perhaps of a
new fact To make himself possibly rght with her
—a different attempt from the other He had at any
rate something to tell her, and he didn’t know his
opportunity would reduce 1itself {o half an hour. Or
perhaps indeed half an hour would be just what was
most effective It Aas been!” said Susan Shepherd.

Her companion took 1t 1n, understanding but too
well , yet as she lighted the matter for him more,
really, than his own courage had quite dared—putting
the absent dots on several 1’s—he saw new questions
swarm They had been till now mn a bunch, entangled
and confused , and they fell apart, each showing for
1itsclf. The first he put to her was at any rate abrupt.
“ Have you heard of late from Mrs Lowder? "

““Oh yes, two or three times. She depends
naturally upon news of Milly.”

He hesitated. “ And does she depend, naturally,
upon news of me ?

His friend matched for an instant his deliberation.

“T've given her none that hasn’t been decently
good. This will have been the first ”

““This’ ?” Densher was thinking.

“ Lord Mark’s having been here, and her bemng as
<he 15"

He thought a moment longer. * What has Mrs.
Lowder written about him » Has she written that he
has been with them ?
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“ She has mentroned hun but once—it was 1n her
letter before the last  Then she said something

* And what did she say ? ”’

Mrs Stringham produced 1t with an cffort  “ Well
1t was 1n reference to Miss Croy.  That she thought
Kate was thinking of him  Or perhaps I should say
rather that he was thinking of Aer—only 1t seemed
this time to have struck Maud that he was seeing the
way more open to him.”

Densher Iistened with his eyes on the ground, but
he presently raised them to speak, and there was that
mn his face which proved him aware of a queerncss
in his question ““ Does she mean he has been en-
couraged to propose to her niece ?

“I don’t know what she means ”

“ Of course not ’—he rcecovered himself , ““ and
I oughtn’t to seem to trouble you to prece together
what I can’t piece mysclf. Only I‘ guess,” ” he added,
“1 can prece 1t ”’

She spoke a httle timidly, but she risked 1t ““ 1
daresay I can piece 1t too ”

It was onc of the things in her—and his conscious
face took 1t from her as such—that from the moment
of her coming m had seemed to mark for him, as to
what concerned him, the long jump of her perception
They had parted four days earlier with many things,
between them, deep down But these things were
now on their troubled surface, and 1t wasn’t he who
had brought them so quickly up. Women were
wonderful—at least this one was. But so, not less,
was Milly, was Aunt Maud, so, most of all, was his
very Kate. Well, he alrcady knew what he had
been fecling about the circle of petticoats. They were
all such petticoats! It was just the fineness of his
tangle. The sense of that, i 1its turn, for us too,
might have been not unconnected with his putting
to his visitor a question that quite passed over her
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rematk  “ Has Miss Croy meanwhile written to our
friend >

“ Oh,” Mrs Stringham amended, * ker friend also
But not a single word that T know of ”

He had taken 1t for certamn she hadn’t—the thing
bemng after all but a shade more strange than his
having himself, with Milly, never for <ix weeks
mentioned the young lady m question It was for
that matter but a shade more strange than Milly’s
not having mentioned her In spite of which, and
however mconsequently, he blushed anew for Kate’s
silence He got away from 1t i fact as quickly as
possible, and the furthest he could get was by reverting
for a mmute to the man they had been judging
“How did he manage to get af her ? She had only
—with what had passed between them before—to
say she couldn’t sce him ”

“Oh she was disposed to kindness  She was
easter,” the good lady explained with a shight embar-
rassment, “‘ than at the other tume ”’

“ Easier?

“ She was off her guard  There was a difference.”

“Yes But cxactly not the difference ”

* Exactly not the difference of her having to be
harsh  Perfectly  She could afford to be the
oppostte ” - With which, as he said nothing, she just
mmpatiently completed her sense  *“ She had had you
here for six weeks

“ Oh!” Densher softly groancd

“ Besides, I think he must have written her first—
written, I mean, n a tone to smooth his way. That 1t
would be a kindness tohimself  Then on the spot——""

“ On the spot,” Densher broke m, ““ he unmasked ?
The horrid Iittle beast !

It made Susan Shepherd turn shghtly pale, though
quickening, as for hope, the mtensity of her look at
hum  ““ Oh he went off without an alarm.”
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“And he must have gone off also without a
hope ”

“ Al that, certainly

“Then 1t was mere base revenge  Hasn't he
known her, into the bargan,” the young man asked
—"“dudn’t he, wecks before, see her, judge her, feel
her, as having for such a suit as his not more perhaps
than a few months to hive ?

Mrs Stringham at first, for reply, but looked at
him 1n silence, and 1t gave more force to what she
then remarkably added  ““ He has doubtless been
aware of what you speak of, just as you have your-
sclf been aware

“ He has wanted her, you mean, just becautse

“ Just because,” said Susan Shepherd.

“The hound!” Merton Densher brought out
He moved off, however, with a hot face, as soon as he
had spoken, conscrous agamn of an ntention m his
visttor’s reserve  Dusk was now deeper, and after he
had once more taken counsel of the drearmess with-
out he turned to his companion  “ Shall we have
lights—a lamp or the candles ?

“Not for me ”

“ Nothmg ? ”

“Not for me ”’

He waited at the window another moment and then
faced his friend with a thought  * He widl have pro-
posed to Miss Croy  That’s what has happened ”

Her reserve contmued  “ It's you who must
judge ”

“Well, T do judge Mrs Lowder will have done
so too—only she, poor lady, wrong  Miss Croy’s
refusal of him will have struck him ”"-—Densher con-
tinued to make 1t out—'* as a phenomenon 1equiring
a reason ”’

“ And you’ve been clear to him as the reason ? 7

“ Not too clear—smce I'm sticking here and since
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that has been a fact to make his descent on Miss
Theale relevant  But clear enough. He has be-
licved,” said Densher bravely, “ that I may have
been a 1eason at Lancaster Gate, and yet at the same
time have been up to something in Venice ”

Mrs Stringham took her courage from his own
Up to ' somcething »  Up to what ? ”

“ God knows. To some ‘ game,” as they say  To
some deviltry  To some duplicity ™

“ Which of course,” Mrs Stringham observed, “ 15
a monstrous supposition ””  Her compamon, after a
stif minute—-sensibly long for cach—fell away
from her again, and then added to 1t another mnute,
which he spent once more looking out with his hands
m his pockets  This was no answer, he perfectly
knew, to what she had dropped, and 1t even seemed to
state for his own cars that no answer was possible
She Ieft him to himself, and he was glad she had
declmed, for therr further colloquy, the advantage of
lights  These would have been an advantage manly
to herself  Yect she got her benefit too even from the
absence of them It came out 1n her very tone when
at last she addressed him—so differently, for confi-
dence—in words she had already used  ** If Sir Luke
himselt asks 1t of you as something you can do for
I, will you deny to Milly herself what she has been
made so dreadfully to believe ?

Oh how he knew he hung back! But at last he
sad  * You're absolutely certamn then that she does
believe 1t ?

“ Certain ? 7 She appcaled to their whole situa-
tion ‘* Judge!”

He took his time again to yjudge  ** Do you behieve
i?”

He was conscious that his own appeal pressed her
hard , 1t eased him a little that her answer must be a
pan to her discretion  She answered none the less,
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and he was truly the harder pressed ““ What I
belicve will mevitably depend more or less on your
action. You can petfectly settle 1t—if you care I
promise to believe you down to the ground if, to save
her life, you consent to a demal ”

“ But a demial, when 1t comes to that—confound
the whole thing, don’t you sce '—of exactly what ?

It was as 1f he were hoping she would narrow , but
in fact she enlarged.  ““ Of everything ”

Everythimg had never even yet seemed to him so
mcalculably much  “ Oh!'” he stmply moaned mto
the gloom

261



1v

TuE near Thursday, commg ncarer and bringing Sir
Luke Strett, brought also blessedly an abatement of
other nigours  The weather changed, the stubboin
storm yielded, and the autumn sunshine, baffled for
many days, but now hot and almost vindictive, came
mto 1ts own again and, with an almost audible pean,
o sufluston of brght sound that was one with the
bright colour, took laige possession  Venice glowed
and plashed and called and chimed agam , the air was
Iike a clap of hands, and the scattered pinks, yellows,
Dluces, sea-greens, were hike a hanging-out of vivd
stufts, a laymg-down of fine carpets.  Densher
rcjorced m this on the occasion of his gomg to the
station to mecet the great doctor  He went after con-
sideration, which, as he was constantly aware, was at
present his imposed, his only, way of domng anything
That was where the event had landed haim—where
no event m his Iife had landed him before  He had
thought, no doubt, from the day he was born, much
more than he had acted, except mdeed that he
remembered thoughts- -a few of them—which at
the moment of thewr coming to him had thnlled hin
almost ke adventures  But anythmg like this actual
state he had not, as to the prohibition of 1mpulse,
accident, range—the prohibition, m other words, of
fricedom — Intherto known. The great oddity was
that if he had felt s arnval, so few weeks back,
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especially as an adventure, nothing could now less
rescmble one than the fact of his staymg. 1t would be
an adventure to break away, to depart, to go back,
above all, to London, and tell Kate Croy he had done
s0, but there was something of the mercly, the
almost meanly, obliged and 1nvolved sort 1n his gomng
on as he was. That was the effect in particular of
Mrs Stringham’s visait, which had left him as with
such a taste 1 his mouth of what he couldn’t do 1t
had made this quantity cear to him, and yet had
deprived Inm of the sense, the other sense, of what,
for a refuge, he possibly could.

It was but a small make-believe of freedom, he
knew, to go to the station for Sir Luke Nothing
cqually free, at all events, had he yet turned over so
long  What then was his odious position but that
agan and agamn he was afraid » He stiffened him-
sclf under this conscrousness as if 1t had been a tax
Ievied by a tyrant.  He hadn’t at any time proposed
to himscelf to Ive Iong enough for fear to preponderate
m his hfe  Such was sumply the advantage 1t had
actually got of him  He was afrad for mnstance that
an advance to his distingwished friend might prove
for him somchow a pledge or a committal He was
afraid of 1t as a curzent that would draw him too
far, yet he thought with an equal aversion of being
shabby, being poor, through fear  What finally pre-
vailled with him was the reflexion that, whatcever
might happen, the great man had, after that occasion
at the palace, therr young woman’s bricf sacrifice to
society —and the hour of Mrs. Stringham’s appeal
had breught 1t well to the surface—shown him marked
benevolence  Mrs  Stringham’s comments on the
rclation m which Milly had placed them made him
—1t was unmistakable—feel things he perhaps hadn’t
felt. It was m the spirit of sccking a chance to
feel agam adequately whatever 1t was he had missed

263




THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

—1t was, no doubt, 1n that spirt, so far as 1t went
a stroke for frecdom, that Densher, arriving betimes,
paced the platform before the tramn cathe in Only,
after 1t had come and he had presented himself at the
door of Sir Luke’s compartment with everything that
followed—only, as the <ituation developed, the sense
of an anti-chmax to so many intensities deprived
his apprehensions and hesitations even of the scant
dignity they might claim  He could scarce have said
if the visitor’s manner less showed the remembrance
that might have suggested expectation, or made
shorter work of surprise in presence of the fact

Sir Luke had clean forgotten—so Densher read—
the rather remarkable young man he had formerly
gone about with, though he picked him up again, on
the spot, with one large quiet look  The young man
felt himself so picked, and the thing immediately
affected him as the proof of a splendid cconomy
Opposed to all the waste with which he was now
connected the exhibition was of a nature quite nobly
to admonish him  The emunent pilgrim, m the tran,
all the way, had used the hours as he needed, thinking
not a moment 1n advance of what finally awaited him.
An exqusite case awaited him— of which, mn this queer
way, the remarkable young man was an outlying part,
but the single motion of his face, the motion into which
Densher, from the platform, lightly stirred 1ts stillness,
was his first renewed cognmition.  1f, however, he had
suppressed the matter by leaving Victoria he would at
once suppress now, 1n turn, whatever clse suited.  The
perception of this became as a symbol of the whole
pitch, so far as one nught one’s self be concerned,
of his visit  One saw, our friend further meditated,
cverything that, in contact, he appeared to accept—
if only, for much, not to trouble to sink 1t . what one
missed was the mward use he made of 1t. Densher
began wondering, at the great water-steps outside,
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what use he would make of the anomaly of thewr
having there to separatec Eugenio had been on the
platform, 1n the respectful rear, and the gondola from
the palace, under his direction, bestirred 1tself, with
1ts attaching mixture of alacrity and dignity, on their
coming out of the station together  Densher didn’t
at all mind now that, he himsclf of necessity refusing
a seat on the deep black cushions beside the guest of
the palace, he had Milly’s three emissaries for spec-
tators, and this susceptibility, he also knew, 1t was
something to have left bchind All he did was to
smile down vaguely from the steps—they could sce
him, the donkeys, as shut out as they would 1
don’t,” he said with a sad head-shake, ““ go there now ™’

“Oh!” Sir Luke Strett returned, and made no
more of 1t, so that the thing was splendid, Densher
fairly thought, as an mscrutability quite inevitable
and unconscious. His friend appcared not even to
make of 1t that he supposed 1t might be for respect
to the crisis  He didn’'t moreover afterwards make
much more of anythimg—after the classic craft, that
18, obeymg m the main Pasquale’s mmitable stroke
from the poop, had performed the manccuvre by
which 1t presented, receding, a back, so to speak,
rendered positively graceful by the high black hump
of 1ts felze. Densher watched the gondola out of
sight—he heard Pasquale’s cry, borne to him across
the water, for the sharp firm swerve into a side-canal,
a short cut to the palace. He had no gondola of his
own, 1t was his habit never to take onc; and he
humbly—as m Venice 1t s humble—walked away,
though not without having for some tmme longer
stood as 1f fixed where the guest of the palace had left
him It was strange enough, but he found himself
as never yet, and as he couldn’t have reckoned, m
presence of the truth that was the truest about Milly
He couldn’t have reckoned on the force of the differ-
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ence mstantly made—for 1t was all m the air as he
heard Pasquale’s cry and saw the boat disappear—
by the mere viabihity, on the spot, of the personage
summoned to her aid  He hadn’t only never been
near the facts of her condition—which counted so
as a blessing for um , he hadn’t only, with all the
world, hovered outside an mmpenetrable ring fence,
within which there reigned a kind of expensive vague-
ness made up of smiles and «<ilences and beautiful
ficttons and priceless arrangements, all stramed to
breaking , but he had also, with every one else, as he
now felt, actively fostered suppressions which were in
the direct mterest of every one’s good manner, cvery
one’s pity, every one’s really quite generous ideal
It was a conspiracy of silence, as the cliché went, to
which no one had made an exception, the great
smudge of mortality across the picture, the shadow of
pamn and horror, finding 1 no quarter a surface of
spirit or of speech that consented to reflect 1t ““ The
mete esthetic mstinet of mankind— !’ our young man
had more than once, n the connexion, said to hunself |
letting the rest of the proposition drop, but touching
agamn thus sufficiently on the outrage cven to taste
mvolved 1n one’s having to see So then 1t had been—
a general conscious fool’s paradise, from which the
spectfied had been chased like a dangerous amimal
What thercfore had at present befallen was that the
specified, standing all the while at the gate, had now
crossed the threshold as i Sir Luke Strett’s person
and quite on such a scale as to fill out the whole
precinct  Densher’s nerves, absolutely his heart-
beats too, had measured the change before he on this
occaston moved away

The facts of physical suffering, of incurable pam,
of the chance grimly narrowed, had been made, at
a stroke, mtense, and this was to be the way he was
now to feel them  The clearance of the air, 1n short,
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making vision not only possible but mevitable, the
one thing left to be thankful for was the breadth of
Sir Luke's shoulders, which, should one be able 1o
keep 1 line with them, might m some degree inter-
pose It was, however, far from plain to Densher for
the first day or two that he was again to see his dis-
tmguished fuiend at all  That he couldn’t, on any
basis actually serving, return to the palace —this
was as solid to him, every whit, as the other feature
of his case, the fact of the publicity attaching to hus
proscription through his not having taken himself off
He had been seen often enough m the Leporelll gon-
dola  As, accordingly, hie was not on any presumption
destined 1o mecet Sir Luke about the town, where the
latter would have nerther time nor taste to lounge,
nothing more would occur between them unless the
great man should surprismgly wart upon him  His
domg that, Densher further reflected, wouldn’t even
sinply depend on Mrs Stinghain’s having decided
to—as they mught say—turn him on It would
depend as well—for there would be practically some
difference to her—on her actually attempting 1t
and 11 would depend above all on what Sir Luke would
make of such an overture Densher had for that
matter hts own view of the amount, to say nothing of
the particular sort, of responsc 1t mught expect from
him He had his own view of the ability of such a
personage ceven to understand such an appeal  To
what catent could he be prepared, and what import-
ance m fine could he attach ?  Densher asked him-
sclf these questions, 1 truth, to put his own position
at the worst  He should muss the great man com-
pletely unless the great man should come to see him,
and the great man could only come to see him for a
purpose unsupposable  Therefore he wouldn’t come
at all, and conscquently there was nothing to hope

