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INTRODUCTION

by
CLIFTON FADIMAN

ONE wonders how matters would have turned out if
Henry James's stomach had been as delicate as his mind.
Suppose he had been so subject to seasickness as to
make his removal to the Old World an impossibility. Had
mal de mer forced him to remain in his native land, he
would of necessity have become the analyst of the Ameri-
can middle class. He would have written, we may con-
ceive, no less copioudy, but his work, instead of drawing
its inspiration from English and Continental life, would
have been purely American. Though we can only guess at
the exact direction it would have taken, we may assume
that much of it would have deepened and expanded the
insights to be found in his American novels—The Euro-
peans, Washington Square, The Bostonians, and the un-
finished Ivory Tower.

Some readers have felt that such novels as Washing-
ton Square and The Bostonians find no place among
Jamess successes. They are not, of course, to be ranked
with his grestest works—The Ambassadors, The Wings
of the Dove, The Princess Casamassima—but to my
mind they are, within their more limited sphere, not
only successful, but successful in large part by reason
of the truthfulness with which they limn American man-
ners. Huckleberry Finn is a great novel, and Washington
Square is not. Yet neither yields to the other in the pas
sonate exactness of its revelation of our nationa char-

]



Vi INTRODUCTION

acter, a character which flourished no less richly off the
southern terminus of Fifth Avenue than on the banks of
theMississippi.

Throughout his life James, whatever his political and
socia loyalties, felt deeply theresponsibilty attaching to
anyone ambitious to be an American novelist. As early
as 1871 he commented, in a letter to Charles Eliot Nor-
ton, "To write well and worthily of American things one
needs even more than elsewhere to be a master” (The
italics, as is frequently the case, are James's ) It is harder
to be the American BaZac than the French BalZac: per-
haps that is why we are still waiting for his appearance.
The very absence in our country of those traditional and
fiamlv fixed institutions which helped to nourish James's
genius makes the American scene a profound challenge
to the novelist.

James felt this challenge. Whether he would have met
ittriumphantly, had he remained here, we cannot with
certainty say. We do know, however, that whatever he
wrote about his native land still possesses v itality.

This is notably true of the small, giacefully propor-
tioned, low-toned masterpiece the leader now holds in
his hand, described by James himself, in a letter to Wil-
liam Dean Howells, as "a tale purely American." That
its values are enduring is to some extent demonstrated by
the recent success of the excellent dramatic version, The
Heiress, and even, | am told, by a tolerable translation
into images on celluloid. When we consider that the
novel appeared almost seventy years ago, in 188, and
that it chronicles the remote America of the 1840s and
1830s we must acknowledge that Washington Square
has in it somewhere the principle of permanence. It may
not be the "work of great genius' Rebecca West once
caled it, but it has an extraordinary charm, deriving from
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an admost Mozartian combination of sweetness and
depth.

Many of Jamess fictions sprang out of some chance
remark or anecdote that a friend may have idly let drop,
perhaps around the dinner-table. Writing about one of
his finest stories, The Pupil, he tells us that its source was
just such a chance sentence or two. He goes on to speak
of the "buried germ, implanted by experience and then
forgotten," which "flashes to the surface as afish, with
a single 'squirm,' rises to the baited hook, and there
meetsinstantly the vivifying ray."

The reader may be interested to make the acquaint-
ance of the "buried germ" out of which came Washing-
ton Sguare. It was more than a germ; it was, as a matter
of fact, the skeleton of the story. Here is James's note-
book entry for February 21, 1879. (Mrs. Kemble was the
famous actress and conversationalist, Frances Anne Kem-
ble, whom James had met in London and greatly ad-
mired.)