It wasn’t m the least that Densher mvoked this
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violence to all probability, but 1t pressed on him that
there were few possible diverstons he could afford now
to muss  Nothing in his predicament was so odd
as that, mcontestably afraid of himself, he was not
afraid of Sir Luke  He had an impression, which he
clung to, based on a previous taste of the visitor’s
company, that ke would somechow let him off. The
truth about Milly perched on his shoulders and
sounded 1m his tread, became by the fact of his
presence the name and the form, for the time, of every-
thing in the place, but 1t didn’t, for the difference,
sit m his face, the face <o squarcly and casily turned
to Densher at the ecarher scason  His presence on
the first occasion, not as the result of a summons, but
as a friendly whim of his own, had had quite another
value, and though our young man could <carce
regard that value as recoverable he yet reached out
in mmagination to a renewal of the old contact He
didn’t propose, as he privately and forcibly phrased
the matter, to be a hog, but there was something he
after all did want for humself It was something—
this stuck to him—that Sir Luke would have had for
him 1if 1t hadn’t been impossible These were his
worst days, the two or three , those on which cven the
sensc of the tension at the palace didn’t much help him
not to feel that his destiny made but hght of him  He
had never been, as he judged 1t, so down In mean
conditions, without books, without society, almost
without money, he had nothing to do but to wait.
His main support really was lus origmal 1dea, which
didn’t leave him, of waiting for the decpest depth his
predicament could sink him to  Tfate would mvent,
if he but gave 1t time, some refinement of the horrible
It was just mventing meanwhile this suppression of
Sir Luke.  When the third day came without a sign
he knew what to think. He had given Mrs Stringham
durmg her call on him no such answer as would have
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armed her {aith, and the ultimatum she had described
as ready for him when Ae should be ready was there-
fore—1 on no other ground than her want of this
power to answer for him—not to be presented  The
presentation, heaven knew, was not what he desired
That was not, cither, we hasten to declare—as
Densher then soon enough saw—the 1dea with which
Sir Luke finally stood before him agamn.  For stand
before him again he finally did , just when our friend
had gloomily embraced the belief that the limit of his
power to absent himself from London obligations
would have been reached  Four or five days, cxclu-
sive of journeys, represented the largest supposable
sacrifice—to a head not crowned—on the part of one
of the highest medical lights 1mn the world, so that
really when the personage in question, following up
a tinkle of the bell, sohdly rose 1n the doorway, 1t was
to impose on Densher a vision that for the mstant cut
hike o knife 1t spoke, the fact, and 1n a single dread-
ful word, of the magmtude—he shrank from calling
1t anything clse—of Milly’s case  The great man had
not gone then, and an mmmense surrender to her 1m-
mense nced was so expressed 1n 1t that some cffect,
some help, some hope, were flagrantly part of the
expression It was for Densher, with his reaction
from disappomntment, as if he were conscious of ten
things at once—the foremost being that just con-
ccivably, since Sir Luke was still there, she had been
saved  Close upon 1ts heels, however, and quite as
sharply, came the sense that the crisis—plainly ceven
now to be prolonged for him—was to have nonc of
that sound stmphcaty. Not only had his visitor not
dropped 1n to gossip about Milly, he hadn’t dropped
m to mention her at all, he had dropped mn fairly to
show that during the brief remainder of his stay, the
end of which was now 1n sight, as hittle as possible of
that was to be looked for. The demonstration, such as
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1t was, was mn the key of their previous acquaintance,
and 1t was then previous acquaintance that had made
him come. He was not to stop longer than the
Saturday next at hand, but there were things of mterest
he should like to sce agamm meanwhile 1t was for
these thmgs of mterest, for Venice and the oppor-
tunity of Venice, for a prowl or two, as he called 1t,
and a turn about, that he had looked his young man
up—producing on the latter’s part, as soon as the
case had, with the lapse of a further twenty-four
hours, so defined 1tsclf, the most incongruous, yet
most beneficent revulsion. Nothing could 1n {fact
have been more monstrous on the surface—and
Densher was well aware of 1t—than the rehief he
found during tlus short period n the tacit drop of
all reference to the palace, m nerther hearmng news
nor asking for 1t That was what had come out for
hun, on his wvisitor’s entrance, even m the very
scconds of suspense that were connecting the fact
also directly and mtensely with Milly’s state He had
come to say he had saved her—he had come, as from
Mrs. Stringham, to say how she mught be saved—
he had come, mn spite of Mrs Stringham, to say she
was lost - the distinct throbs of hope, of {car, simul-
tancous for all their distinctness, merged therir 1dentity
m a bound of the heart just as immediate and which
remained  after they had passed It <simply did
wonders for him—this was the truth—that Sir Luke
was, as he would have said, quiet

The result of 1t was the oddest consciousness as of
a blest calm after a storm He had been trying for
weeks, as we know, to keep superlatively still, and
trying 1t largely mn sohitude and silence , but he looked
back on 1t now as on the heat of fever  The rcal, the
nght stillness was this particular form of society.
They walked together and they talked, looked up
pictures agamn and recovered mmpressions—Sir Luke
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knew just what Le wanted, haunted a lttle the
dealers m old wares , sat down at FFlortan’s for rest and
mld drinks, blessed above all the grand weather, a
bath of warm air, a pageant of autumn hght Once
or twice while they rested the great man closed his
cyes—keeping them so for some mmutes while his
companion, the more casily watching his face for 1t,
made private reflexions on the subject of lost sleep
He had been up at night with her—he 1 person, for
hours, but this was all he showed of 1t and was ap-
parently to remamn his nearest appiroach to an allusion
The extraordinary thing was that Densher could take
1t m perfectly as ewidence, could turn cold at the
mage looking out of 1t, and yet that he could at
the same tume not mtermit a throb of his response to
accepted iberation  The iberation was an experience
that held 1ts own, and he continued to know why, 1n
spite of his deserts, m spite of his folly, 1 spite of
everything, he had so fondly hoped for it He had
hoped for 1t, had sat in his room there warting for 1t,
because he had thus divined mn 1t, should 1t come,
some power to let him off  He was bemng let off, dealt
with 1n the only way that didn’t aggravate his re-
sponsibility  The beauty was also that tlus wasn’t
on system or on any basis of ntimate knowledge , 1t
was just by being a man of the world and by knowing
Ife, by feeling the real, that Sir Luke did him good
There had been 1n all the case too many women A
man’s sense of 1t, another man’s, changed the air , and
he wondered what man, had he chosen, would have
been more to his purpose than this one.  He was large
and casy—that was the benediction, he knew what
mattered and what didn’t , he distinguished between
the essence and the shell, the just grounds and the
unjust for fussing  One was thus—if one were con-
cerned with him or exposed to him at all—mn his
hands for whatever he should do, and not much less
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affected by his meicy than one might have been by
his rigour. The grand thing—it did come to that
—was the way he carried oft, as one mught fairly
call 1t, the business of making odd things natural.
Nothing, 1f they hadn’t taken 1t so, could have
excceded the unexplamned oddity, between them, of
Densher’s now complete detachment from the poor
ladies at the palace; nothing could have cxceeded
the no less marked anomaly of the great man’s own
abstentions of speech He made, as he had done
when they met at the station, nothing whatever of
anything ; and the effect of 1t, Densher would have
said, was a relation with him quite resembling that of
doctor and patient. One took the cue from him as
one might have taken a dose—except that the cue
was pleasant 1 the taking.

That was why one could leave 1t to his tacit dis-
cretion, why for the three or four days Densher again
and again did so leave 1t, merely wondering a hittle,
at the most, on the eve of Saturday, the announced
term of the episode  Waiting once more on this latter
occasion, the Saturday morning, for Sir Luke’s re-
appearance at the station, our friend had to recognise
the drop of his own borrowed ease, the result, naturally
cnough, of the prospect of losing a support The
difficulty was that, on such lincs as had served them,
the support was Sir Luke’s personal presence  Would
he go without leaving some substitute for that >—and
without breaking, either, his silence in respect to his
crrand? Densher was 1n still deeper ignorance than at
the hour of his call, and what was truly prodigious at
so supreme a moment was that—as had immediately
to appcar—no gleam of hght on what he had been
Iiving with for a week found 1ts way out of him.  What
he had been domg was proof of a huge interest as well
as of a huge fee , yet when the Leporell1 gondola again,
and somewhat tardily, approached, his companion,
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watching trom the water-steps, studied his fine closed
face asmuch asevermvain It was like alesson, from
the highest authority, on the subject of the relevant,
so that 1ts blankness affected Densher of a sudden
almost as a cruelty, feehing 1t quite awfully compatible,
as he did, with Milly’s having ccased to exist  And
the suspense continued after they had passed together,
as time was short, directly into the station, where
Eugcenio, 1n the ficld carly, was mounting guard over
the compartment he had secured  The stran, though
probably lasting, at the carnage-door, but a couple
of minutes, prolonged 1tself so for our poor gentle-
man’s nerves that he mvoluntarily directed a long
look at Eugenio, who met 1t, however, as only Eugenio
could 5ir Luke’s attention was given for the time
to the night bestowal of his numerous effects, about
which he was particular, and Densher fairly found
himself, so far as silence could go, questioning the
representative of the palace It didn’t humiliate
him now , 1t didn’t humiliate him even to feel that
that personage exactly knew how little he satisfied
him. Eugenio resembled to that extent Sir Luke—
to the extent of the extraordmmary things with which
his facial habit was compatible By the time, how-
ever, that Densher had taken from 1t all 1ts possessor
mtended Sir Luke was free and with a hand out for
farewell  He offered the hand at first without specech ,
only on meeting his eyes could our young man see that
they had never yet so completely looked at him. It
was never, with Sir Luke, that they looked harder at
one time than at another ; but they looked longer, and
this, ¢ven a shade of 1t, might mean on his part every-
thing It meant, Densher for ten seconds believed,
that Milly Theale was dead , so that the word at last
spoken made him start.

I shall come back ”

“ Then she’s better ?
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“T shall come back within the month,” Sir Luke
repeated without hecding the question. He had
dropped Densher’s hand, but he held him otherwise
still. I bring you a message from Miss Theale,”
he said as 1if they hadn’t spoken of her. ““ I'm com-
missioned to ask you from her to go and see her.”

Densher’s rebound from his supposition had a
violence that his stare betrayed. * She asks
me*?”

Sir Luke had got nto the carriage, the door of which
the guard had closed , but he spoke again as he stood
at the window, bending a hittle but not leaning out.
““ She told me she’d like 1t, and I prommsed that, as
I expected to find you here, I'd let you know

Densher, on the platform, took 1t from him, but
what he took brought the blood 1nto lus face quite as
what he had had to take from Mrs Stringham. And

he was also bewildered. “ Then she canrecelve ——? "’
‘ She can recewve you ”’
“ And you're coming back [

“ Oh because I must. She’s not to move. She's
to stay. I come to her.”

“T see, I see,” saxd Densher, who mdecd did sec—
saw the sense of his friend’s words and saw beyond 1t
as well.  What Mrs. Stringham had announced, and
what he had yet expected not to have to face, had
then come. Sir Luke had kept 1t for the last, but
there 1t was, and the colourless compact form 1t was
now taking—the tone of one man of the world to
another, who, after what had happened, would under-
stand— was but the characteristic manner of his
appcal Den<her was to understand remarkably
much , and the great thing certainly was to show that
he did  “ I'm particularly obhged, I'll go to-day.”
He brought that out, but 1n his pause, while they con-
tinued to look at cach other, the train had slowly
creaked mnto motion Therc was time but for one
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more word, and the young man chose 1t, out of twenty,
with mtense concentration  ““ Then she's better ?

Sir Luke’s face was wonderful  *““ Yes, she’s
better ” And he kept 1t at the window while the
tramn receded, holding him with 1t still Tt was to
be his nearest approach to the utter reference they
had hitherto so successfully avoided If 1t stood for
cverything, never had a face had to stand for more
So Densher, held after the tramn had gone, sharply
reflected , <o he reflected, asking himself into what
abyss 1t pushed him, cven while conscious of retreating
under the mamtained observation of Eugenio
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“THEN 1t has been—what do you say? a whole
fortmight *——without vour makmg a sign? "

Kate put that to him distinetly, 1 the December
dusk of Lancaster Gate and on the matter of the time
he had been back , but he saw with 1t straightway that
she was as admurably true as ever to her mstinct—
which was a system as well—of not admutting the
possibility between them of small resentments, of
trifles to trip up their gencral trust. That by itsclf,
the renewed beauty of 1t, would at this fresh sight of
her have stirred him to his depths if somethig clse,
something no less vivid but quite separate, hadn’t
stirred him still more It was m seeing her that he
felt what their interruption had been, and that they
met across 1t even as persons whose adventures, on
cither side, 1 time and space, of the nature of perils
and exiles, had had a pecublar strangeness He
wondered 1f he were as different for her as she herself
had immediately appeared  which was but his way
mdecd of taking mm, with his thrill, that—even gomng
by the mere first look—she had never been so hand-
some That fact bloomed for him, 1n the firelight and
lamphight that glowed their welcome through the
London fog, as the flower of her difference, just as
her difference itself—part of which was her striking
him as older m a degree for which no mere couple of
months could account—was the fruit of their intimate
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relation  If she was different 1t was Fecause they had
chosen together that she should be, and she might
now, as a proof of their wisdom, their success, of the
reahity of what had happened—of what n fact, for the
spirit of cach, was still happening—been showing 1t to
him for pride  His having returned and yet kept,
for numbered days, so still, had been, he was quite
aware, the first pomnt he should have to tackle, with
which conscrousness mmdeed he had made a clean
breast of 1t 1 finally addressing Mrs Lowder a note
that had led to his present visit.  He had wiitten to
Aunt Maud as the finer way , and 1t would doubtless
have been to be noted that he needed no etfort not to
write to Kate  Venice was three weeks behind him—
he had come up slowly, but 1t was still as if even
mm London he must conform to her law  That was
exactly how he was able, with his faith i her ~teadi-
ness, to appeal to her feching for the situation and
explam his stretched delicacy  He had come to tell
her everything, so far as occasion would serve them ,
and 1if nothing was more distinct than that s <low
journey, his waits, his delay to reopen communication
had kept pace with this resolve, so the inconsequence
was doubtless at bottom but one of the clements of
mtensity  He was gathening everything up, every-
thing he should tell her.  That took time, and the
proof was that, as he felt on the spot, he couldn’t have
brought 1t all with him before this afternoon He
had brought 1t, to the last syllable, and, out of the
quantity, 1t wouldn’t be hard—as he 1n fact found—
to produce, for Kate’s understanding, his first reason

“ A fortmght, yes—1t was a fortmght Friday , but
I've only been keeping 1n, you sce, with our wonderful
system ” He was so castly justified as that this of
itself plamnly enough prevented her saying she didn’t
sce  Therr wonderful system was accordingly still
vivid for her, and such a gage of 1ts equal vividness
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for lumsclf was precisely what she must have asked
He hadn’t even to dot his 1's beyond the 1emark that
on the very face of 1t, she would remember, their
wonderful system attached no premum to raprdities
of transttion I couldn’t quite—don’t you know ?
take my rebound with a rush, and I suppose
I've been mstinctively hanging olf to nunimise, for
you as well as for mysclf, the appearances of rushing
There’s a sort of fitness  But 1 knew you’d under-
stand ” It was presently as il she really under-
stood so well that she almost appealed from his mnsist-
ence—yet looking at him too, he was not unconscrous,
as 1if this mastery of fitnesses was a strong sign for her
of what she had done to him  He might have struck
her as expert for contingencies mn the very degree
of her having mm Venice struck Amm as expert  He
smiled over his plea for a renewal with stages and
steps, a thing shaded, as they might say, and gradu-
ated , though—fincly as she must respond-—-she
met the smile but as she had met his entrance five
minutes before  Her soft gravity at that moment—
which was yet not solemnity, but the look of a con-
scrousness charged with Iite to the brim and wishing
not to overflow—had not qualified her welcome ;
what had done this bemng much more the presence m
the room, for a couple of mnutes, ot the footman
who had mtroduced him and who had been inter-
rupted in preparing the tea-table

Mrs Lowder’s reply to Densher’s note had been to
appomt the tea-hour, five o’clock on Sunday, for his
scemng them  Kate had thercafter wired him, with-
out a signature, ** Come on Sunday before tea—about
a quarter of an hour, which will helpus”, and he had
arrived therefore scrupulously at twenty mmmutes to
five Kate was alone 1 the room and hadn’t delayed
to tell him that Aunt Maud, as she had happily
gathered, was to be, for the interval-—not long but
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prectous—engaged with an old servant, retired and
pensioned, who had been paying her a visit and who
was within the hour to depart agamn for the suburbs.
They were to have the scrap of time, after the with-
drawal of the footman, 1o themselves, and there was
a moment when, 1n spite of their wonderful system, m
spite of the proscription of rushes and the propriety
of shades, 1t proclaimed 1tself indeed precious And
all without prejudice—that was what kept 1t noble
—to Kate’s high sobriety and her beautiful self-
command. If he had his discretion she had her
perfect manner, which was her decorum  Mrs.
Stringham, he had, to finish with the question of his
delay, furthermore observed, Mrs Stringham would
have written to Mrs. Lowdecr of his having quitted the
place ; so that 1t wasn’t as if he were hoping to cheat
them. They’d know he was no longer there.

“Yes, we've known 1t ”

“ And you contmue to hear ?

“ From Mrs. Stringham ?  Certamnly By which
I mean Aunt Maud does ”

“ Then you’ve recent news ? "’

Her face showed a wonder “ Up to within a day
or two I believe. But haven’t you ?

“ No—I've heard nothing.” And 1t was now that
he felt how much he had to tell her ““1I don’t get
letters  But I've been sure Mrs. Lowder does ” With
which he added © “ Then of course you know ” He
waited as if she would show what she knew , but she
only showed in silence the dawn of a surprise that she
couldn’t control. There was nothing but for him to
ask what he wanted  ““ Is Miss Theale alive ?

Kate’s look at this was large.  ““ Don’t you know ?”

“ How should I, my dcar—in the absence of every-
thing? "’ And he himself stared as for hght “ She’s
dead ? ”  Then as with her eyes on him she slowly
shook her head he uttered a strange ““ Not yet ? 7
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It came out 1a Kate’s face that there were several
questions on her hips, but the one she presently put
was - ““ Is 1t very terrible ?

*“ The manner of her <o consciously and helplessly
dymng ? 7 He had to think a moment ** Well, yoes
—since you ask me  very terrible to me—so far as,
before I came away, I had any sight of 1t But I'don’t
think,” he went on, ““ that—though I'll try—I can
quite tell you what 1t was, what 1t 15, for me  That’s
why I probably just sounded to you,” he explained,
“as1f I hoped 1t might be over ”

She gave him her quictest attention, but he by this
time saw that, so far as telling her all was concerned,
she would be divided between the wish and the re-
luctance to hear 1t, between the curlosity that, not
unnaturally, would consume her and the opposing
scruple of a respect for misfortune The more she
studied him too—and he had never so felt her closely
attached to his face—the more the choice of an atti-
tude would become mmpossible to her.  There would
simply be a fecling uppermost, and the fecling wouldn’t
be cagerness  This perception grew m him fast, and
he even, with his mmagmation, had for a moment
the quick forecast of her possibly breaking out at
him, should he go too far, with a wonderful “ What
horrors are you telling me?” It would have the
sound—wouldn’t 1t be open to him fairly to bring
that out hmself ?—of a repudiation, for pity and
almost for shame, of everything that in Venice had
passed between them. Not that she would confess to
any return upon herself , not that <he would let
compunction or horror give her away , but 1t was 1
the air for him—yes—that she wouldn’t want details,
that she positively wouldn’t take them, and that, if he
would generously understand 1t from her, she would
prefer to keep him down Nothing, however, was
more definite for him than that at the same time he
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must remain down but <o far as 1t swted him - Some-
thing rose strong withmm him agamst his not bemg
free with her  She had been {ree enough about 1t all,
three months before, with e That was what <he
was at present only m the sense of treating him
handsomely.  ““ 1 can believe,” she said with perfect
consideration, ““ how dreadful for you much of 1t must
have been ”

He didn’t however take this up, there were things
about which he wished first to be clear  * There’s
no other possibility, by what you now know ? I mcan
for her fe ”  And he had just to wmsist—she would
say as little as she could  ** She 2s dymg ?

“ She’s dymg

It was strange to him, 1n the matter of Milly, that
Lancaster Gate could make him any surcr, yet what
m the world, 1 the matter of Milly, wasn't strange ?
Nothmg was so much <o as his own Dbehaviour—his
present as well as his past  He could but do as
he must  ““ Has Sir Luke Strett,” he asked, * gone
back to her ? ”

“T believe he’s there now ”

“Then,” said Densher, “1t’s the end ”

She took 1t 1 silence for whatever he deemed 1t to
be, but she spoke otherwise after a mmute  “ You
won’t know, unless you've perhaps scen him yoursclf,
that Aunt Maud has been to him

“Oh!'” Densher exclaimed, with nothing to add
lo 1t

“For rcal news,” Katc hersclf after an instant
added.

““ She hasn’t thought Mrs Stringham’s real ? ”

“It’s perhaps only I who haven’t It was on Aunt
Maud’s trymg agan three days ago 1o sce lum that
she heard at his house of his having gone  He had
started I believe some days before

‘“ And won’t then by this tune be back ? 7
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Kate shook her head  ““ She sent yesterday to
know

*“ He won’t leave her then "—Densher had turned
1t over—“ while she Irves  He'll stay to the end.
He’s magnificent ™

“T think she1s,” said Kate.

It had made them agamn look at each other long,
and what 1t drew from him rather oddly was ““ Oh
you don’t know !

“ Well, she’s after all my friend ”

It was somehow, with her handsome demur, the
answer he had least expected of her, and 1t fanned
with 1ts breath, for a brief mnstant, his old sense of
her vartety  “I see. You would have been sure of
1t You were sure of 1t ”

“ Of course I was surc of 1t ”’

And a pause agamn, with this, fell upon them,
which Densher, however, presently broke “ If you
don’t think Mrs. Stringham’s news ‘real’” what do
you thmnk of Lord Mark’s ? ”’

She didn’t think anything  “ Lord Mark’s ? "

“You haven’t seen him ? ”

“ Not since he saw her ”

“You've known then of his seeing her 2”7

“ Certanly  From Mrs Stringham ™

“ And have you known,” Densher went on, * the
rest ? 7

Kate wondered ““ What rest ?

“ Why everything It was his wisit that she
couldn’t stand—it was what then took place that
simply killed her.”

“Oh!” Kate seriously breathed But she had
turned pale, and he saw that, whatever her degree of
ignorance of these connexions, 1t wasn’t put on
“ Mrs Stringham hasn’t said that.”

Hec observed none the less that she didn’t ask what
had then taken place, and he went on with his
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contribution to her knowledge “ The way 1t affected
her was that 1t made her give up. She has given up
beyond all power to care again, and that’s why she’s
dying ”’

- “Oh!” Kate once more slowly sighed, but with a
vaguencss that made him pursue.

““ One can sce now that she was living by will—
which was very much what you ornigimally told me of
her”

“I remember That was1t”

“Well then her will, at a given moment, broke
down, and the collapse was determuned by that
fellow’s dastardly stroke  He told her, the scoundrel,
that you and I are secretly cngaged ”

Kate gave a quick glare. “ But he doesn’t know
!

“ That docesn’t matter.  She did by the time he had
left her Besides,” Densher added, ““ he does know
it.  When,” he continued, “ did you last sec him ? ”

But she was lost now 1n the picture before her.
* That was what madec her worse ?

He watched her take 1t m—it <o added to her
sombre beauty Then he spoke as Mrs Stringham
had spoken. ‘‘ She turned her face to the wall.”

“ Poor Milly ! ”” said Kate.

Shght as 1t was, her beauty somchow gave 1t style,
so that he continued consistently  ““ She learned 1t,
you see, too soon—since of course onc’s 1dea had been
that she might never even learn 1t at all And she
had felt sure—through everything we had done—of
there not being between us, so far at least as you
were concerned, anything she need regard as a
warning ”’

She took another moment for thought It
wasn’t through anything yon did—whatever that may
have been—that she gained her certamnty. 1t was by
the conviction she got from me.”
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“ Oh 1t’s very,handsome,” Densher said, * for you
to take your share!”

“ Do you suppose,” Kate asked, * that I think of
denying 1t ? ”

Her look and her tone made him for the instant
regret his comment, which indeed had been the first
that rose to his lips as an effect absolutely of what
they would have called between them her straight-
ness. Her straightness, visibly, was all his own
loyalty could ask. Still, that was comparatively
beside the mark ““ Of course I don't suppose any-
thing but that we're together i our recognitions, our
responsibilities—whatever we choose to call them. It
isn’t a question for us of apportioning shares or dis-
tinguishing mwvidiously among such impressions as
1t was our 1dea to give.”

“ It wasn’t youridea to give impressions,”” said Kate

He met this with a smile that he himself felt, in 1ts
strained character, as queer. ‘“ Don’t go into that!”’

It was perhaps not as going into 1t that she had
another 1dea—an 1dea born, she showed, of the vision
he had just evoked. ““ Wouldn't 1t have been possible
then to deny the truth of the information? I mean
of Lord Mark’s.”

Densher wondered.  “ Possible for whom ?

* Why for you.”

“ To tell her he hied ?

*“ To tell her he’s mustaken.”

Densher stared—he was stupefied ; the ““ possible ”
thus glanced at by Kate becing exactly the alternative
he had had to face mm Venice and to put utterly
away from him Nothing was stranger than such a
difference 1n their view of 1t ““ And to lie myself,
you mean, todo 1t?  We are, my dear child,” he said,
“ I suppose, still engaged.”

“ Of course we're still engaged. But to save her
Life 1
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He took m tor a little the way she talked of 1. Of
course, 1t was to be 1emembered, she had always
simplified, and 1t brought back his sensc of the degree
m which, to her encrgy as compared with his own,
many things were easy , the very sensc that so often
before had moved him to admuration. ““ Well, 1if
you must know—and I want you to be clear about
1t—I didn’t even seriously think of a denial to her
face  The question of 1t—as possibly saving her—
was put to me definitely cnough , but to turn 1t over
was only to dismuss 1t. Bewdes,” he added, “1t
wouldn’t have done any good.”

“ You mean she would have had no faith m your
correction ? 7’ She had spoken with a promptitude
that affected him of a sudden as almost ghb, but he
himself paused with the overweight of all he meant,
and <he meanwhile went on  ““ Did you try ?

“I hadn’t even a chance ”

Kate mamtamned her wonderful manner, the
manner of at once having 1t all before her and yet
keeping 1t all at 1ts distance “ She wouldn’t sce
you?”’

*“ Not after your friend had been with her.”

She hesitated  “ Couldn’t you write ?

It made him also think, but with a difference.
* She had turned her face to the wall ”

This agamn for a moment hushed her, and they
were both too grave now for parenthctic pity  But
her interest came out for at least th¢ mmimum of
Iight  *“ She refused even to let you speak to her ? ”

“My dear girl,” Densher returned, “‘ she was
miscrably, prolibitively 11~

“ Well, that was what she had been before ™

“ And 1t didn’t prevent ? No,” Densher admitted,
“1t didn’'t, and I don’t pretend that she’s not
magnitficent ”’

““ She’s prodigious,” said Kate Croy.
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He looked a% her a moment. “ So are you, my
dear But that’s how 1t 1s,” he wound up; “ and
there we are.”

His 1dea had been mn advance that she would
perhaps sound him much more deeply, asking him
above all two or three specific things. He had fairly
fancied her even wanting to know and trying to find
out how far, as the odious phrase was, he and Milly
had gone, and how near, by the same token, they had
come. He had asked himself 1f he were prepared to
hear her do that, and had had to take for answer that
he was prepared of course for everything. Wasn’t he
prepared for her ascertamming if her two or three
prophecies had found time to be made true ?  He had
fanly believed himself ready to say whether or no the
overture on Milly’s part promised according to the
boldest of them had taken place But what was in
fact blessedly coming to him was that so far as such
things were concerned his readiness wouldn’t be taxed.
Kate’s pressure on the question of what had taken
place remained so admirably general that cven her

present inquiry kept 1tself frce of sharpness. “ So
then that after Lord Mark’s interference you never
agam met ? 7

It was what he had been all the while coming to.
“No:; we met once—so far as it could be called a
meeting. I had stayed—I didn’t come away.”

‘“ That,”” said Kate, *“ was no more than decent ”’

‘“ Precisely "—he felt himself wonderful, ““and I
wanted to be no less. She sent for me, I went to her,
and that night I left Venice.”

His companion waited. ““ Wouldn'’t #4at then have
been your chance ?

“To refute Lord Mark’s story ?» No, not even 1if
before her there I had wanted to. What did it
signify erther 7 She was dymng.”

‘“ Well,” Kate 1n a manner persisted, ‘“ why not
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just because she was dymg?” She had however
all her discretion. ““ But of course I know that seeing
her you could judge ”

“ Of course seeing her I could judge. And I did
see her! If T had denied you moreover,” Densher
said with his eyes on her, ““ I'd have stuck to 1t ”

She took for a moment the mtention of his face.
“ You mean that to convince lier you'd have msisted
or somehow proved 2

‘1 mean that to convince you I'd have msisted or
somehow proved P

Kate looked for her moment at a loss  ““ To con-
vince ‘me’ ? "

‘1 wouldn’t have made my denial, 1n such condi-
tions, only to take 1t back afterwards ”

With this quickly hght came for her, and with
1t also her colour flamed “ Oh you’d have broken
with me to make your demal a truth? You'd have
‘ chucked ’ me ”—she ecmbraced 1t perfectly—* 1o
sdave your consclence ?

“1 couldn’t have done anything else,” said
Merton Densher.  ““ So you see how right I was not to
commit myself, and how Iittle I could dream of 1t.
If 1t ever again appears to you that I mught have done
so, remember what I say.”

Kate agamn cousidered, but not with the effect at
once to which he pomnted ‘ You've fallen 1n love
with her ”

“ Well then say so—with a dying woman. Why
need you mind and what docs 1t matter ? ”’

It came from him, the question, straight out of the
mtensity of relation and the face-to-face necessity
mto which, from the first, from his entering the room
they had found themsclves thrown, but it gave
them therr most extraordinary moment. “ Wait
till she +s dead! Mrs. Stringham,” Kate added, “1s
to telegraph.” After which, n a tone still different,
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“ For what then,” she asked, ““ did Milly send for
you?”

“ It was what I tried to make out before I went.
I must tell you, moreover, that I had no doubt of 1ts
really being to give me, as you say, a chance She
believed, I suppose, that I mught deny, and what, to
my own mind, was before me 1n going to her was the
certainty that she’d put me to my test She wanted
from my own lips—so I saw 1it—the truth. But I
was with her for twenty minutes, and she never asked
me for 1t.”

‘ She ncver wanted the truth ”—XKate had a high
head-shake. ‘““ She wanted yox She would have
taken from you what you could give her and been
glad of 1t, even if she had known 1t false. You might
have lied to her from pity, and she have seen you
and felt you lie, and yet—since 1t was all for tender-
ness—she would have thanked you and blessed you
and clung to you but the more For that was your
strength, my dcar man—that she loves you with
passton ”’

“ Oh my ‘ strength ’ ! ”” Densher coldly murmured.

“ Otherwise, <mce she had sent for you, what
was 1t to ask of you?” And then—qute without
rrony—as he waited a moment to say  “‘ Was 1t just
once more to look at you ? ”’

““ She had nothing to ask of me—nothing, that 1s,
but not to stay any longer. She did to that extent
want to see me She had supposed at first—after
he had been with her—that I had seen the propriety
of taking mysclf off Then since I hadn’t—seeing
my propricty as I did in another way—she found,
days later, that I was still there.  Thus,” said Densher,
“ affected her

‘ Of course 1t affected her ”

Again she struck him, for all her digmity, as glib.
“If 1t was somchow for Zer 1 was still staying, she
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wished that to end, she wished me te know how little
there was need of 1t. And as a manner of farewell she
wished herself to tell me so.”

““ And she did tell youso? ”’

‘“ Face-to-face, yes. Personally, as she desired ™

“ And as you of course did.”

““No, Kate,” he returned with all theirr mutual
consideration, “not as I did. I hadn’t desired 1t 1n
the least ”

“You only went to obhge her ? ”

“To oblige her  And of course also to oblige you.”

“ Oh for myself ccrtamly I'm glad ”

““Glad *? "—he echoed vaguely the way 1t rang out.

“1 mean you did quite the nght thing. You did
1t especially 1in having stayed But that was all ?
Kate went on ““ That you mustn’t wait ?

“ That was really all—and 1n perfect kindness ”

“ Ah kindness naturally : from the moment she
asked of you such a—well, such an effort. That you
mustn’t wait—that was the pomt,” Kate added—
““ to sce her die.”

‘“ That was the point, my dear,” Densher said.

“ And 1t took twenty minutes to make 1t ?

He thought a little.  ““ I didn’t time 1t to a second
I paid her the wisit—just like another ”

‘ Like another person ? ”’

““ Like another visit.”

“Oh!'” said Kate. Which had apparently the
effect of shghtly arresting his speech—an arrest she
took advantage of to continue, making with 1t
- _cd her nearest approach to an imnquiry of the kind
against which he had braced himself. “Did she
recetve you—in her condition—in her room ? ”’

‘“ Not she,” said Merton Densher  ““ She received
me just as usual 1n that glorious great salome, 1n
the dress she always wears, from her mveterate corner
of her sofa.”” And his face for the moment conveyed
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the scene, just ag hers equally embraced 1t. ““ Do you
remember what you origmally said to mec of her ?

“ Ah, I've said <o many things.”

“That she wouldn’t smell of drugs, that she
wouldn’t taste of medicine  Well, she didn’t ”’

“ So that 1t was really almost happy ? ”

It took him a long time to answer, occupied as he
partly was 1n feeling how nobody but Kate could
have invested such a question with the tone that was
perfectly right. She meanwhile, however, patiently
waited. “I don’t think I can attempt to say now
what 1t was Some day—perhaps. For 1t would be
worth 1t for us.”

“ Some day—-certainly.” She seemed to record
the promise. Yet she spoke agan abruptly. ‘ She’ll
recover ”’

“Well,” said Densher, ““ you'll see.”

She had the air an mstant of trymng to. “Did
she show anything of her feeling? I mean,” Kate
explained, ““ of her feeling of having been misled.”

She didn’t press hard, surely; but he had just
mentioned that he would have rather to ghde. *“ She
showed nothing but her beauty and her strength.”

“ Then,” his companion asked, “ what’s the use
of her strength ?

He seemed to look about for a use he could name ,
but he had soon given 1t up. ‘‘ She must die, my
dear, 1n her own extraordinary way.”

“ Naturally. But I don’t sec then what proof
you have that she was ever alicnated.”

““1 have the proof that she refused for days and
days to see me.”

‘ But she was 11.”

“ That hadn’t prevented her—as you yourself a
moment ago said—during the previous time. If 1t
had been only 1llness it would have made no difference
with her.”

203



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

““ She would still have rcceived yon ?

“ She would still have recerved me.”

“Oh well,” said Kate, “1if you know

“Of course I know I know moreover as well
from Mrs Stringham ”

“ And what does Mrs Stringham know ? ”

“ Everything ”’

She looked at him longer. ‘“ Everything ?

* Everything ”

“ Because you’ve told her ?

*“ Because she has scen for herself  I've told her
nothing. She’s a person who does see ”’

Kate thought. ‘ That’s by her lhking you too
She as well 15 prodigious. You see what interest in
a man does It does 1t all round. So you ncedn’t
be afraid ”’

“I'm not afraid,” said Densher.

Kate moved from her place then, looking at the
clock, which marked five She gave her attention to
the tea-table, where Aunt Maud’s huge silver kettle,
which had been cxposed to its lamp and which she
had not soon enough noticed, was hissing too hard.
“ Well, 1t’s all most wonderful!”’ she exclaimed as
she rather too profuscly—a s1gn her friend noticed
ladled tea into the pot He watched her a moment
at this occupation, coming ncarer the table while she
put 1n the steaming water “* You'll have some ?

He hesitated. *‘ Hadn’t we better wait [

“TFor Aunt Maud > She saw what he meant—
the deprecation, by their old law, of betrayals of the

(A

intimate note. ‘‘ Oh you needn’t mind now. We've
done 1t !”
“ Humbugged her ?

*“ Squared her. You’'ve pleased her ”

Densher mechanically accepted his tea. He was
thinking of something else, and his thought 1 a
moment came out  “ What a brute then I must be !

204



THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

“ A brute [

“ To have pleased so many people

“ Ah,” said Kate with a gleam of gaiety, ““ you've
done 1t to please me” But she was alrcady, with
her gleam, reverting a httle ““ What I don’t under-
stand 1>—won’t you have any sugar ? ”

“ Yes, please.”

“What I don’t understand,” she went on when
she had helped him, ““ 1s what 1t was that had occurred
to bring her round again. If she gave you up for
days and days, what brought her back to you? ”’

She asked the question with her own cup mn her
hand, but 1t found him ready enough 1n spite of his
scnse of the wronic oddity of their going into 1t over
the tea-table. ““ It was Sir Luke Strett who brought
her back  His visit, his presence there did 1t.”

““ He brought her back then to hife ”

“Well, to what I saw.”

“ And by 1nterceding for you ? ”’

“1 don’t think he interceded. I don’t indeed
know what he did.”

Kate wondered. “ Didn’t he tell you? ™’

“1 didn’t ask him. I met him again, but we
practically didn’t speak of her.”

Kate stared  ““ Then how do you know ? ”

“I see. I feel. I was with him agamn as I had
been before—— "

“ Oh and you pleased him too? That was1t?”

““ He understood,’” said Densher.

““ But understood what »

He waited a moment. ‘““That I had meant
awfully well.”

‘“ Ah, and made her understand ? 1 sec,” she
went on as he said nothing. “ But how did he
convince her ? ”’

Densher put down his cup and turned away.
“ You must ask Sir Luke ”
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He stood looking at the firc and there was a time
without sound. ‘ The great thing,” Kate then
resumed, ‘“1s that she’s satisfied. Which,” she
continued, looking across at him, “1s what I've
.worked for.”

‘“ Satisfied to die in the flower of her youth ? ”

“ Well, at peace with you.”

“Oh ‘peace’!” he murmured with his eyes on
the fire

“ The peace of having loved.”

He raised his eyes to her. “‘ Is that peace ? ”

“ Of having been loved,” she went on. “ That 1s.
Of having,” she wound up, ‘““realised her passion.
She wanted nothing more. She has had all she
wanted.”

Lucid and always grave, she gave this out with a
beautiful authority that he could for the time meet
with no words. He could only again look at her,
though with the sense in so domng that he made her
more than he intended take his silence for assent
Quite indeed as if she did so take 1t she quitted the
table and came to the fire. “ You may think 1t
hideous that I should now, that I should yet —she
made a point of the word—*‘ pretend to draw con-
clusions. But we’ve not failed ”

“Oh!” he only again murmured.