February 21t. Mrs. Kemble told me last evening the his-
tory of her brother H.'s en%agement.to Miss T. HK. was
a youn? ensign in a marching regiment, very handsome
(beautitul') said Mrs. K., but very luxurious and selfish, and
without a penny to his name. Miss T. was a dull, plain, com-
monplace girl, only daughter of the Master of King's Call,,
Cambridge, who had a handsome private fortune (,£4000
a year). She was very much in love with HK., and was of
that slow, sober, dutiful nature that an impression once made
upon her, was made for ever. Her father d|sae,tgfroved strongly
(and justly) of the engagement and informed her that if she
married young K. he would not leave her a penny of his
money. It was only in her money that H. was interested, he
wanted a rich wife who would enable him to live at his ease
and pursue his pleasures. Miss T. was in much tribulation and
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she asked Mrs. K. what she would advise her to do—Henry
K. having taken the ground that if she would hold on and
marr?/ him the old Doctor would after a while relent and th
should get the money. (It was in this belief that he was hold-
ing on to her.g) Mrs. K. advised the young girl by no means
to marry her brother. ‘If your father does relent and you are
well off, he will make you a kindly enough husband, so long
as al goes well. But if he should not, and you were to be Boor,
your lot would be miserable. Then my brother would be a
very uncomfortable companion—then he would visit upon
you his disappointment and discontent.’ Miss T. reflected a
while, and then, as she was much in love with him, she deter-
mined to disobey her father and take the consequences. Mean-
while H.K., however, had corne to the conclusion that the
father's forgiveness was not to be counted upon—that his
attitude was very firm and that if they should marry, he
would never see the mon?/. Then dl his effort was to disen-
tangle himself. He went off, shook himself free of the engage-
ment, let the girl go. She was deeply wounded—they sep-
arated. Some few years elapsed—her father died and she
came into his fortune. She nevel received| the addresses of
another man—she always cared in secret for Henry K.—but
she was determined to remain unmarned. K. lived about the
world in different military stations, and at last, at the end of
10years (or more), came back to England—still a handsome,
selfish, impecunious soldier. One of his other sisters (Mrs. S.)
then attempted to bring on the en&agement again—knowing
that Miss T. still cared for him. She tried to make Mrs. K.
join her in this undertaking, but the latter refused, sayi gg that
It was an ignoble speculation and that her brother "had for-
feited every claim to being thought well of by Miss T. But
K. again, ‘on his own responsibility, paid his addresses to
Miss T. She refused him—it was too late. And yet, said Mrs.
K., she cared for him—and she would have married no other
man. But HK.'s selfishness had over-reached itsdf and this
was the retribution of time.

Once you have read Washington Square you will see
that its plot does not vary greatly from the bald account
given above. The important difference lies in the subtle
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shift of vaues that took place when James decided to
use a quiet corner of pre-Civil War New York (familiar
from his own childhood) as his setting. As a conse
guence of this decison our literature was enriched by
an acute study of a small segment of American culture.
It would be hard to find many novels that draw so clear
and delicate a picture of the self-respecting, rather com-
placent, well-mannered upper-middle-class as it existed
in New Y ork City about a century ago. Thebarbaric urge
to accumulation that gathered force after Appomattox
was gtill in its infancy. Dr. Soper and Mrs. Almond had
a confidence in themselves, their position, their prej-
udices, which could never be exactly duplicated after
1865. Money was very important—indeed the story turns
about money as decidedly as does any novel of Balzac—
but it was still an adjunct to living, rather than a value
in itself. New York was a small town; what James calls
"the long, shrill city" was as yet not very long, not very
shrill, not very citified. Theboomwasstill to come; osten-
tation was vulgar; society was clearly stratified with no
osmotic membranes between the layers.

As a period piece, then, Washington Square presents
obvious charms, of an order far superior, we may say, to
the somewhat derivativefictions of Edith Wharton. But
James, however fine his feeling for time and place, was
not primarily interested in historical reconstruction. His
passion, as aways, was for the measurement of the in-
vigble lines of force that connect human beings with one
another.

Of these lines of force the mogt interesting is that
which quivers between Dr. Soper and his plain, dull,
good daughter Catherine, and which is so disastroudy
disturbed by the magnetic field of the vena Morris
Townsend. The relationship between the doctor and his
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daughter is tenser and more subtle than the transparent
surface of the narrative would seem to indicate. Dr.
Sloper is a man of great intelligence whose ability to
love has been cut off by the death of his wife. Instead
of offering his daughter affection he offers her irony.
Had he been able truly to love poor Catherine, her
tragedy would never have taken place, for it is the emo-
tional starvation that her father has imposed upon her
that impels her to her unreasonable passion.

"Try and make a clever woman of her, Lavinia," says
Dr. Sloper to Mrs. Pennman. He wishes Catherine to be
a clever woman—nbut he is not willing that she should
be something far greater, to wit, a woman. Washington
Square is really about Catherine's desperate, pathetic at-
tempt to succed ,asawoman despite the aridity her father
has created within her.