She was once more close to him, close as she had
been the day she came to him 1n Venice, the quickly
returning memory of which intensified and enriched
the fact He could practically deny in such con-
ditions nothing that she said, and what she said was,
with 1t, visibly, a fruit of that knowledge. ‘ We've
succeeded.” She spoke with her eyes deep in his
own. ‘“She won’t have loved you for nothing.” It
made him wince, but she mnsisted. ““ And you won't
have loved me.”
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HEe was to remain for several days under the deep
mmpression of this inclusive passage, so luckily pro-
longed from moment to moment, but interrupted at
1ts chmax, as may be said, by the entrance of Aunt
Maud, who found them standing together near the
fire. The becarings of the colloquy, however, sharp
as they were, were less sharp to his intelligence,
strangely enough, than those of a talk with Mrs
Lowdecr alone for which she soon gave him—or for
which perhaps rather Kate gave him—full occasion.
What had happened on her at last joining them was
to conduce, he could immediately see, to her desiring
to have him to herself. Kate and he, no doubt, at
the opening of the door, had fallen apart with a
certain suddenness, so that she had turned her hard
fine eyes from one to the other; but the effect of
this lost 1tself, to his mund, the next minute, 1n the
effect of his companion’s rare alertness. She instantly
spoke to her aunt of what had first been uppermost
for herself, mnviting her thereby intimately to join
them, and doing 1t the more happily also, no doubt,
because the fact she resentfully named gave her ample
support. ‘“Had you quite understood, my dear,
that 1t’s full three weeks ?”  And she effaced
herself as if to leave Mrs Lowder to deal from her
own point of view with this extravagance Densher
of course straightway noted that his cue for the
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protection of Kate was to make, no less, all of 1t he
could ; and their tracks, as he mlgh{ have said, were
fairly covered by the time therr hostess had taken
afresh, on his renewed admission, the measure of his
scant eagerness Kate had moved away as if no
great showing werce needed for her personal situation
to be seen as delicate. She had been entertaining
their visitor on her aunt’s behalf—a visitor she had
been at one time suspected of favouring too much
and who had now come back to them as the stricken
suitor of another person. It wasn’t that the fate of
the other person, her exqusite friend, didn’t, mn 1ts
tragic turn, also concern herself - 1t was only that
her acceptance of Mr Densher as a source of mforma-
tion could scarcely help having an awkwardness.
She mvented the awkwardness under Densher’s cyes,
and he marvelled on his side at the mstant creation.
It served her as the fine cloud that hangs about a
goddess 1 an epic, and the young man was but
vaguely to know at what point of the rest of his visit
she had, for consideration, melted into 1t and out
of s1ght.

He was taken up promptly with another matter
—the truth of the remarkable difterence, necither
more nor less, that the events of Venice had intro-
duced into his relation with Aunt Maud and that
these weeks of their separation had caused quite
richly to ripen for him. She had not sat down to
her tea-table before he felt himself on terms with
her that were absolutely new, nor could she press on
him a second cup without her seeming herself, and
quite wittingly, so to define and establish them. She
regretted, but she quite understood, that what was
taking place had obliged him to hang off ; they had
—after hearing of him from poor Susan as gone—
been hoping for an early sight of him, they would
have been 1nterested, naturally, i his arriving straight
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from the scene. Yet she nceded no reminder that
the scenc precisély—by which she meant the tragedy
that had so detained and absorbed him, the memory,
the shadow, the sorrow of 1t—was what marked him
for unsociability. She thus presented him to him-
self, as 1t were, 1 the guise in which she had now
adopted him, and 1t was the element of truth in the
character that he found himself, for his own part,
adopting  She treated him as blighted and ravaged,
as frustrate and already bereft, and for him to
feel that this opened for him a new chapter of frank-
ness with her he scarce had also to perceive how
1t smoothed his approaches to Kate It made the
latter accessible as she hadn’t yet begun to be; 1t
set up for him at Lancaster Gatc an association
positively hostile to any other legend. It was
quickly vivid to him that, werc he minded, he could
“work 7’ this association he had but to use the
house freely for his prescribed attitude and he need
hardly ever be out of 1t Stranger than anything
moreover was to be the way that by the end of a week
he stood convicted to lus own sense of a surrender
to Mrs. Lowder’s view He had somchow met 1t
at a pomt that had brought him on—brought him
on a distance that he couldn’t again retrace. He
had private hours of wondering what had become of
his sincerity, he had others of simply reflecting
that he had 1t all in use. His only want of candour
was Aunt Maud’s wealth of sentiment. She was
hugely sentimental, and the worst he did was to take
1t from her. He wasn’t so himself—cverything was
too rcal , but it was none the less not false that he
had been through a mill.

It was 1n particular not false for mstance that
when she had said to him, on the Sunday, almost
cosily, from her sofa behind the tea, “ I want you
not to doubt, you poor dear, that I'm witk you to the
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end!” his meeting her half-way had been the only
course open to him. She was with fum to the ecnd—
or she mght be—in a way Kate wasn’t ; and cven if
1t hiterally made her society meanwhile more soothing
he must just brush away the question of why it
shouldn’t. Was he professing to her 1 any degree
the possession of an aftersense that wasn’t real?
How 1n the world could he, when his aftersense, day
by day, was his greatest reality » Such only was at
bottom what there was between them, and two or
three times over 1t madc the hour pass These were
occasions—two and a scrap—on which he had come
and gone without mention of Kate Now that
almost as never yet he had license to ask for her, the
queer turn of thewr affair made 1t a falsc note. It
was another queer turn that when he talked with
Aunt Maud about Milly nothing elsc seemed to come
up He called upon her almost avowedly for that
purpose, and 1t was the queerest turn of all that the
state of his nerves should require 1it. He hiked her
better, he was really behaving, he had occasion to
say to himself, as if he Iiked her best  The thing was
absolutely that she met A half-way. Nothing could
have been broader than her vision, than her loquacity,
than her sympathy. It appecared to gratify, to
satisfy her to see him as he was, that too had its
effect. It was all of course the last thing that could
have seemed on the cards, a change by which he was
completely frec with this lady; and 1t wouldn’t
mdeed have come about 1f—for another monstrosity
—he hadn’t ceased to be free with Kate. Thus 1t
was that on the third time 1n especial of being alone
with her he found himself utterng to the elder
woman what had been impossible of utterance to the
younger. Mrs. Lowder gave him i fact, on the
ground of what he must keep from her, but one un-
easy moment. That was when, on the first Sunday,
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after Kate had suppressed herself, she referred to
her regret that he mghtn’t have stayed to the end.
He found his reason difficult to give her, but she
came after all to his help.

“ You simply couldn’t stand 1t ? ”

“Isimply couldn’t stand 1t  Besides you sce——!"’
But he paused

“ Besides what®” Hec had been gomg to say
more—then he saw dangers, luckily however she
had again assisted him. “ Besides—oh I know '—
men haven’t, 1n many relations, the courage of
women ”’

‘“ They haven'’t the courage of women ’

“ Kate or I would have stayed,” she declared—
“1f we hadn’t come away for the special reason that
you so frankly appreciated.”

Densher had said nothing about his appreciation
hadn’t his behaviour since the hour 1itself sufficiently
shown 1t » But he presently said—he couldn’t help
going so far ‘I don’t doubt, certamnly, that Miss
Croy would have stayed ” And he saw again into
the bargain what a marvel was Susan Shepherd  She
did nothing but protect him—she had done nothing
but keep 1t up. In coplous communication with the
friecnd of her youth she had yet, 1t was plain, favoured
this lady with nothing that compromised him
Milly’s act of renouncement she had described but
as a change for the worse ; she had mentioned Lord
Mark’s descent, as even without her 1t might be
known, so that she mustn’t appear to conceal 1t ;
but she had suppressed explanations and connexions,
and indeed, for all he knew, blessed Puritan soul,
had mvented commendable fictions Thus 1t was
absolutely that he was at his ease  Thus 1t was that,
shaking for ever, 1n the unrest that didn’t drop, his
crossed leg, he leaned back 1n deep yellow satin chairs
and took such comfort as came. She asked, it was
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true, Aunt Maud, questions that Kate hadn’t; but
this was just the difference, that from her he posmvely
liked them He had taken with himseclf on leaving
Venice the resolution to regard Milly as already dead
-to him—that being for his spirit the only thinkable
way to pass the time of waiting He had left her
because 1t was what suited her, and 1t wasn’t for him
to go, as they said 1n America, behind this, which
mmposed on him but the sharper neced to arrange
himsclf with his interval. Suspense was the ughest
ache to him, and he would have nothing to do with
1t, the last thing he wished was to be unconscious
of her-—what he wished to 1gnore was her own con-
sciousness, tortured, for all he knew, crucified by 1ts
pam  Knowingly to hang about in London while
the pamn went on—what would that do but make
his days impossible ?  His scheme was accordingly
to convince himself—and by some art about which
he was vague—that the sense of waiting had passed.
‘ What m fact,” he restlessly reflected, *“ have I any
further to do with 1t ? Let me assume the thing
actually over—as 1t at any moment may be—and I
become good agamn for something at least to some-
body. I'm good, as 1t 1s, for nothing to anybody,
least of all to Aer.” He consequently tried, so far
as shutting his eyes and stalking grunly about was a
trial ; but his plan was carried out, 1t may well
be guessed, nerther with marked success nor with
marked consistency. The days, whether lapsing or
lingering, were a stiff reality, the suppression of
anxiety was a thin 1dea; the taste of life itself was
the taste of suspense. That he was waiting was 1n
short at the bottom of everything, and 1t required
no great sifting presently to feel that if he took so
much more, as he called 1t, to Mrs Lowder this was
just for that reason.

She helped him to hold out, all the while that she
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was subtle enough—and he could see her divine 1t
as what he wanted—not to msist on the actuality of
their tension His ncarest approach to success was
thus 1n being good for something to Aunt Maud, n
default of any onc better, her company eased his
nerves even while they pretended together that they
had seen their tragedy out  They spoke of the dymng
girl in the past tense , they said no worse of her than
that she had been stupendous On the other hand,
however—and this was what wasn’'t for Densher
pure peace—they insisted enough that stupendous
was the word It was the thing, this recognition,
that kept him most quiet, he came to 1t with her
repeatedly ; talking about 1t against time and, 1n
particulat, we have noted, speaking of his supreme
personal impression as he hadn’t spoken to Kate
It was almost as 1f she herself enjoyed the perfection
of the pathos, she sat there before the scene, as he
couldn’t help giving 1t out to her, very much as a
stout citizen’s wife mught have sat, during a play
that made people cry, in the pit or the family-circle.
What most deeply stirred her was the way the poor
girl must have wanted to live

“ Ah yes indeed—she did, she did: why 1n pity
shouldn’t she, with everything to fill her world >
The mere money of her, the darling, if 1t 1sn’t too
disgusting at such a time to mention that——1!"

Aunt Maud mentioned 1t —and Densher quite
understood—but as fairly giving poetry to the hfe
Milly clung to. a view of the “ might have been ”
before which the good lady was hushed ancw to
tears She had had her own wvision of these possi-
bilities, and her own social use for them, and since
Milly’s spirit had been after all so at one with her
about them, what was the cruelty of the event but a
cruelty, of a sort, to herself » That came out when
he named, as the horrible thing to know, the fact of
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their young friend’s unapproachable terror of the
end, keep 1t down though she would ; comung out
therefore often, since 1n so namung 1t he found the
strangest of reliefs. He allowed 1t all 1ts vividness,
as if on the principle of his not at least spiritually
shirking  Milly had held with passion to her dream
of a future, and she was separated from 1t, not shriek-
mg mdeed, but grimly, awfully silent, as one might
1mmagine some noble young victim of the scaffold, n
the French Revolution, separated at the prison-door
from some object clutched for resistance. Densher,
m a cold moment, so pictured the case for Mrs.
Lowder, but no moment cold enough had yet come
to make him <o picturc 1t to Kate And i1t was the
front so presented that had been, in Milly, heroic ;
presented with the highest heroism, Aunt Maud by
this time knew, on the occasion of his taking leave
of her. He had let her know, absolutely for the girl’s
glory, how he had been recerved on that occasion :
with a positive effect—since she was indeed so
perfectly the princess that Mrs. Stringham always
called her—of princely state

Before the firc in the great room that was all
arabesques and cherubs, all gaiety and gilt, and that
was warm at that hour too with a wealth of autumn
sun, the state in question had been maintained and
the situation—well, Densher said for the convenience
of exqusite London gossip, sublime The gossip—
for 1t came to as much at Lancaster Gate—wasn’t the
less exquisite for his use of the siver veil, nor on
the other hand was the vell, so touched, too much
drawn aside  He himself for that matter took mn the
scene agamn at moments as from the page of a book.
He saw a young man far off and 1n a relation 1n-
concewvable, saw him hushed, passive, staying his
breath, but half understanding, yet dimly conscious
of something immense and holding himself pamnfully
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together not to lose 1t. The young man at these
moments so seeh was too distant and too strange for
the right identity, and yet, outside, afterwards, 1t
was his own face Densher had known. He had known
then at the same time what the young man had been
consctous of, and he was to measure after that, day
by day, how little he had lost At present there with
Mrs Lowder he knew he had gathered all—that
passed between them mutely as mn the intervals of
their associated gaze they exchanged looks of in-
telligence. This was as far as association could go,
but 1t was far enough when she knew the essence.
The essence was that something had happened to
him too beautiful and too sacred to describe He
had been, to his recovered sense, forgiven, dedicated,
blessed , but this he couldn’t cohercntly express It
would have required an cxplanation—fatal to Mrs.
Lowder’s faith 1n him—of the nature of Milly’s wrong
So, as to the wonderful scene, they just stood at the
door. They had the sense of the presence within—
they felt the charged stillness, after which, their
assoclation deepened by 1t, they turned together
away.

That 1tself indeed, for our restless friend, became
by the end of a week the very principle of reaction :
so that he woke up one morning with such a sense
of having playcd a part as he neceded sclf-respect to
gamsay. He hadn’t in the least stated at Lancaster
Gate that, as a haunted man—a man haunted with
a memory —he was harmless, but the degree to
which Mrs. Lowder accepted, admired and explatned
his new aspect lard upon him practically the weight
of a declaration  What he hadn’t in the least stated
her own manner was perpetually stating, 1t was
as haunted and harmless that she was constantly
putting him down. There offered itself however to
his purpose such an element as plamn honesty, and
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he had embraced, by the time he dressed, his proper
corrective. They were on the edge of Christmas,
butl Christmas this year was, as i the London of so
many other years, disconcertingly mild, the still
air was soft, the thick hight was grey, the great town
looked empty, and in the Park, where the grass was
grecn, where the sheep browsed, where the birds
multitudinously twittered, the straight walks lent
themselves to slowness and the dim vistas to privacy.
He held 1t fast this morning till he had got out, his
sacrifice to honour, and then went with 1t to the
nearest post-office and fixed 1t fast in a telegram,
thinking of 1t moreover as a sacrifice only because he
had, for reasonms, felt 1t as an effort. Its character
of effort 1t would owe to Kate’s expected resistance,
not less probable than on the occasion of past appeals ,
which was preciscly why he—perhaps mnocently—
made his telegram persuasive It had, as a recall
of tender hours, to be, for the young woman at the
counter, a trifle cryptic; but there was a good deal
of 1t 1n one way and another, representing as it did
a rich impulse and costing him a couple of shillings.
There was also a moment later on, that day, when,
in the Park, as he measured watchfully one of their
old alleys, he might have been supposed by a cynical
critic to be reckoning his chance of getting his money
back He was waiting—but he had waited of old ;
Lancaster Gate as a danger was practically at hand—
but she had risked that danger before. Besides 1t
was smaller now, with the queer turn of their affair ;
in spite of which indeed he was graver as he lingered
and looked out.

Kate came at last by the way he had thought least
likely, came as if she had started from the Marble
Arch; but her advent was response—that was the
great matter, response marked in her face and agree-
able to him, even after Aunt Maud’s responses, as
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nothing had been since his return to London. She
had not, 1t wad true, answered his wire, and he had
begun to fear, as she was late, that with the mstinct
of what he might be again intending to press upon her
she had decided—though not with ease—to deprive
him of his chance He would have of course, she
knew, other chances, but she perhaps saw the present
as offering her special danger. This, 1n fact, Densher
could himself feel, was exactly why he had so prepared
1t, and he had rejoiced, cven while he waited, 1n all
that the conditions had to say to him of their simpler
and better time. The shortest day of the year though
1t might be, 1t was, 1n the same place, by a whim of the
weather, almost as much to their purpose as the days
of sunny afternoons when they had taken their first
trysts. This and that tree, within sight, on the grass,
stretched bare boughs over the couple of chairs in
which they had sat of old and 1n which—for they really
could si1t down again—they might recover the clearness
of their prime. It was to all intents however this very
reference that showed 1tself 1n Kate’s face as, with her
swift motion, she came toward him. It helped him,
her swift motion, when 1t finally brought her nearer ;
helped him, for that matter, at first, i1f only by show-
ing him afresh how terribly well she looked. It had
been all along, he certainly remembered, a pheno-
menon of no rarty that he had felt her, at particular
moments, handsomer than ever before, one of these
for instance being still present to him as her entrance,
under her aunt’s eyes, at Lancaster Gate, the day of
his dinner there after his return from America; and
another her aspect on the same spot two Sundays
ago—the hight in which she struck the eyes he had
brought back from Venice. In the course of a minute
or two now he got, as he had got 1t the other times,
his apprehension of the special stamp of the fortune
of the moment.
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Whatever 1t had been determined by as the
different hours recurred to him, 1t todk on at present
a prompt connexion with an effect produced for him
mn truth more than once during the past week, only
now much mtensified. This effect he had alrcady
noted and named 1t was that of the attitude assumed
by his friend 1n the presence of the degrec of response
on his part to Mrs. Lowder’s welcome which she
couldn’t possibly have failled to notice She had
noticed 1t, and she had bcautifully shown him so;
wearing 1 1ts honour the finest shade of studied
serenity, a shade almost of gaiety over the workings
of time Everything of course was relative, with the
shadow they werc living under, but her condonation
of the way m which he now, for confidence, distin-
guished Aunt Maud had almost the note of cheer.
She had so by her own air consecrated the distinction,
mvidious m respect to herself though 1t mught be,
and nothing, really, more than this demonstration,
could have given him had he still wanted 1t the
measure of her superiority. It was doubtless for that
matter this supcriority alone that on the winter noon
gave smooth decision to her step and charming
courage to her eycs—a courage that deepened 1n them
when he had presently got to what he did want He
had delayed after she had jomned him not much more
than long cnough for him to say to her, drawing her
hand mto his arm and turning off where they had
turned of old, that he wouldn’t pretend he hadn’t
lately had moments of not quite believing he should
ever again be so happy. She answercd, passing over
the reasons, whatever they had been, of his doubt,
that her own belief was 1 high happiness for them 1if
they would only have patience; though nothing at
the same time could be dearer than his 1dea for their
walk. It was only make-believe of course, with what
had taken place for them, that they couldn’t meet at
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home ; she spoke of their opportunities as suffering
at no point. He had at any rate soon let her know
that he wished the present one to suffer at none, and
mn a quiet spot, beneath a great wintry tree, he let his
entreaty come sharp.