In a way she succeds with her hie, though she is not
very intelligent, just as Dr. Sloper, who is very intelligent
indeed, fails with his. Washington Square, like all of
James's novels, is a deeply moral book, and its mord is:
to be right is not enough. Dr. Sloper is "right", he is right
about the character of Towusend, he is right about his
own character, he is right about the character of Cath-
erine But because he can offer only the insufficient truth
of irony where the sufficient truth of loveisrequired, he
partly ruins his daughter's life, and lives out his own in
spiritual poverty. Catherme, however, merely because
she is good, because the principle of love works in her,
achieves in the end a certain stoic dignity and cam. She
has, in Jamess beautiful phrase, an "undiverted heart."
That is enough to sustain her even though she remains
aware to the very end that "the great facts of her career
were that Morris Townsend had trifled with her affection,
and her father had broken its spring.”
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While the relationship between father and daughter is
the magjor element in the story, the other characters,
though properly subordinated, are presented with deli-
cious humor and brilliant clarity. Mrs. Penniman is asmall
triumph—as obsessed by the stage, in a sense, as Henry
James himself was, and just as unsuccessful in creating
effective drama. The dialogue between Townsend and
the doctor, when the former makes his bid for Cath-
erine's hand, is as beautifully written as any comparable
episode in al of Jamess work. Hardly less extraordinary
is the conversation between Dr. Soper and Mrs. Mont-
gomery.

It is remarkable that so interesting a book could have
been written about a heroine who is quite candidly de-
scribed as dull, one to whom only one important thing
happened in the course of a long life, and that one thing
a defeat. Had James centered his art on Catherine, had
he made it pre-eminently her story, the novel would
probably have remained, however skilful, rather banal.
What he does isto direct our attention, not specificaly to
Catherine, but to the delicate lines of relationship which
link her, in such subtly varying ways, with her father,
with Townsend, with Mrs. Penniman.

Washington Square is a product of Jamess early pe-
riod, of atime when he had not yet thought of the man-
darin style of thinking and writing that has made his
later books opague to many readers. Here al is simple.
The prose is pure and un-mannered. The human secrets
that are exposed are not uncommon ones. To the super-
ficia glance even the characters seem over-familiar: the
rigid father, recalling Mr. Barrett of Wimpole Street;
the naive, romantic daughter, the meddiesome duenna;
the smooth-mannered fortune-hunter. Yet, out of these
amost frayed materials, out of an old-fashioned plot re-
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volving around The Will, James has woven a story which,
though dealing with away of life that has long since van-
ished, retains its soundness, its freshness, and its charm.
When a writer has utter respect for his characters, never
imposes his own whimsy upon them, never uses them as
instruments of self-exhibition, can reveal their wesknesses
without malice, and can love them without sentimental-
ity, he is apt to produce a book able to withstand the
incisors of time. Many readers will feel that Washington
Sguareisjust such abook.

January, 1950
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DURING a portion of the first half of the present
century, and more particularly during the latter part
of it, thereflourished and practised in the city of New
York a physician who enjoyed perhaps an excep-
tional share of the consideration which, in the United
States, has always been bestowed upon distinguished
members of the medical profession. Thisprofessionin
America has constantly been held in honor, and more
successfully than elsewhere has put forward a clam
to the epithet of "liberd." In a country in which, to
play a socia part, you must either earn your income
or make believe that you earn it, the healing art has
appeared in a high degree to combine two recog-
nized sources of credit. It belongs to the realm of the
practical, which in the United States is a great rec-
ommendation; and it is touched by the light of sci-
ence—a merit appreciated in a community in which
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4 WASHINGTON SQUARE

the love of knowledge has not aways been accom-
panied by leisure and opportunity.

It was an element in Doctor Soper's reputation
that his learning and his skill were very evenly bal-
anced; he was what you might call a scholarly doc-
tor, and yet there was nothing abstract in his rem-
edies—he aways ordered you to take something.
Though he was felt to be extremely thorough, he was
not uncomfortably theoretic; and if he sometimes
explained matters rather more minutely than might
seem of use to the patient, he never went so far (like
some practitioners one had heard of) as to trust to
the explanation alone, but aways left behind him an
inscrutable prescription. There were some doctors
that left the prescription without offering any ex-
planation at all; and he did not belong to that class
either, which was after al the most vulgar. It will be
seen that | am describing a clever man; and this is
redly the reason why Doctor Soper had become a
loca celebrity.

At the time at which we are chiefly concerned with
him he was some fifty years of age, and his popu-
larity was at its height. He was very witty, and he
passed in the best society of New York for a man of
the world—which, indeed, he was, in a very sufficient
degree. | hasten to add, to anticipate possble mis-
conception, that he was not the least of a charlatan.
He was a thoroughly honest man—honest in a degree
of which he had perhaps lacked the opportunity to
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give the complete measure; and, putting aside the
great good-nature of the circle in which he practised,
which was rather fond of boasting that it possessed
the "brightest" doctor in the country, he daily justi-
fied his claim to the talents attributed to him by the
popular voice. He was an observer, even a philoso-
pher, and to be bright was so natural to him, and (as
the popular voice said) came so easily, that he never
aimed at mere effect, and had none of the little tricks
and pretensions of second-rate reputations. It must
be confessed that fortune had favored him, and that
he had found the path to prosperity very soft to his
tread. He had married, at the age of twenty-seven,
for love, a very charming girl, Miss Catherine Har-
rington, of New Y ork, who, in addition to her charms,
had brought him a solid dowry. Mrs. Soper was
amiable, graceful, accomplished, elegant, and in
1820 she had been one of the pretty girls of the small
but promising capital which clustered about the Bat-
tery and overlooked the Bay, and of which the upper-
most boundary was indicated by the grassy way-
Sdes of Canal Street. Even at the age of twenty-seven
Austin Sloper had made his mark sufficiently to miti-
gate the anomaly of his having been chosen among a
dozen suitors by ayoung woman of high fashion, who
had ten thousand dollars of income and the most
charming eyes in the idand of Manhattan. These
eyes, and some of their accompaniments, were for
about five years a source of extreme satisfaction to
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the young physician, who was both a devoted and
avery happy husband.

The fact of his having married arich woman made
no difference in the line he had traced for himself,
and he cultivated his profession with as definite a
purpose as if he still had no other resources than his
fraction of the modest patrimony which, on his fa-
ther's death, he had shared with his brothers and
sisters. This purpose had not been preponderantly to
make money—it had been rather to learn something
and to do something. To learn something interesting,
andto do something usef ul—thiswas, roughly spesk-
ing, the programme he had sketched, and of which
the accident of his wife having an income appeared
to him in no degree to modify the validity. He was
fond of his practice, and of exercising askill of which
he was agreeably conscious, and it was so patent a
truth that if he were not a doctor there was nothing
ese he could be that a doctor he persisted in being,
in the best possible conditions. Of course his easy
domestic situation saved him a good ded of drudg-
ery, and his wife's affiliation to the "best people’
brought him a good many of those patients whose
symptoms are, if not more interesting in themselves
than those of the lower orders, a least more conss-
tently displayed. He desired experience, and in the
course of twenty years he got a great dedl. It must be
added that it came to him in some forms which,
whatever might have been their intrinsic value, made
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it the reverse of welcome. His first child, a little boy
of extraordinary promise, as the Doctor, who was not
addicted to easy enthusiasm, firmly believed, died at
three years of age, in spite of everything that the
mother's tenderness and the father's science could
invent to save him. Two years later Mrs. Sloper gave
birth to a second infant—an infant of a sex which
rendered the poor child, to the Doctor's sense, an in-
adequate substitute for his lamented firgt-born, of
whom he had promised himself to make an admi-
rable man. The little girl was a disappointment; but
this was not the worst. A week after her birth the
young mother, who, as the phrase is, had been doing
well, suddenly betrayed alarming symptoms, and
before another week had elapsed Austin Sloper was
awidower.

For a man whose trade was to keep people alive
he had certainly done poorly in his own family; and
abright doctor who within three years loses his wife
and his little boy should perhaps be prepared to see
either his skill or his affection impugned. Our friend,
however, escaped criticism; that is, he escaped dl
criticism but his own, which was much the most
competent and most formidable. He walked under
the weight of this very private censure for the rest
of his days, and bore forever the scars of a castigation
to which the strongest hand he knew had treated him
on the night that followed his wife's death. The
world, which, as | have said, appreciated him, pitied
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him too much to be ironica; his misfortune made
him more interesting, and even helped him to be the
fashion. It was observed that even medical families
cannot escape the more insidious forms of diseese,
and that, after all, Doctor Sloper had lost other pa-
tients besides the two | have mentioned; which con-
stituted an honorable precedent. His little girl re-
mained to him; and though she was not what he had
desired, he proposed to himself to make the best of
her. He had on hand a stock of unexpended author-
ity, by which the child, in its early years, profited
largely. She had been named, as a matter of course,
after her poor mother, and even in her most diminu-
tive babyhood the Doctor never cdled her anything
but Catherine. She grew up avery robust and healthy
child, and her father, as he looked at her, often said
to himsdf that, such as she was, he at least need
have no fear of losing her. | say "such as she was"
because, to tel the truth— But thisis atruth of which
| will defer the telling.