“We've played our dreadful game and we've
lost We owe 1t to ourselves, we owe 1t to our
feeling for oursclves and for cach other, not to
wait another day  Our marrage will—fundament-
ally, somchow, don’t you see? —right everything
that’s wrong, and I can’t express to you my
mpatience  We've only to announce 1it—and 1t
takes off the weight.”

“To “announce’ 1t » " Kate asked = She spoke as 1f
not understanding, though she had listened to him
without confusion

“To accomplish 1t then—to-morrow 1if you will ;
do 1t and announce 1t as done. That’s the least part
of 1it—after 1t nothing will matter. We shall be so
right,” he said, ““ that we shall be strong; we shall
only wonder at our past fear. It will scem an ugly
madness. It will seem a bad drecam.”

She looked at him without flinching—with the
look she had brought at his call ; but he felt now the
strange chill of her brightness. ““ My dear man, what
has happened to you ? ”’

*“ Well, that I can bear 1t no longer. That’s stmply
what has happened Somecthing has snapped, has
broken 1 me, and here I am. It’s as I am that you
must have me.”

He saw her try for a time to appear to consider 1t ;
but he saw her also not consider 1it. Yet he saw her,
felt her, further—he heard her, with her clear voice
—try to be mntensely kind with him. “ I don't see,
you know, what has changed.” She had a large
strange smile. ‘“ We've been going on together so
well, and you suddenly desert me ?
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It made him helplessly gaze. ‘‘ You call 1t so
well’?  You've touches, upon my soul 1

“T call 1t perfect—{rom my original point of view.
I'm just where I was, and you must give me some
better reason than you do, my dear, for your not
being. It seems to me,” she continued, ““ that we're
only right as to what has been between us so long as
we do wait. I don’t think we wish to have behaved
like fools.” He took 1 while she talked her imper-
turbable consistency ; which 1t was quictly, quecrly
hopeless to see her stand there and breathe into their
mild remembering air. He had brought her there to
be moved, and she was only immovable—which was
not moreover, cither, because she didn’t understand.
She understood everything, and things he refused to,
and she had reasons, deep down, the scnse of which
nearly sickened him. She had too agamn most of
all her strange significant smile. ‘‘ Of course 1if 1t’s
that you really know something——?"" It was quite
concervable and possible to her, he could see, that lie
did. But he didn’t even know what she meant, and
he only looked at her 1n gloom. His gloom however
didn’t upset her. ““ You do, I believe, only you've
a delicacy about saying 1t. Your delicacy to me, my
dear, 15 a scruple too much. I should have no delicacy
1n hearmg 1, so that if you can tell me you know "

“ Well ? " he asked as she still kept what depended
on it.

“ Why then I'll do what you want We needn'’t,
I grant you, 1n that case wait ; and I can see what you
mean by thinking 1t nicer of us not to. I don’t even
ask you,” she continued, ““ for a proof. I'm content
with your moral certainty.”

By this time it had come over him—it had the
force of a rush. The point she made was clear, as
clear as that the blood, while he recognised 1t, mantled
in his face. ‘‘ I know nothing whatever.”
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“You'venot anidea ? ”

“T've not arf 1dea.”

“I'd consent,” she saild—“I'd announce 1t
to-morrow, to-day, I'd go home this moment and
announce 1t to Aunt Maud, for an idea I mean an
1dea straight from you, I mean as your own, given me
n good faith. There, my dear!”—and she smled
agam. ‘“I call that really meeting you ”’

If 1t was then what she called 1t, 1t disposed of his
appcal, and he could but stand there with his wasted
passton—ifor 1t was in high passion that he had from
the morning acted—in his face. She made 1t all out,
bent upon her—the 1dea he didn’t have, and the
1dea he had, and his failure of insistence when 1t
brought up that challenge, and his sense of her personal
presence, and his horror, almost, of her lucidity.
They made mm him a muxture that might have bcen
rage, but that was turning quickly to mere cold
thought, thought which led to something clse and was
like a new dim dawn. It affected her then, and she had
one of the mmpulses, mn all sincerity, that had before
this, between them, saved their position When she
had come nearer to him, when, putting her hand upon
him, she made him sink with her, as she leaned to
him, mto their old pair of chairs, she prevented
rresistibly, she forestalled, the waste of his passion.
She had an advantage with his passion now
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HE had said to her in the Park when challenged on
1t that nothing had * happened ”’ to him as a cause
for the demand he there made of her—happened
he meant since the account he had given, after his
return, of his recent cxperience But in the course
of a few days—they had brought him to Christmas
morning—he was conscious cnough, In preparing
agamn to seek her out, of a difference on that score.
Something Aad 1n this case happened to him, and,
after his taking the mght to think of 1t he felt that
what 1t most, if not absolutely first, involved was his
immediately again putting himself 1n relation with her
The fact 1tself had met him there—n his own small
quarters—on Christmas Eve, and had not then indced
at once affected him as mmplying that consequence.
So far as he on the spot and for the next hours took 1ts
measurc—a process that made his might mercilessly
wakeful —the consequences possibly imphed were
numerous to distraction. His spirit dealt with them,
m the darkness, as the slow hours passed ; his intelli-
gence and his 1magation, his soul and his sense, had
never on the whole been so intensely engaged. It
was his difficulty for the moment that he was face to
face with alternatives, and that 1t was scarce even a
question of turning from one to the other They
were not 1n a perspective i which they might be
compared and considered ; they were, by a strange
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effect, as close as a pair of monsters of whom he might
have felt on eitter cheek the hot breath and the huge
eyes. He saw them at once and but by looking
straight before him , he wouldn’t for that matter, in
his cold apprehension, have turned his head by an
mch. So 1t was that his agitation was still—was not,
for the slow hours, a matter of restless motion He
lay long, after the cvent, on the sofa where, extinguish-
ng at a touch the white light of convenience that he
hated, he had thrown himself without undressing  He
stared at the buried day and wore out the time , with
the arrival of the Christmas dawn morcover, late
and grey, he felt himeelf somehow determined. The
common wisdom had had 1ts say to him—that safety
m doubt was #ot action, and perhaps what most
helped him was this very commonness In his case
there was nothing of that—in no case m his hfe had
there ever been less. which association, from one
thing to another, now worked for him as a choice
He acted, after his bath and his breakfast, in the
sense of that marked eclement of the rare which
he felt to be the sign of his crisis  And that 15
why, dressed with more state than usual and quite
as 1f for church, he went out into the soft Christmas
day.

Action, for him, on coming to the point, 1t appeared,
carried with 1t a certain complexity.  We should have
known, walking by his <ide, that his final prime
decision hadn’t been to call at the door of Sir Luke
Strett, and yet that this step, though subordinate, was
none the less urgent. His prime decision was for
another matter, to which impatience, once he was on
the way, had now added 1tself; but he remained

sufficiently aware that he must compromise with the
perhaps excessive carliness. This, and the ferment
sct up within him, were together a reason for not
driving ; to say nothing of the absence of cabs 1n the
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dusky festal desert. Sir Luke’s great square was not
near, but he walked the distance without seeing a
hansom. He had his interval thus to turn over his
view—the view to which what had happened the might
before had not sharply reduced 1itself, but the com-
plexity just mentioned was to be offered within the
next few minutes another item to assimilate Before
Sir Luke’s house, when he reached 1t, a brougham was
drawn up—at the sight of which his heart had a hft
that brought him for the instant to a stand. This
pause wasn’t long, but 1t was long enough to flash
upon him a revelation 1n the light of which he caught
his breath  The carrage, so possibly at such an hour
and on such a day Sir Luke’s own, had struck him as
a sign that the great doctor was back. This would
prove something else, 1 turn, still more mntensely, and
1t was i the act of the double apprehension that
Densher felt himself turn pale. His mind rebounded
for the moment like a projectile that has suddenly
been mct by another * he stared at the strange truth
that what he wanted more than to see Kate Croy was
to see the witness who had just arrived from Venice.
He wanted positively to be 1n his presence and to hear
his voice—which was the spasm of his consciousness
that produced the flash. Fortunately for him, on the
spot, there supervened something in which the flash
went out. He became aware within this minute that
the coachman on the box of the brougham had a face
known to him, whereas he had never seen before,
to his knowledge, the great doctor’s carriage. The
carriage, as he came nearer, was sumply Mrs. Lowder’s ,
the face on the box was just the face that, i1n coming
and gomng at Lancaster Gate, he would vaguely have
noticed, outside, 1n attendance. With this the rest
came * thelady of Lancaster Gate had, on a prompting
not wholly remote from his own, presented herself for
news ; and news, in the house, she was clearly getting,
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since her brougham had stayed. Sir Luke was then
back—only Mrs.*Lowder was with him.

It was under the influence of this last reflexion that
Densher again delayed ; and 1t was while he delayed
that something else occurred to him. It was all
round, visibly—given his own new contribution—a
case of pressure ; and 1n a case of pressure Kate, for
quicker knowledge, might have come out with her
aunt. The possibility that in this event she might be
sitting i the carriage—the thing most hikely—had
had the effect, before he could check 1t, of bringing
him within range of the window. It wasn’t there he
had wished to see her ; yet if she was there he couldn’t
pretend not to. What he had however the next
moment made out was that if some one was there
1t wasn’t Kate Croy. It was, with a sensible shock
for him, the person who had last offered him a con-
scious face from behind the clear plate of a café in
Venice The great glass at Florian’s was a medium
less obscure, even with the window down, than the air
of the London Christmas; yet at present also, none
the less, between the two men, an exchange of recogni-
tions could occur  Densher felt his own look a gaping
arrest—which, he disgustedly remembered, his back
as quickly turned, appeared to repeat itself as his
special privilege  He mounted the steps of the house
and touched the bell with a keen consciousness of
being habitually looked at by Kate's friend from
positions of almost insolent vantage. He forgot for
the time the moment when, 1n Venice, at the palace,
the encouraged young man had m a manner assisted
at the departure of the disconcerted, since Lord Mark
was not looking disconcerted now any more than he
had looked from his bench at his café. Densher was
thinking that” s seemed to show as vagrant while
another was ensconced. He was thinking of the
other as—in spite of the difference of situation—
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more cnsconced than ever ; he was thinking of him
above all as the friend of the person with whom his
recognition had, the minute previous, associated him
The man was seated 1n the very place mm which,
beside Mrs. Lowder’s, he had looked to find Kate, and
that was a sufficient 1dentity. Meanwhile at any rate
the door of the house had opened and Mrs Lowder
stood before him. It was something at least that she
wasn’'t Kate. She was herself, on the spot, 1n all
her affluence, with presence of mind both to deade
at once that Lord Mark, in the brougham, didn’t
matter and to prevent Sir Luke’s butler, by a firm
word thrown over her shoulder, from standing there
to listen to her passage with the gentleman who had
rung. ‘‘ I'll tell Mr. Densher; you needn’t wait !
And the passage, promptly and richly, took place on
the steps.

“ He arnves, travelling straight, to-morrow early
I couldn’t not come to learn ”’

“ No more,” said Densher simply, “ could I On
my way,” he added, ** to Lancaster Gate ”

“ Sweet of you.” She beamed on him dimly, and
he saw her face was attuned It made him, with what
she had just before said, know all, and he took the
thing 1n while he met the air of portentous, of almost
functional, sympathy that had settled 1tself as her
medium with him and that yet had now a fresh glow
“ So you have had your message ? ”’

He knew so well what she meant, and so equally
with 1t what he ‘“ had had ” no less than what he
hadn’t, that, with but the smallest hesitation, he
stramned the pont “ Yes—my message.”

“ Our dear dove then, as Kate calls her, has folded
her wonderful wings ”’

“ Yes—folded them.”

It rather racked him, but he tried to receive it
as she intended, and she evidently took his formal
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assent for self-control “ Unless 1t’s more true,” she
accordingly addtd, “ that she has spread them the
wider.”

He again but formally assented, though, strangely
cnough, the words fitted a figure deep 1n his own

mmagimation ‘‘ Rather, yes—spread them the wider.”
“For a fhght, I trust, to some happiness
greater [

“ Exactly. Greater,” Densher broke in, but now
with a look, he feared, that did a httle warn her off

“You were certainly,” she went on with more
reserve, ‘‘ entitled to direct news.  Ours came late last
mght : I'm not sure otherwise I shouldn’t have gone
to you. But you’re coming,” she asked, ““ to me ?

He had had a minute by this time to think further,
and the window of the brougham was still within
range. Her nich “me,” recaching him morcover
through the mild damp, had the effect of a thump
on his chest. ‘“Squared,” Aunt Maud? She was
indeed squared, and the extent of 1t just now per-
versely enough took away his breath. His look from
where they stood embraced the aperturc at which the
person sitting 1n the carriage might have shown, and
he saw his interlocutress, on her side, understand the
question 1n 1t, which he moreover then uttered.
““ Shall you be alone?” It was, as an immecdiate
instinctive parley with the image of his condition
that now flourished n her, almost hypocritical. It
sounded as if he wished to come and overflow to her,
yet this was exactly what he didn’t. The need to
overflow had suddenly—since the night before—
dried up 1 him, and he had never been aware of a
deeper reserve.

But she had meanwhile largely responded.
“ Completely dlone. I should otherwise never have
dreamed, feeling, dear friend, but too much!”
Failing on her lips what she felt came out for him
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the offered hand with which she had the next moment

condolingly pressed his own. ‘ Dear friend, dear
friend ! ” —she was deeply ‘“‘with’”” him, and she
wished to be still more so. which was what made
her immediately continue. ““ Or wouldn’'t you this

evening, for the sad Christmas 1t makes us, dine with
me {étc-a-téte ?

It put the thing off, the question of a talk with
her—making the difference, to his relef, of several
hours, but 1t also rather mystified him. This how-
ever didn’t diminish his need of caution. ‘“ Shall
you mind 1f I don’t tell you at once ? ”’

““Not 1n the least—leave 1t open 1t shall be as
you may feel, and you needn’t even send me word.
I only will mention that to-day, of all days, I shall
otherwise sit there alone.”

Now at least he could ask. ‘* Without Miss Croy ?”

“ Without Miss Croy. Miss Croy,” said Mrs.
Lowder, *‘1s spending her Christmas n the bosom of
her more 1mmediate farmly.”

He was afraid, even while he spoke, of what his
face might show. ‘‘ You mean she has left you ?

Aunt Maud’s own face for that matter met the
inquiry with a consciousness i which he saw a
reflexion of events. He was made sure by 1t, even at
the moment and as he had never been before, that
since he had known these two women no confessed
nor commented tension, no crisis of the cruder sort
would really have taken form between them : which
was precisely a high proof of how Kate had steered
her boat. The situation exposed in Mrs. Lowder’s
present expression lighted up by contrast that super-
ficial smoothness , which afterwards, with his time to
think of 1t, was to put before him again the art, the
particular gift, in the girl, now so placed and classed,
so intimately familiar for hum, as her talent for hfe.
The peace, within a day or two-—since his seemng
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her last—had clearly been broken , differences, deep
down, kept thert by a diplomacy on Kate’s part as
decp, had been shaken to the surface by some excep-
tional jar; with which, in addition, he felt Lord
Mark’s odd attendance at such an hour and season
vaguely associated. The talent for life indeed, 1t at
the same tmme struck him, would probably have
shown equally i the breach, or whatever had
occurred ; Aunt Maud having suffered, he judged, a
strain rather than a stroke. Of these quick thoughts,
at all events, that lady was already abreast. ‘ She
went yesterday morning—and not with my approval,
I don’t mind telling you—to her sister  Mrs Condrip,
1f you know who I mean, who lives somewhere 1n
Chelsea My other niece and her affairs—that I
should have to say such things to-day '—are a con-
stant worry , so that Kate, in consequence—well, of
events —has simply been called mm. My own 1dea,
I’'m bound to say, was that with such events she need
have, 1n her situation, next to nothing to do.”

‘ But she differed with you? ”

‘“ She differed with me. And when Kate differs
with you ——1!"

“Oh I can mmagme.” He had reached the pomnt
m the scale of hypocrisy at which he could ask him-
self why a hittle more or less should signify. Besides,
with the mtention he had had he must know. Kate’s
move, if he didn’t know, might simply disconcert
him, and of bemng disconcerted his horror was by
this time fairly superstitious. ‘“I hope you don’t
allude to events at all calamitous.”

“ No—only horrid and vulgar ”’

“Oh!” said Mcrton Densher.

Mrs Lowder’s sorcness, 1t was still not obscure,
had discovered 1n frce speech to him a momentary
balm. ‘ They've the musfortunc to have, I suppose
you know, a dread{ul horrible father.”
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“Oh !’ said Densher again.

“ He'’s too bad almost to name, but he has come
upon Marian, and Maran has shrieked for help.”

Dcnsher wondered at this with intensity; and
his curiosity compromused for an mstant with his
discretion.  “ Come upon her—for money ? '

“Oh for that of course always. But, at this
blessed season, for refuge, for safety  for God knows
what  He’s there, the brute  And Kate’s with them.
And that,” Mrs Lowder wound up, going down the
steps, ‘ 1s her Christmas "

She had stopped again at the bottom while he
thought of an answer. “ Yours then 1s after all
rather better.”

“It’s at least more decent ”  And her hand once
more came out  ‘* But why do I talk of our troubles ?
Come 1f you can ”

He showed a faint smule.  * Thanks. If I can.”