WHEN the child was about ten years old, he in-
vited his sister, Mrs. Penniman, to come and stay
with him. The Miss Slopers had been but two in num-
ber, and both of them had married early in life. The
younger, Mrs. Almond by name, was the wife of a
prosperous merchant and the mother of a blooming
family. She bloomed hersdf, indeed, and was a
comey, comfortable, reasonable woman, and a fa-
vorite with her clever brother, who, in the matter of
women, even when they were nearly relaed to him,
was a man of distinct preferences. He preferred Mrs.
Almond to his sster Lavinia, who had married a poor
clergyman, of a sSckly constitution and a flowery
dyle of eoquence, and then, a the age of thirty-
three, had been left a widow—uwithout children,
without fortune—with nothing but the memory of
Mr. Penniman's flowers of speech, a certain vague
aroma of which hovered about her own conversation.

9
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Nevertheless, he had offered her a home under his
own roof, which Lavinia accepted with the alacrity
of awoman who had spent the ten years of her mar-
ried life in the town of Poughkeepsie. The Doctor
had not proposed to Mrs. Penniman to come and
live with him indefinitely; he had suggested that she
should make an asylum of his house while she looked
about for unfurnished lodgings. It is uncertain
whether Mrs. Penniman ever instituted a search for
unfurnished lodgings, but it is beyond dispute that
she never found them. She settled herself with her
brother and never went away, and, when Catherine
was twenty years old, her Aunt Lavinia was still one
of the most striking features of her immediate on-
tourage. Mrs. Penniman's own account of the matter
was that she had remained to take charge of her
niece's education. She had given this account, at
least, to every one but the Doctor, who never asked
for explanations which he could entertain himself
any day with inventing. Mrs. Penniman, moreover,
though she had a good deal of a certain sort of arti-
ficial assiuance,shrunk, forindefinabl ereasons, from
presenting herself to her brother as a fountain of in-
struction. She had not a high sense of humor, but she
had enough to prevent her from making this mistake;
and her brother, on his side, had enough to excuse
her, in her situation, for laying him under contribu-
tion during a considerable part of a lifetime. He
therefore assented tacitly to the proposition which
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Mrs. Penniman had tacitly laid down, that it was of
importance that the poor motherless girl should have
a brilliant woman near her. His assent could only be
tacit, for he had never been dazzled by his sister's in-
tellectual lustie. Save when he fell in love with Cath-
erine Harrington, he had never been dazzled, indeed,
by any feminine characteristics whatever; and
though he was to a certain extent what is caled a
ladies doctor, his private opinion of the more com-
plicated sex was not exalted. He regarded its com-
plications as more curious than edifying, and he
had an idea of the beauty of reason, which was, on
the whole, meagrely gratifiedby what he observed in
his female patients. Hiswife had been a reasonable
woman, but she was a bright exception; among sev-
eral things that he was sure of, this was perhaps the
principal. Such aconvietion, of course, did little
either to mitigate or to abbreviate his widowhood;
and it set a limit to his recognition, at the best, of
Catherine'spossibilitiesand of Mrs. Penniman'smin-
istrations. He nevertheless, at the end of six months,
accepted his sister's permanent presence as an ac-
complished fact, and as Catherine grew older, per-
ceived that there were in effect good reasons why she
should have a companion of her own imperfect sex.
He was extremely polite to Lavinia, scrupulously,
formally polite; and she had never seen him in anger
but once in her life, when he logt his temper in a theo-
logical discussion with her late husband. With her he
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never discussed theology, nor, indeed, discussed any-
thing; he contented himself with making known, very
distinctly, in theform of alucid ultimatum, hiswishes
with regard to Catherine.

Once, when the girl was about twelve years old,
he had said to her—

"Try and make a clever woman of her, Lavinia;
| should like her to be a clever woman."

Mrs. Penniman, at this, looked thoughtful a mo-
ment. "My dear Austin," she then inquired, "do you
think it is better to be clever than to be good?'