“ And now—I daresay—you’ll go to church ? ”

She had asked 1t, with her good intention, rather
n the air and by way of sketching for him, 1 the line
of support, something a httle morc to the purpose
than what she had been giving him. He felt 1t as
finishing off therr intensities of cxpression that he
found himself to all appearance receiving her hint as
happy. “ Why yes—I think I will”’. after which,
as the door of the brougham, at her approach, had
opened from within, he was free to turn his back.
He heard the door, bchind him, sharply close again
and the vehicle move off in another direction than
his own

He had n fact for the time no direction ; 1n spite
of which indeed he was at the end of ten munutes
aware of having walked straight to the south. That,
he afterwaids reccogmsed, was, very sufficiently,
because there had formed itself im his mind, even
while Aunt Maud finally talked, an instant recognition
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of his necessary course. Nothing was open to him
but to follow Kate, nor was anything more marked
than the mmfluence of the step she had taken on the
emotion 1tself that possessed huim Her complca-
tions, which had fairly, with everything else, an awful
sound—what were they, a thousand times over, but
his own ? His present business was to see that they
didn’t escape an hour longer taking their proper
place in his hife. He accordingly would have held
his course hadn’t 1t suddenly come over him that he
had just lied to Mrs. Lowder—a term 1t perversely
eased him to keep using—even more than was neces-
sary. To what church was he going, to what church,
in such a state of his nerves, could he go *—he pulled
up short again, as he had pulled up m sight of Mrs.
Lowder’s carriage, to ask 1t. And yet the desire
queerly stirred 1n him not to have wasted his word.
He was just then however by a happy chance 1n the
Brompton Road, and he bethought himself with a
sudden hight that the Oratory was at hand He had
but to turn the other way and he should find himself
soon before it. At the door then, in a few minutes,
his 1dea was really—as it struck him—consecrated :
he was, pushing in, on the edge of a splendid service
—the flocking crowd told of 1t—which glhittered and
resounded, from distant depths, in the blaze of altar-
hghts and the swell of organ and choir It didn’t
match his own day, but 1t was much less of a discord
than some other things actual and possible. The
Oratory 1n short, to make him right, would do.
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THE difference was thus that the dusk of afternoon
—dusk thick from an early hour—had gathered
when he knocked at Mrs Condrip’s door. He had
gone from the church to his club, wishing not to
present himseclf 1n Chelsca at luncheon-time and also
remembering that he must attempt independently to
make a meal. This, 1n the event, he but imperfectly
achieved : he dropped nto a chair in the great dim
void of the club hibrary, with nobody, up or down, to
be seen, and there after a while, closing his eyes,
recovered an hour of the sleep he had lost during
the mght Before doing this indeed he had written—
1t was the first thing he did—a short note, which,
m the Christmas desolation of the place, he had
managed only with difficulty and doubt to commut
to a messenger. He wished 1t carried by hand, and
he was obliged, rather blindly, to trust the hand, as
the messenger, for some reason, was unable to return
with a gage of delivery. When at four o’clock he
was face to face with Kate in Mrs. Condrip’s small
drawing-room he found to his relief that his notifica-
tion had reached her. She was expectant and to that
cxtent prepared ; which simplified a hittle—f a little,
at the present pass, counted. Her conditions were
vaguely vivid to him from the moment of his coming
m, and vivid partly by their difference, a difference
sharp and suggestive, from those mn which he had
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hitherto constaptly seen her  He had seen her but
n places comparatively great , 1n her aunt’s pompous
house, under the high trees of Kensington and the
storied ceilings of Venice He had seen her, mn
Venice, on a great occasion, as the centre 1tself of the
splendid Piazza he had seen her there, on a still
greater one, m his own poor rooms, which yet had
consorted with her, having state and ancientry even
in their poorness ; but Mrs. Condrip’s interior, even
by this best view of 1t and though not flagrantly
mean, showed 1tself as a setting almost grotesquely
mapt Pale, grave and charming, she affected him
at once as a distinguished stranger—a stranger to
the little Chelsca strect—who was making the best
of a queer episode and a place of exile  The extra-
ordmary thing was that at the end of threec mmutes
he felt himself less appontedly a stranger in 1t than
she.

A part of the quecrness—this was to come to lum
mn ghmpses—sprang from the air as of a general large
misfit imposed on the narrow room by the scale and
mass of its furniture The objects, the ornaments
were, for the sisters, clearly relics and survivals of
what would, 1in the case of Mrs Condrip at least,
have been called better days The curtamns that
overdraped the wmdows, the sofas and tables that
stayed circulation, the chimney -ornaments that
reached to the celing and the flond chandelier that
almost dropped to the floor, were so many mementocs
of earlier homes and so many links with therr un-
happy mother. Whatever might have been in itself
the quality of these clements, Densher could feel the
effect proceeding from them, as they lumpishly
blocked out the decline of the dim day, to be ugly
almost to the pomnt of the simster. They failed to
accommodate or to compromise ; they asserted ther
differences without tact and without taste. It was
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truly having a sense of Kate’s own quahty thus
promptly to sce them 1n refcrence to 1t. But that
Densher had this sense was no new thing to him, nor
did he 1n strictness need, for the hour, to be remnded
of 1it. He only knew, by one of the tricks his imagina-
tion so constantly played him, that he was, so far as
her present tension went, very specially sorry for her
—which was not the view that had determined his
start in the morning , yet also that he himself would
have taken 1t all, as he mught say, less hard. He
could have hived 1n such a place ; but 1t wasn’t given
to those of his complexion, so to speak, to be exiled
anywhere. It was by therr comparative grossness
that they could somehow make shift. His natural,
his mevitable, his ultimate home—left, that 1s, to
itself—wasn’t at all unlikely to be as queer and
mmpossible as what was just round them, though
doubtless 1n less ample masses. As he took in more-
over how Kate wouldn’t have been 1n the least the
creature she was if what was just round them hadn’t
mismatched her, hadn’t made for her a medium
mvolving compunction 1n the spectator, so, by the
same stroke, that became the very fact of her relation
with her companions there, such a fact as filled hum
at once, oddly, both with assurance and with suspense.
If he himself, on this brief vision, felt her as alien
and as ever so unwittingly ironic, how must they
not feel her and how above all must she not feel
them ?

Densher could ask himself that even aftér she had
presently lighted the tall candles on the mantel-shelf.
This was all their illumination but the fire, and she
had proceeded to it with a quiet dryness that yet left
play, visibly, to her mmplication between them, 1n
their trouble and failing anything better, of the
presumably genial Christmas hearth. So far as the
genial went this had 1n strictness, given their con-
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ditions, to be all their gemiality. He had told her
in his note nothing but that he must promptly see
her and that he hoped she might be able to make 1t
possible ; but he understood from the first look at
her that his promptitude was already having for her
1ts principal reference. “I was prevented this
morning, 1n the few minutes,” he explamned, “ asking
Mrs. Lowder if she had let you know, though I rather
gathered she had; and 1t’s what I've been 1n fact
simce then assuming. It was because I was so struck
at the moment with your having, as she did tell me,
so suddenly come here.”

“Yes, 1t was sudden enough” Very neat and
fine 1 the contracted firelight, with her hands 1n her
lap, Kate considered what he had said. He had
spoken immediately of what had happened at Sir
Luke Strett’s door. “ She has let me know nothing
But that doesn’t matter—if 1t’s what yox mean.”

“It’s part of what I mean,” Densher said ; but
what he went on with, after a pause during which she
waited, was apparently not the rest of that *“ She
had had her telegram from Mrs. Stringham; late
last might. But to me the poor lady hasn’t wired.
The event,” he added, ‘““will have taken place
yesterday, and Sir Luke, starting immediately, one
can sce, and travelling straight, will get back to-
morrow morning  So that Mrs. Stringham, I judge, 15
left Lo face 1 some solitude the situation bequeathed
to her. But of course,” he wound up, ““ Sir Luke
couldn’t stay.”

Her look at him might have had 1 it a vague
betrayal of the sense that he was gaiming time.
““ Was your telegram from Sir Luke ? ~

“ No—I've had no telegram ”

She wondé@red. “ But not a letter: P

“Not from Mrs. Stringham—no.” He failed
again however to develop this—for which her for-
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bearance from another question gave him occasion.
From whom then had he heard ? He might at last,
confronted with her, really have been gamning time,
and as 1if to show that she respected this impulse she
made her mquiry different. ‘“ Should you like to
go out to her—to Mrs. Stringham ?

About that at least he was clear. ‘“ Not at all.
She’s alone, but she’s very capable and very courage-
ous Besides !” He had been gomg on, but
Lie dropped

““ Besides,” she said, “ there’s Eugenio ?  Yes, of
course one remembers Eugenio.”

She had uttered the words as definitely to show
them for not untender ; and he showed equally every
reason to assent ‘‘ Onc remembers him 1ndeed, and
with every ground for 1t He'll be of the highest
value to her—he’s capable of anything. What I was
gomg to say,” he went on, ‘““1s that some of ther
people from America must quickly arrve ”

On this, as happened, Kate was able at once to
satisfy him. “ Mr. Someonc-or-other, the person
principally 1n charge of Milly’s affairs—her first
trustee, I suppose—had just got therc at Mrs. String-
ham’s last writing.”

‘“ Ah, that then was after your aunt last spoke to
me—I] mecan the last time before this morning.
I'm relieved to hear 1t.  So,” he said, “ they’ll do.”

““ Oh, they’ll do.” And 1t came from each still as
if 1t wasn’t what cach was most thinking of. Kate
presently got however a step nearer to that. ‘‘ But
1f you had been wired to by nobody, what then this
morning had taken you to Sir Luke ? ”

“ Oh, something else—which I'll presently tell
you. It’s what made me mstantly need to sce you,
it’s what I've come to speak to you uf. But m a
minute. I feel too many things,” he went on, *“ at
seeing you in this place” He got up as he spoke ;
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she herself remained perfectly still. His movement
had been to the fire, and, leaning a little, with his
back to 1t, to look down on her from where he stood,
he confined himself to his point ““Is 1t anything
very bad that has brought you? ”

He had now 1 any case said cnough to justify her
wish for more, so that, passing this matter by, she
presscd her own challenge. “ Do you mean, if I
may ask, that ske, dymg——?" Her face, wonder-
mg, pressed 1t more than her words.

*“ Certainly you may ask,” he after a moment said.
“ What has come to me 1s what, as I say, I came
expressly to tell you. I don’'t mind letting you
know,” he went on, “ that my decision to do this
took for me last might and this morning a great deal
of thinking of. But here I am.” And he mdulged
1n a smile that couldn’t, he was well aware, but strike
her as mechanical.

She went straighter with him, she secmed to show,
than he really went with her. * You didn’t want
to come ? 7

“ It would have been simple, my dear "—and he
continued to smule—"* 1f 1t had been, one way or the
other, only a question of ‘ wanting.” It took, I admut
1t, the 1dea of what I had best do, all sorts of difficult
and portentous forms. It camc up for me really—
well, not at all for my happiness.”

This word apparently puzzled her—she studied
him 1n the light of 1it. “ You look upsct—you've
certainly been tormented. You're not well ”

*“ Oh—well enough ! ”

But she continued without heeding. “ You hate
what you're doing.”

“My dear girl, you simphfy ”—and he was
now seriouse enough. ‘It 1sn’t so simple even as
that.”

She had the air of thinking what 1t then might be.
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“1 of course can’t, with no clue, know what it is.”
She remained none the less patient and still. ““ If
at such a moment she could write you one’s inevitably
quite at sea. One doesn’t, with the best will in the
world, understand.”” And then as Densher had a
pause which might have stood for all the involved
explanation that, to his discouragement, loomed before
him : ““ You haven’t decided what to do.”

She had said it very gently, almost sweetly, and he
didn’t instantly say otherwise. But he said so after
a look at her. ‘“ Oh yes—I have. Only with this
sight of you here and what I seem to see 1n 1t for
you——1" And his cyes, as at suggestions that
pressed, turned from one part of the room to another

““ Horrible place, 1sn’t 1t ? ”’ said Kate.

It brought him straight back to his imquury. ““ Is
1t for anything awful you’ve had to come ?

‘“ Oh, that will take as long to tell you as anything
you may have. Don’t mund,” she continued, “ the
‘sight of me here,” nor whatever—which 1s more
than I yet know myself—may be ‘1n 1t’ for me.
And kindly consider too that, after all, if you're in
trouble I can a little wish to help you. Perhaps I can
absolutely even do 1t.”

“ My dear child, it’s just because of the sense of
your wish ! I suppose I'm 1n trouble—I suppose
that’s it.” He said this with so odd a suddenness
of simplicity that she could only stare for 1t—which
he as promptly saw. So he turned off as he could
his vagueness. ““ And yet I oughtn’t to be.” Which
sounded indeed vaguer still.

She waited a moment. “ Is1t, as you say for my
own business, anything very awful ? ”

“ Well,” he slowly replied, “ you’ll tell me if you
find it so. Imeanif you find my 1dea——""

He was so slow that she took him up. ““ Awful ?
A sound of impatience—the form of a laugh—at
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last escaped her. ‘I can’t find 1t anything at all till
I know what you’re talking about.”

It brought him then more to the point, though 1t
did so at first but by making him, on the hearthrug
before her, with his hands 1 his pockets, turn awhile
to and fro. There rose 1n him even with this move-
ment a recall of another time—the hour 1n Venice, the
hour of gloom and storm, when Susan Shepherd had
sat 1 his quarters there very much as Kate was
sitting now, and he had wondered, 1n pamn even as
now, what he might say and mightn’t. Yet the
present occaston after all was somehow the easier  He
tried at any rate to attach that fecling to 1t while he
stopped before his companion. ‘ The communica-
tion I speak of can’t possibly belong—so far as its
date 1s concerned—to these last days. The post-
mark, which 1s legible, does; but 1t 1sn’t thinkable,
for anything else, that she wrote——!"" He dropped,
looking at her as if she’d understand.

It was easy to understand. ‘‘ On her deathbed ? ”
But Kate took an mstant’s thought. * Aren’t we
agreed that there was never any one 1n the world like
her?”

“Yes.” And looking over her head he spoke
clearly enough. ‘ There was never any one in the
world like her.”

Kate, from her chair, always without a movement,
raised her eyes to the unconscious reach of his own.
Then when the latter again dropped to her she added
a question. ‘‘ And won’t 1t further depend a httle on
what the communication 1s ? ”

“ A httle perhaps—but not much. It’s a com-
munication,” said Densher.

“ Do you mean a letter ? ”

“Yes, a lotter. Addressed to me 1n her hand—in
hers unmistakably.”

Kate thought. “Do you know her hand very well?”
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“ Oh, perfectly.”

It was as 1f his tone for this prempted—with a
shght strangeness—her next demand. ‘ Have you
had many letters from her ? ”

“No. Only three notes” He spoke looking
straight at her. ‘ And very, very short ones.”

‘““ Ah,” said Kate, ‘the number doesn’t matter.
Three lines would be enough if you’re sure you
recmember.”’

“I'm sure I remember Besides,” Densher con-
tinued, ““ I've seen her hand 1n other ways. I seem
to recall how you once, before she went to Venice,
showed me one of her notes precisely for that. And
then she once copied me something ™’

““Oh,” said Kate almost with a smile, “ I don’t
ask you for the detail of your reasons. One good
one’s enough.” To which however she added as if
precisely not {o spcak with immpatience or with
anything like wrony ‘“ And the writing has 1ts usual
look?”

Densher answered as 1f even to better that descrip-
tion of 1it.  “* It’s beautiful.”

“ Yes—it was beautiful. Well,” Kate, to defer
10 him still, further remarked, ‘‘ 1t’s not news to us
now that she was stupendous. Anything’s possible.”

“Yes, anything’s possible "—he appeared oddly
to catch at 1t. ‘“ That’s what I say to myself It’s
what T've been believing you,” he a trifle vaguely
explained, “ still more certain to feel.”

She waited for him to say more, but he only, with
his hands m his pockets, turned again away, going this
time to the single window of the room, where 1n the
absence of lamphght the blind hadn’t been drawn.
He looked out mto the lamplit fog, lost himself 1n the
small sordid London street—for sordid, with his
other association, he felt 1t—as he had lost himself,
with Mrs. Stringham’s eyes on him, in the vista of the
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Grand Canal It was present then to his recording
conscilousness that when he had last been driven to
such an attitude the very depth of his resistance to the
opportunity to give Kate away was what had so driven
him His waiting companion had on that occasion
waited for him to say he would, and what he had
meantime glowered forth at was the manity of such
a hope. Kate’s attention, on her side, during these
minutes, rested on the back and shoulders he thus
famiharly presented—rested as with a view of thar
cxpression, a reference to things unimparted, Iinks still
missing and that she must ever muiss, try to make
them out as she would. The result of her tension was

that she again took him up “ You recetved—what
you spoke of—last might ?
It made him turn round “ Coming m from Fleet

Street—carhier by an hour than usual—I found 1t
with some other letters on my table. But my eyes
went straight to 1t, 1n an extraordmmary way, from the
door I recognised 1t, knew what 1t was, without
touchmg 1t

“ One can understand.”  She Iistened with respect.
His tone however was so singular that she presently
added “ You spcak as 1if all this while you hadn’t
touched 1t

“ Oh yes, I've touched 1t. I feel as 1if, ever since,
I'd been touching nothing elsc. I quite firmly,” he
pursued as 1f to be plamer, “ took hold of 1t.”

“ Then wheresit ?

“ Oh, I have 1t here ”’

“ And you’ve brought 1t to show me ? ”

“ I’ve brought 1t to show you.”

So he said with a distinctness that had, among his
other oddities, almost a sound of cheer, yet making
no movement that matched his words. She could
accordingly but offer again her expectant face, while
his own, to her mmpatience, scemed perversely to fill
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with another thought. ‘‘ But now that you’ve done
so you feel you don’t want to ” o

“1 want to immensely,” he said. “ Only you tell
me nothing.”

She smiled at him, with this, finally, as if he were
an unreasonable child. ‘It seems to me I tell you
quite as much as you tell me You haven’t yet cven
told me how 1t 1s that such explanations as you require
don’t come from your document 1itself.”” Then as
he answered nothing she had a flash. “ You mean
you haven’'t read 1t ?

“1 haven’t read 1t.”’

She stared. ‘‘ Then how am I to help you with 1t?”

Again leaving her while she never budged he paced
five strides, and again he was before her. “* By telling
me tis. It’s something, you know, that you wouldn’t
tell me the other day.”

She was vague. ‘‘ The other day ? ”

*“ The first time after my return—the Sunday I
came to you. What’s he domg,” Densher went on,
‘“ at that hour of the morning with her 7 What does
his having been with her there mean ? ”

“ Of whom are you talking ? ”

“ Of that man—TIord Mark of course. What does
1t represent ? ”’

‘“ Oh, with Aunt Maud ? ”

“ Yes, my dear—and with you. It comes morc or
less to the same thing ; and 1t’s what you didn’t tell
me the other day when I put you the question.”

Kate tried to remember the other day. “ You
asked me nothing about any hour.”

“1 asked you when 1t was you last saw him—
previous, I mean, to his second descent at Venice.
You wouldn’t say, and as we were talking of a matter
comparatively more important I let it pass. But the
fact remains, you know, my dear, that you haven’t
told me.”
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Two things 1n this speech appeared to have reached
Kate more distinctly than the others. ““ I ‘ wouldn’t
say ’ ?—and you ‘let 1t pass’?”” She looked just
coldly blank. ‘ You really speak as if I were keeping
something back.”

“ Well, you see,” Densher persisted, ‘ you're not
even telling me now. All I want to know,” he never-
theless explained, ““1s whether there was a connexion
between that proceeding on his part, which was
practically—oh, beyond all doubt'—the shock pre-
capitating for her what has now happened, and
anything that had occurred with him previously for
yourself. How 1n the world did he know we're
cngaged ?
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KaTte dowly rose ; 1t was, since she had lighted the
candles and sat down, the first movement she had
made “‘ Are you trymng to fix 1t on me that I must
have told hum » ”

She spoke not so much 1mn resentment as in pale
dismay—which he showed he immediately took .
“ My dear child, I'm not trymg to ‘ fix’ anything,
but I'm extremely tormented and I seem not to under-
stand What has the brute to do with us anyway ? ”

“ What has he indeed ? ” Kate asked.

She shook her head as if 1n recovery, within the
minute, of some muld allowance for his unrcason.
There was m 1t—and for his reason really—one of
those half-inconsequent sweetnesses by which she had
often before made, over some pomnt of difference, her
own terms with him. Practically she was making
them now, and esscntially he was knowing 1t, yet
mevitably, all the same, he was accepting 1it. She
stood there close to him, with something in her patience
that suggested her having supposed, when he spoke
more appealingly, that he was going to kiss her. He
hadn’t been, 1t appeared ; but his continued appeal
was none the less the quieter. * What’s he domng,
from ten o’clock on Christmas morning, with Mrs.
Lowder ?

Kate looked surprised. ‘‘ Didn’t she tell you he’s
staying there ?
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“ At Lancaster Gate?” Densher’s surprise met
it “‘Staymng ’ *—since when ? "

“ Smce day before yesterday. He was there before
I came away.” And then she explained—confessing
1t 1 fact anomalous. “ It’s an accdent—Iike Aunt
Maud’s having herself remained in town for Christmas,
but 1t 1sn’t after all so monstrous. We stayed—
and, with my having come here, she’s sorry now—
because we neither of us, waiting from day to day
for the news you brought, scemed to want to be with
a lot of people.”

“ You stayed for thinking of—Venice ? ”

“ Of course we did  For what else > And even a
Iittle,” Kate wonderfully added—" 1t’s true at least
of Aunt Maud—for thinking of you ”

He appreciated.  ““ I'see. Nice of you every way.
But whom,” he mquired, “ has Lord Mark stayed for
thmking of ?

“ His being m London, I believe, 1s a very common-
place matter. He has some rooms which he has
kad suddenly some rather advantageous chance to
let—such as, with his confessed, his decidedly pro-
claimed want of money, he hasn’t had 1t 1n him,
spite of cverything, not to jump at.”

Densher’s attention was entire  “In spite of
everythmg *  In spite of what ? ”

““Well, I don’t know In spite, say, of his being
scarcely supposed to do that sort of thing "’

“To try to get money ? ”

“To try at any rate 1n little thrifty ways. Appar-
ently however he has had for some reason to do what
he can He turned at a couple of days’ notice out of
his place, making 1t over to his tenant; and Aunt
Maud, who’s deeply 1n his confidence about all such
matters, said: ‘ Come then to Lancaster Gate—to
sleep at least—till, like all the world, you go to the
country.” He was to have gonc to the country—I
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think to Matcham—yesterday dfternoon Aunt Maud,
that 15, told me he was.

Kate had been somehow, for her companion,
through this statement, beautifully, quite soothingly,
suggestive.  Told you, you mean, so that you ncedn’t
leave the house ? ”

“ Yes—so far as she had taken 1t mnto her head
that his being there was part of my reason.”

‘“ And was 1t part of your reason ? ”’

““ A little if you like. Yet there’s plenty here—as
I knew there would be—without it. So that,” she
said candidly, “ doesn’t matter. I'm glad I am here:
even 1f for all the good I do——!"" She implied how-
cver that that didn’t matter either. ‘“ He didn’t, as
you tell me, get off then to Matcham ; though he may
posstbly, 1f 1t 25 possible, be going this afternoon. But
what strikes me as most probable—and it’s really,
I’'m bound to say, quite amiable of him—is that he
has declhined to leave Aunt Maud, as I've been so
ready to do, to spend her Christmas alone. If more-
over he has given up Matcham for her 1t’s a procédé
that won’t please her less. It’s small wonder there-
fore that she msists, on a dull day, on driving him
about. I don’t pretend to know,” she wound up,
‘“what may happen between them ; but that’s all T
see n 1t.”’

“You sec in everything, and you always did,”
Densher returned, “ something that, while I'm with
you at least, I always take from you as the truth
itself.”

She looked at him as if consciously and even care-
fully cxtracting the sting of his reservation ; then she
spoke with a quiet gravity that seemed to show how
fine she found it. * Thank you.” It had for hum,
like everything else, 1ts effect. They were still closely
face to face, and, yielding to the impulse to which he
hadn’t yielded just before, he laid his hands on her
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shoulders, held her haid a minute and shook her a
little, far from untenderly, as if 1n expression of more
mungled things, all difficult, than he could speak.
Then bending his head he applied his lips to her
cheek. He fell, after this, away for an instant,
resuming his unrest, while she kept the position mn
which, all passive and as a statue, she had taken his
demonstration. It didn’t prevent her, however, from
offering ham, as 1f what she had had was cnough for
the moment, a further indulgence. She made a quict
lucid connexion and as she made 1t sat down again.
“T’'ve been trymg to place exactly, as to 1ts date,
something that did happen to me while you were 1n
Venice. I mean a talk with him  He spoke to me
—spoke out.”

“ Ah, therc you are!” said Densher, who had
wheeled round

“ Well, if I'm * there,” as you so gracefully call 1t,
by having refused to mcet him as he wanted—as he
pressed—I plead guilty to being so. Would you have
liked me,” she went on, “ to give him an answer that
would have kept him from going ? ”

It made him a Iittle awkwardly think  * Did you
know he was gomng ?

““ Never for a moment ; but I'm afraid that—cven
if 1t doesn’t fit your strange suppositions—I should
have given him just the same answer 1f I had known.
If 1t’s a matter I haven’t, smce your return, thrust
upon you, that’s simply because it’s not a matter
i the memory of which I find a particular joy.
I hope that 1f I've satisfied you about 1t,” she
continued, “1t’s not too much to ask of you to let
1t rest 7

“ Certamly,” said Densher kindly, “TI'll let 1t
rest ” But the next moment he pursued . * He saw
something. He guessed.”

“If you mean,” she presently returned, *‘ that he

1I 337 A




THE WINGS OF THE DOVE

was unfortunately the oue person we hadn’t deceived,
I can’t contradict you.” :

“No—of course not. But why,”’ Densher still
risked, “ was he unfortunately the one perso ?
He’s not really a bit mtelligent.”

‘““ Intelhgent enough apparcntly to have seen a
mystery, a riddle, m anything so unnatural as—all
things considered and when 1t came to the pomnt—
my attitude. So he gouged out his conviction, and
on his conviction he acted.”

Densher seemed for a little to look at Lord Mark’s
conviction as 1f 1t weie a blot on the face of nature.
“ Do you mecan because you had appeared to lum to
have encouraged him ?

“ Of course I had been decent to him. Otherwise
where were we ? "

““ Where ’ 2

“You and I What I appeared to him, however,
hadn’t mattered. What mattered was how I ap-
peared to Aunt Maud. Besides, you must remember
that he has had all along his impression of you. You
can’t help it,” she said, “ but you're after all—well,
yourself.”

““ As much myself as you please. But when I took
myself to Venice and kept myself there—what,”
Densher asked, ‘‘ did he make of that ?

“ Your bemng 1n Venice and hiking to be—which 15
never on any one’s part a monstrosity—was explicable
for him 1n other ways. He was quite capable more-
over of secing it as dissimulation.”

“ In spite of Mrs. Lowder ? ”

“No,” said Kate, “ not m spite of Mrs. Lowder
now. Aunt Maud, before what you call his second
descent, hadn’t convinced him—all the more that
my refusal of him didn’t help. But he came back
convinced.” And then as her companion still showed
a face at a loss: “I mean after he had seen
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Mully, spoken to her and left her. Milly convinced
him.”

“ Milly ? ”” Densher again but vaguely cchoed.

“ That you were sincere. That 1t was ker you
loved.” It came to him from her 1n such a way that
he imnstantly, once more, turned, found himsclf yet
agamn at his window. ‘“ Aunt Maud, on his return
here,” she meanwhile continued, ‘“ had 1t from him
And that’s why you’re now so well with Aunt Maud

He only for a miute looked out 1n silence—after
which he came away  ““ And why vou are.” It was
almost, m 1ts extremely affirmative effect between
them, the note of recrimunation, or 1t would have
been perhaps rather 1f 1t hadn’t been so much more
the note of truth. It was sharp because 1t was true,
but 1ts truth appeared to impose 1t as an argument
so conclusive as to permit on either side a sequel.
That made, while they faced ecach other over 1t with-
out spcech, the gravity of everything It was asif
there were almost danger, which the wrong word
might start. Densher accordingly at last acted to
hetter purpose : he drew, standing there before her, a
pocket-book from the breast of his waistcoat and he
drew from the pocket-book a folded letter to which
her eyes attached themselves. He restored then the
receptacle to 1ts place and, with a movement not the
less odd for being visibly mstinctive and unconscious,
carrited the hand contamming his letter bchind him.
What he thus finally spoke of was a diffcrent matter.
“Did I understand from Mrs. Lowder that your
father’s 1n the house ?

If 1t never had taken her long in such excursions
to meet lum 1t was not to take her so now. ‘ In the
house, yes. But we needn’t fear his interruption ”
—she spoke #s if he had thought of that. “ He’s in
bed.”

“ Do you mean with 1illness ? ”
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She sadly shook her head. *“ Father’s never 1l
Hc’s a marvel.  He’s only—endless.” ¢

Densher thought. ““ Can I m any way help you
with him ? ”

“Yes.” She perfectly, wearily, almost serencly,
had 1t all. “* By our making your visit as hittle of an
aftair as possible for him—and for Marian too ™

“1I sce. They hate so your secing me. Yet I
couldn’t—could I ?—not have come ”

“ No, you couldn’t not have come.”

“ But I can only, on the other hand, go as soon as
possible ?

Quickly 1t almost upsct her  ““ Ah, don’t, to-day,
put ugly words mnto my mouth I've enough of my
tiouble without 1t.”

“I know—I know!” He spoke m instant
pleading. ““ It’s all only that I'm as troubled for you
When did he come ?

“ Three days ago—after he hadn’t been ncar her
for more than a yecar, after he had apparently, and
not regrettably, ceased to remember her cxistence,
and m a state which made 1t impossible not to take
him m.”

Densher hesitated. “Do you mean 1 such
want——? "

“ No, not of food, of necessary thmgs—not even,
so far as his appearance went, of money. He looked
as wonderful as ever. But he was—well, in terror.”

““In terror of what? ”

“1 don’t know. Of somebody—of somcthing.
He wants, he says, to be quiect  But his quietness is
awful.”

She suffered, but he couldn’t not question.  “ What
does he do ? ”

It made Kate hersclf hesitate.  ““ He cries.”

Again for a moment he hung fire, but he risked 1t.
“ What has he done ? ”
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It made her slowly rise, and they were once more
fully face to fate. Her cyes held his own and she was
paler than she had been. “ If you love me—now—
don’t ask me about father ”’

He waited again a moment. I love you. It's
because I love you that I'm here. It’s because I
love you that I've brought you this.” And he drew
from bchind him the letter that had remamed 1n
his hand.

But her cyes only—though he held 1t out—met
the offer.  “ Why, you’ve not broken the seal !

“If T had broken the seal—exactly—I should
know what’s within. It’s for you to break the scal
that I bring 1t ”’

She looked—still not touchung the thing—in-
ordmatcly grave. ‘‘ To break the scal of something
to you from her ? ”’

“ Ah, precisely because 1t’s from her. I'll abide
by whatever you think of 1t.”

“Idon’t understand,” said Kate “ What do you
yourself think?”” And then as he didn’t answer -
“ It seems to me I think you know. You have your
mstinct  You don’t need to read.  It’s the proof.”

Densher faced her words as if they had been an
accusation, an accusation for which he was prepared
and which there was but onc way to face. ‘I have
indeed my mstinct It came to me, while I worried
1t out, last mght. It came to me as an effect of the
hour” He held up his letter and seemed now to
msist more than to confess. “ This thing had been
timed.”

“ For Christmas Eve? ”

* For Christmas Eve.”

Kate had suddenly a strange smule.  ““ The season
of gifts " After which, as he said nothing, she went
on. “And had been wrtten, you mean, while she
could write, and kept to be so timed ?
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Only meeting her cyes while he thought, he
again didn’t reply. ““ What do you mean by the
nroof ?

“ Why, of the beauty with which you’ve been loved
But I won’t,” she said, *“ break your scal.”

“You postively dechne ?

“ Positively. Never.” To which she added oddly :
“I know without.”

He had another pause. ‘““ And what 1s 1t you
know ?

“That she announces to you she has made you
rich.”

His pause this time was longer. “ Left me her
fortune ?

“Not all of 1t, no doubt, for 1t’s immensc But
money to a large amount. I don’t care,” Kate went
on, “ to know how much.” And her strange smile
recurred ‘I trust her ”

“ Did she tell you? ” Densher asked.

“Never!” Kate visibly flushed at the thought
“ That wouldn’t, on my part, have been playmng fair
with her. And I did,” she added, ** play fair ”

Densher, who had believed her—he couldn’t help
1it—continued, holding his letter, to face her. He
was much gquicter now, as 1if his torment had somehow
passed. “You played fairr with me, Kate; and
that’s why—since we talk of proofs—I want to give
you one. I've wanted to let you see—and 1n prefer-
cnce even to mysclf—something 1 feel as sacred.”

She frowned a hittle. “ I don’t understand.”

“I've asked mysclf for a tribute, for a sacrifice by
which I can peculiarly recognise——"’

“ Peculiarly recognise what ? *’ she demanded as he
dropped.

“ The admurable nature of your own sacrifice.
You were capable in Venice of an act of splendid
generosity
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“ And the privilege you offer me with that docu-
ment 1s my reward ?

He made a movement. “It’s all T can do as a
symbol of my attitude ”’

She looked at him long  ““ Your attitude, my dear,
15 that you're afraid of yourself. You've had to
take yoursclf m band. You've had to do yourself
violence.”

“ So1t 1s then you meet me ?

She bent her eyes hard a moment to the letter,
from which her hand still stayed itsclf * You
absolutely desire me to take 1t ? ”

“ T absolutely desire you to take 1t.”

“To do what I like with 1t »

“ Short, of course, of making known its terms. It
must remain—pardon my making the pomnt—between
you and me.”

She had a last hesitation, but she presently broke
it. “ Trust me” Taking from him the sacred script
she held 1t a little while her eyes again rested on
those fine characters of Milly’s that they had shortly
betore discussed. ‘‘ To hold 1t,” she brought out,
““15 to know.”

“Oh, I Enow !’ said Merton Densher.

“ Well, then, 1f we both do 1”7 She had already
turned to the fire, nearer to which she had moved,
and with a quick gesture had jerked the thing into the
flame. He started—but only half—as to undo her
action : his arrest was as prompt as thelatter had been
decistive  He only watched, with her, the paper burn ;
after which their eyes agamn met. “ You'll have 1t
all,” Kate said, ““ from New York ”’
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IT was after he had 1n fact, two months later, hecard
from New York that she paid him a visit one morning
at his own quarters—coming not as she had come 1n
Venice, under his extreme solicitation, but as a need
recognised 1n the first instance by herself, even though
also as the prompt result of a missive delivered to her.
This had consisted of a note from Densher accompany-
g a letter, *“ just to hand,” addressed him by an
cminent American legal firm, a firm of whose high
character he had become conscious while in New York
as of a thing in the air 1tself, and whose head and
front, the principal executor of Milly Theale’s coprous
will, had been duly 1dentified at Lancaster Gate as the
gentleman hurrying out, by the straight southern
course, before the girl’s death, to the support of Mrs.
Stringham  Densher’s act on receipt of the document
n question—an act as to which and to the bearings
of which his resolve had had time to mature—con-
stituted in strictness, singularly encugh, the first
reference to Milly, or to what Milly might or might not
have done, that had passed between our pair smce
they had stood together watching the destruction, 1n
the hittle vulgar grate at Chelsea, of the undisclosed
work of her hand. They had at the time, and in due
deference now, on his part, to Kate’s meution of her
responstbility for his call, immediately separated, and
when they met again the subject was made present to
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them—at all events till some flare of new light—only
by the intensiy with which it mutely expressed 1ts
absence. They were not moreover 1n these weeks to
meet often, n spite of the fact that this had, during
January and a part of February, actually become for
them a comparatively casy matter. Kate's stay at
Mrs. Condrip’s prolonged 1tself under allowances from
her aunt which would have been a mystery to Densher
had he not been admitted, at Lancaster Gate, really
mn spite of himself, to the esoteric view of them. ““ It’s
her idea,” Mrs. Lowder had there said to him as if she
really despised 1deas—which she didn’t, * and I've
taken up with my own, which 1s to give her her head
till she has had enough of 1t. She Aas had enough of
1t, she had that soon enough , but as she’s as proud as
the deuce she’ll come back when she has found some
reason—having nothing in common with her disgust—
of which she can make a show She calls 1t her
holiday, which she’s spending m her own way—the
holiday to which, once a year or so, as she says, the
very maids 1n the scullery have a right. So we'rc
taking 1t on that basis. But we shall not soon, I
think, take another of the same sort. Besides, she’s
quite decent , she comes often—whenever I make her
a sign, and she has been good, on the whole, this
year or two, so that, to be decent myself, I don’t
complain. She has really been, poor dear, very much
what one hoped; though I necedn’t, you know,”
Aunt Maud wound up, “ tell you, after all, you clever
creature, what that was.”

It had been partly in truth to keep down the
opportunity for this that Densher’s appearances under
the good lady’s roof markedly, after Christmas,
interspaced themselves. The phase of his situation
that on his return from Venice had made them for
a short time almost frequent was at present quite
obscured, and with 1t the impulse that had then acted.
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Another phase had taken its place, which he would
have been painfully at a loss as yet to name or other-
wise set on 1ts feet, but of which the steadily rising
tide left Mrs. Lowder, for his desire, quite high and
dry. Therc had been a moment when 1t seemed
possible that Mrs Stringham, returning to America
under convoy, would pausec in London on her way and
be housed with her old friend ; in which case he was
prepared for some apparent zeal of attendance. But
this danger passed—he had felt 1t a danger, and the
person 1 the world whom he would just now have
most valued seeing on his own terms sailed away west-
ward from Genoa. He thereby only wrote to her,
having broken, 1n this respect, after Milly’s death, the
silence as to the sense of which, before that event,
therr agreement had becn so deep.  She had answered
him from Venice twice, and had had time to answer
him twice again from New York. The last letter of
her four had come by the same post as the document
he sent on to Kate, but he hadn’t gone mnto the
question of also enclosing that His correspondence
with Milly’s companion was somehow already pre-
senting 1tself to him as a feature—as a factor, he
would have said 1n his newspaper—of the time what-
ever 1t might be, long or short, mn store for him;
but onc of his acutest current thoughts was apt to be
devoted to his not having yet mentioned 1t to Kate.
She had put him no question, no “ Don’t you ever
hear ? "—so that he hadn’t been brought to the
point  This he described to himself as a mercy, for
he liked his secret. It was as a secret that, in the
same personal privacy, he described his transatlantic
commerce, scarce even wincing while he recognised 1t
as the one connexion 1n which he wasn’t straight. He
had 1 fact for this connexion a vivid mental image—
he saw 1t as a small emergent rock 1n the waste of
waters, the bottomless grey expanse of straightness.
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The fact that he had on several recent occasions taken
with Kate an out-of-the-way walk that was each time
to define 1tself as more remarkable for what they
didn’t say than for what they did—this fact failed
somchow to mitigate for him a strange consciousness
of exposure. There was something deep within him
that he had absolutely shown to no one—to the
companion of these walks 1 particular not a bit more
than he could help ; but he was none the less haunted,
under 1ts shadow, with a dire apprehension of publicity.
It was as if he had mvoked that ughness 1n some
stupid good faith , and it was queer enough that on
his emergent rock, clinging to1t and to Susan Shepherd,
he should figure himself as hidden from view. That
represented no doubt his belief 1n her power, or 1n her
dclicate disposition to protect him.  Only Kate at all
cvents knew—what Kate did know, and she was also
the last person interested to tell 1t , 1n spite of which
1t was as 1if his act, so deeply associated with her and
never to be recalled nor recovered, was abroad on the
winds of the world His honesty, as he viewed 1t
with Kate, was the very element of that menace
to the degree that he saw at moments, as to their
final 1impulse or their final remedy, the need to bury
in the dark blindness of each other’s arms the know-
ledge of each other that they couldn’t undo.

Save indced that the sense in which 1t was 1n these
days a question of arms was limited, this might have
been the intimate expedient to which they were
actually resorting. It had 1its value, in conditions
that made everything count, that thrice over, in
Battersea Park—where Mrs. Lowder now never drove
—he had adopted the usual mecans, 1n sequestered
alleys, of holding her close to his side. She could make
absences, on her present footing, without having
too inordinately to account for them at home—which
was exactly what gave them for the first time an
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appreciable margin. He supposed she could always
say 1 Chelsea—though he didn’t press it—that she
had been across the town, in decency, for a look at
her aunt; whereas there had always been reasons
at Lancaster Gate for her not being able to plead
the look at her other relatives. It was therefore
between them a freedom of a purity as yet untasted ;
which for that matter also they made 1n various ways
no hittle show of cherishing as such. They made the
show 1ndeed 1n every way but the way of a large use—
an mconsequence that they almost equally gave time
to helping each other to regard as natural. He put
1t to his companion that the kind of favour he now
enjoyed at Lancaster Gate, the wonderful warmth of
his reception there, cut 1n a manner the ground from
under their feet. He was too horribly trusted—
they had succeeded too well. He couldn’t in short
make appomtments with her without abusing Aunt
Maud, and he couldn’t on the other hand haunt that
lady without tymg his hands. Kate saw what he
meant just as he saw what she did when she admitted
that she was herself, to a degree scarce less embar-
rassing, in the enjoyment of Aunt Maud’s confidence.
It was special at present—she was handsomely used ;
she confessed accordingly to a scruple about mis-
applying her licence. Mrs Lowder then finally had
found—and all unconsciously now—the way to baffle
them. It wasn’t however that they didn’t meet a
hittle, none the less, in the southern quarter, to point
for their common benefit the moral of their defeat.
They crossed the niver ; they wandered in neighbour-
hoods sordid and safe ; the winter was muild, so that,
mounting to the top of trams, they could rumble
together to Clapham or to Greenwich  If at the same
time their minutes had never been so counted 1t
struck Densher that by a singular law their tone—
he scarce knew what to call 1it—had never been so
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bland Not to talk of what they mught have talked
of drove them to other ground , 1t was as if they used
a perversc msistence to make up what they 1gnored
They concealed their pursuit of the urrelevant by the
charm of their manner; they took precautions for
the courtesy they had formerly left to come of 1tself ,
often, when he had quitted her, he stopped short,
walking off, with the aftersense of their change. He
would have described their change—had he so far
faced 1t as to describe 1t—by thewr being so damnned
civil.  That had cven, with the intimate, the familiar
at the pomnt to which they had brought them, a touch
almost of thedroll  'What danger had there ever been
of their becomimg rude—after cach had long since
made the other so tremendously tender » Such were
the things he asked himself when he wondered what
m particular he most feared.

Yect all the while too the tension had 1ts charm—
such being the interest of a creature who could bring
onc back to her by such different roads. It was her
talent for life again ; which found i her a difference
for the differing time.  She didn’t give their tradition
up; she but made of 1t something new. Frankly
moreover she had never been more agreeable nor mn
a way—to put 1t prosaically—better company : he
felt almost as 1f he were knowing her on that defined
basis—which he even hesitated whether to measure
as reduced or as extended ; as if at all events he were
admiring her as she was probably admired by people
she met ““ out.” He hadn’t 1n fine reckoned that she
would still have something fresh for him; yet this
was what she had—that on the top of a tram 1n the
Borough he felt as if he were next her at dinner.
What a person she would be if they had been rich—
with what o genius for the so-called great hife, what
a presence for the so-called great house, what a grace
for the so-called great positions! He mght regret
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at once, while he was about 1t, that they weren’t
princes or billionaires. She had treat.d him on their
Christmas to a softness that had struck him at the
ame as of the quality of fine velvet, meant to fold
thick, but stretched a little thin, at present, however,
she gave lum the impression of a contact multitudin-
ous as only the superfictal canbe  She had throughout
never a word for what went on at home. She came
out of that and she returncd to 1t, but her necarest
reference was the look with which, each time, she
bade him good-bye. The look was her repeated
prohibition *© ““ It’s what I have to sce and to know—
so don’t touch 1it. That but wakes up the old evil,
which I keep still, in my way, by sitting by it. I go
now—Ileave me alone l—to sit by 1t again  The way
to pity mec—if that’s what you want—is to believe
mm me If we could really do anything it would be
another matter.”

He watched her, when she went her way, with the
vision of what she thus a little stiffly carried. It was
confused and obscure, but how, with her head high,
1t made her hold herself ' He really 1n h1s own person
might at these moments have been swaymng a little
aloft as one of the objects 1n her poised basket. It was
doubtless thanks to some such consciousness as this
that he felt the lapsc of the weeks, before the day
of Kate’s mounting of his stair, almost swingingly
rapid  They contamed for him the contradiction
that, whereas periods of waiting are supposed in
general to keep the time slow, 1t was the wait, actually,
that made the pace trouble him. The secret of that
anomaly, to be plan, was that he was aware of how,
while the days melted, something rare went with them.
This something was only a thought, but a thought
precisely of such freshness and such delicucy as made
the precious, of whatever sort, most subject to the
hunger of time. The thought was all his own, and his
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mtimate companion was the last person he might have
shared it with. He kept 1t back like a favourite pang ,
left 1t behind him, so to say, when he went out, but
came home agamn the sooner for the certainty ol
finding 1t there. Then he took 1t out of 1ts sacred
corner and 1ts soft wrappings ; he undid them onc by
one, handling them, handling #, as a father, baffled
and tender, might handle a maimed child. But so 1t
was before him—in his dread of who clse might see 1t.
Then he took to himself at such hours, 1n other words,
that he should never, never know what had been 1n
Milly’s letter. The mtention announced 1n 1t he should
but too probably know , only that would have been,
but for the depths of his spint, the least part of it
The part of 1t missed for ever was the turn she would
have given her act. This turn had poss=ibilities that,
somehow, by wondering about them, his imagina-
tion had extraordnarily filled out and refined. It
had made of them a revelation the loss of which was
like the sight of a priceless pearl cast before his eyes
—his pledge given not to save it—into the fathom-
less sea, or rather even 1t was lhike the sacrifice of
something sentient and throbbing, something that,
for the spiritual ear, might have been audible as a
famnt far wail This was the sound he chenshed
when alone m the stillness of his rooms. He sought
and guarded the stillness, so that 1t might prevail
there till the mmevitable sounds of life, once more,
comparatively coarse and harsh, should smother and
deaden 1t—doubtless by the same process with which
they would officiously heal the ache 1n his soul that was
somehow one with 1t. It moreover dcepened the
sacred hush that he couldn’t complam. He had given
poor Kate her freedom.

The grea: and obvious thing, as soon as she stood
there on the occasion we have already named, was
that she was now i high possesston of 1t. This
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would have marked immediately the difference—
had there been nothing else to do 1t- -between their
actual terms and theiwr other terms, the character of
heir last encounter 1n Venice. That had been s
1dea, whereas her present step was her own , the few
marks they had mm common were, from the first
moment, to his conscious vision, almost pathetically
plam. She was as grave now as before, she looked
around her, to hide 1t, as before ; she pretended, as
before, 1n an air i which her words at the moment
itself fell flat, Lo an intcrest in the place and a curiosity
about his ““ things ”’, there was a recall in the way
m which, after she had failed a httle to push up her
vel symmetrically and he had said she had better
take 1t off altogether, she had acceded to his sugges-
tion before the glass. It was just these things that
were vain ; and what was rcal was that his fancy
figured her after the first few minutes as literally now
providing the clement of reassurance which had
previously been his care. It was she, supremely,
who had the presence of mind. She made indeed for
that matter very prompt use of 1t.  ““ You see I've not
hesitated this time to break your scal.”

She had laid on the table, from the moment of her
coming 1n, the long envelope, substantially filled,
which he had sent her enclosed 1in another of still
ampler make. He had howcver not looked at 1t—
his belief being that he wished never again to do
s0, besides which 1t had happened to rest with 1ts
addressed side up. So he ‘“saw ”’ nothing, and 1t
was only mnto her eyes that her remark made him look,
decliming any approach to the object indicated. ** It’s
not ‘my "’ scal, my dear, and my intention—which
my note tried to express—was all to treat 1t to you
as not mine.”

“Do you mean that 1t’s to that extent mine,
then ? ”
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‘“ Well, let us call 1t, if we like, theirs—that of the
good people in New York, the authors of our com-
munication. If the seal 1s broken, well and good;
but we might, you know,” he presently added, ‘“ have
sent it back to them intact and immviolate Only
accompanied,” ne smiled with his heart in his mouth,
“ by an absolutely kind letter.”

Kate took 1t with the mere brave blink with which
a patient of courage signifies to the exploring medical
hand that the tender place is touched He saw on
the spot that she was prepared, and with this signal
sign that she was too intelligent not to be, came a
flicker of possibilities. She was—merely to put 1t at
that—intelhigent enough for anything. “ Is it what
you're proposing we should do? ”’

‘““ Ah, 1t’s too late to do 1t—well, 1decally. Now,
with that sign that we know——-1"

“ But you don’t know,” she said very gently.

“1 refer,” he went on without noticing 1t, ““ to
what would have been the handsome way. Its being
dispatched again, with no cognisance taken but one’s
assurance of the highest consideration, and the proof
of this in the state of the envelope—that would have
been really satisfying.”

She thought an instant. “ The state of the
envelope proving refusal, you mean, not to be based on
the msufficiency of the sum ?

Densher smiled agamn as for the play, however
whimsical, of her humour. *‘ Well, yes—something
of that sort.”

““ So that if cognisance has been taken—so far as
I'm concerned—it spoils the beauty ? ”’

“ It makes the difference that I'm disappointed
in the hope—which I confess I entertained—that
you’d bring the thing back to me as you had received
1t.”

“You didn’t express that hope 1n your letter.”
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“1 didn’t want to. I wanted to leave 1t to your-
self. I wanted—oh yes, 1f that’s what you wish to
ask me—to see what you'd do.”

“ You wanted to measure the possibilities of my
departure from delicacy ? ”’

He continued steady now; a kind of ease—from
the presence, as in the air, of something he couldn’t
yet have named—had come to him. ““ Well, I wanted
—iIn so good a case—to test you.”

She was struck—it showed i her face—by his
expresston  ‘‘ It 15 a good case. 1 doubt whether a
better,”” she said with her eyes on him, *“ has ever been
known

““ The better the case, then, the better the test!”’

“ How do you know,” she asked 1 reply to this,
“ what I'm capable of » ”’

“Idon’t, my dear! Only, with the seal unbroken
I should have known sooner.”

“Isee "—she took 1t in.  ““ But I myself shouldn’t
have known at all And you wouldn’t have known,
either, what I do know.”

“Let me tell you at once,” he returned, ‘‘ that if
you've been moved to correct my ignorance I very
particularly request you not to.”

She just hesitated. ‘‘ Are you afraid of the effect
of the corrections® Can you only do 1t by doing 1t
bhindly ?

He waited a moment. ‘“ What 1s 1t that you speak
of my domng ?

“ Why, the only thing 1n the world that I take you
as thinking of. Not accepting—what she has done.
Isn’t there some regular name m such cases? Not
taking up the bequest.”

‘““ There’s something you forget in 1t,” he said after
amoment. My asking you to join with me in doing
so.”

Her wonder but made her softer, yet at the same
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time didn’t make her less firm. “ How can I ‘join
1n a matter with which I’ve nothing to do ? ”

“How ? By a single word.”

“ And what word ? ”

“ Your consent to my giving up.”’

“ My conseut has no meaning when I can’t prevent
you.”

“ You can perfectly prevent me. Understand that
well,” he said.

She seemed to face a threat init  ““ You mean you
won’t give up if I don’t consent ?

“Yes. I donothing”

“ That, as I understand, 1s accepting.”

Densher paused. ‘I do nothing formal.”

“You won’t, I suppose you mean, touch the
money ”’

“I won’t touch the money ”

It had a sound—though he had been coming to 1t
—that made for gravity. ‘ Who then 1n such an
event will ?

“ Any one who wants or who can ”’

Again a hittle she said nothing . she might say too
much. But by the time she spoke he had covered
ground ““ How can I touch 1t but through you? ”

“You can’t. Any more,” he added, ““ than I can
renounce 1t except through you.”

““ Oh, ever so much less! There’s nothing,” she
explamned, ‘“ 1n my power.”’

“I'm m your power,” Merton Densher said.

“ In what way ?

“In the way I show—and the way I've always
shown. When have I shown,” he asked as with a
sudden cold 1mpatience, ““ anything else? You surely
must feel—so that you needn’t wish to appear to spare
me 1n 1t—how you ‘ have ' me.”

“It’s very good of you, my dear,” she nervously
laughed, “ to put me so thoroughly up toit!”
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“I put you up to nothing. I didn’t even put you
up to the chance that, as I said a few moments ago,
I saw for you 1 forwarding that thing. Your liberty
‘s therefore 1 every way complete ”’

It had come to the point really that they showed
each other pale faces, and that ah the unspoken
between them looked out of theirr eyes 1n a dim
terror of their further conflict. Something even rose
between them in one of their short silences—some-
thing that was like an appeal from each to the other
not to be too true. Their necessity was somehow
before them, but which of them must meet 1t first ?
“Thank you!” Kate said for his word about her
freedom, but taking for the minute no further action
onit. Itwasblest at least that all ironies failed them,
and during another slow moment their very sense
of it cleared the ar.

There was an effect of this in the way he soon
went on. “ You must mtensely feel that 1t’s the
thing for which we worked together.”

She took up the remark, however, no more than if
it were commonplace ; she was already again occupied
with a pont of her own. ““Is 1t absolutely true—
for if 1t 15, you know, 1t’s tremendously interesting—
that you haven’t so much as a curiosity about what
she has done for you ? ”’

“Would you like,” he asked, “ my formal oath
onit?”

“No—but I don’t understand. It seems to me
in your place——1! "

“ Ah,” he couldn’t help breaking i, ““ what do
you know of my place? Pardon me,” he at once
added ; “ my preference is the one I express.”

She had mn an imstant nevertheless a curious
thought. “ But won’t the facts be publiched ? ”’

‘ * Published ’ ? ”—he winced.

“ I mean won’t you see them in the papers ? ”
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““ Ah, never | I shall know how to escape that.”

It seemed {o settle the subject, but she had the
next minute another insistence. ‘‘ Your desire is to
escape everythmg ?

*“ Everything.”

““ And do you need no more definite sense of what
it is you ask me to help you to renounce ? ”

“My sense 1s suffictent without being definite.
I'm willing to believe that the amount of money’s
not small.”

““ Ah, there you are!” she exclaimed.

‘ If she was to leave me a remembrance,” he quietly
pursued, ‘1t would mevitably not be meagre.”

Kate waited as for how to say it. * It’s worthy
of her. It’s what she was herself—if you remember
what we once said that was ”’

He hesitated—as 1if there had been many things.
But he remembered one of them ‘ Stupendous ? ”

‘““ Stupendous.” A famt smile for it—ever so
small—had flickered 1 her face, but had vanished
before the omen of tears, a little less uncertain, had
shown themselves 1n his own His eyes filled—but
that made her continue. She continued gently. “1
think that what 1t really 1s must be that you’re afraid.
I mean,” she explaned, *“ that you're afraid of all the
truth. If you're in love with her without 1t, what
indeed can you be more? And you're afraid—it’s
wonderful '—to be 1n love with her.”

“ T never was 1n love with her,” said Densher.

She took 1t, but after a lhittle she met 1t. “1I
believe that now—for the time she hived. I believe it
at least for the time you were there. But your change
came—as 1t might well—the day you last saw her ;
she died for you then that you might understand her.
From that hour you did” With which Kate slowly
rose. “ And I donow. Shedid it for us.” Densher
rose to face her, and she went on with her thought.
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“1 used to call her, n my stupidity—for want of
anything better—a dove. Well, she stretched out
her wings, and 1t was to that they reached. They
rover us.”

‘ They cover us,” Densher said.

‘ That’s what I give you,” Kate gravely wound up.
“ That’s what I've done for you.”

His look at her had a slow strangeness that had
dried, on the moment, his tears. ‘Do I understand,
then——? "

“That I do consent?” She gravely shook her
head. ““ No—for I see You'll marry me without
the money , you won’t marry me with 1it. If I don’t
consent, you don’t.”

“You lose me?” He showed, though naming it
frankly, a sort of awe of her high grasp. ** Well, you
lose nothing else. I make over to you every penny.”

Prompt was his own clearness, but she had no
smile this time to spare. “ Precisely—so that I must
choose.”

““ You must choose.”

Strange 1t was for him then that she stood m his
own rooms doing 1t, while, with an intensity now
beyond any that had ever made his breath come slow,
he waited for her act. ‘* There’s but one thing that
can save you from my choice.”

““ From your choice of my surrender to you?

““ Yes "—and she gave a nod at the long envelope
on the table—** your surrender of that.”

‘“ What 1s 1t, then?”’

“Your word of honour that you're not in love
with her memory.”

“ Oh—her memory ! ”

“ Ah ”—she made a high gesture—" don’t speak
of it as if you couldn’t be I could 1 your place;
and you're one for whom it will do. Her memory’s
your love. You want no other.”
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He heard her out imn stillness, watching her face
but not moving. Then he only said: “ I'll marry
you, mind you, 1n an hour.”

“ As we were ? ”’

“ As we were.”’

But she turned to the door, and her headshake
was now the end. ‘ We shall never be again as we
were | "’

THE END
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