"Good for what?" asked the Doctor. "You are good
for nothing unlessyou are clever.”

From this assertion Mrs. Penniman saw no reason
to dissent; she possibly reflected that her own great
use in the world was owing to her aptitude for many
things.

"Of course | wish Catherine to be good," the Doc-
tor said next day; "but she won't be any the less vir-
tuous for not being afool. | am not afraid of her be-
ing wicked; she will never have the sdt of mdice in
her character. She is 'as good as good bread,’ as the
French say; but six years hence | don't want to have
to compare her to good bread-and-butter."

"Are you afraid she will be ingpid? My dear
brother, it is | who supply the butter; so you needn't
fear!" said Mrs. Penniman, who had taken in hand
the childs "accomplishments” overlooking her at
the piano, where Catherine displayed a certain ta-
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ent, and going with her to the dancing-class, where it
must be confessed that she made but a modest figure.

Mrs. Penniman was a tall, thin, fair, rather faded
woman, with a perfectly amiable disposition, a high
standard of gentility, ataste for light literature, and
a certain foolish indirectness and obliquity of char-
acter. She was romantic; she was sentimental; she
had a passion for little secrets and mysteries—a very
innocent passion, for her secrets had hitherto aways
been as unpractical as addled eggs. She was not ab-
solutely veracious; but this defect was of no great
consequence, for she had never had anything to
conceal. She would have liked to have a lover, and
to correspond with him under an assumed name, in
letters left at a shop. | am bound to say that her im-
agination never carried the intimacy further than
this. Mrs. Penniman hud never had a lover, but her
brother, who was very shrewd, understood her turn
of mind. "When Catherine is about seventeen," he
said to himself, "Lavinia will try and persuade her
that some young man with amustacheisin love with
her. It will be quite untrue; no young man, with a
mustache or without, will ever be in love with Cath-
erine. But Lavinia will take it up, and talk to her
about it; perhaps, even, if her taste for clandestine
operations doesn't prevail with her, she will talk to
me about it. Catherine won't see it, and won't believe
it, fortunately for her peace of mind; poor Catherine
isn't romantic.”
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She was a healthy, well-grown child, without a
trace of her mother's beauty. She was not ugly; she
had simply a plain, dull, gentle countenance. The
most that had ever been said for her was that she had
a "nice" face; and, though she was an heiress, no
one had ever thought of regarding her as a belle. Her
father's opinion of her mora purity was abundantly
justified, she was excellently, imperturbably good;
affectionate, docile, obedient, and much addicted
to speaking the truth. In her younger years she was
agood deal of aromp, and, though it is an awkward
confession to make about on€e's heroine, | must add
that she was something of a glutton. She never, that
| know of, stoleraisinsout of the pantry; but she de-
voted her pocket-money to the purchase of cream-
cakes. As regards this, however, a critical attitude
would be inconsistent with a candid reference to the
early annals of any biographer. Catherine was de-
cidedly not clever; she was not quick with her book,
nor, indeed, with anything ese. She was not abnor-
mally deficient, and she mustered learning enough to
acquit herself respectably in conversation with her
contemporaries—among whom it must be avowed,
however, that she occupied a secondary place. It is
well known that in New York it is possible for ayoung
girl to occupy a primary one. Catherine, who was ex-
tremely modest, had no desire to shine, and on most
social occasions, as they are caled, you would have
found her lurking in the background. She was ex-
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tremely fond of her father, and very much afraid of
him; she thought him the cleverest and handsomest
and most celebrated of men. The poor girl found her
account so completely in the exercise of her affec-
tions that the little tremor of fear that mixed itself
with her filial passion gave the thing an extra relish
rather than blunted its edge. Her deepest desire was
to please him, and her conception of: happiness was
to know that she had succeeded in pleasing him.
She had never succeeded beyond a certain point.
Though, on the whole, he was very kind to her, she
was perfectly aware of this, and to go beyond the
point in question seemed to her really something to
live for. What she could not know, of course, was
that she disappointed him, though on three or four
occasions the Doctor had been almost frank about it.
She grew up peacefully and prosperously; but at the
age of eighteen Mis. Penniman had not made a clever
woman of her. Doctor Slopcr would have liked to be
proud of his daughter, but there was nothing to be
proud of in poor Catherine. There was nothing, of
course, to be ashamed of, but this was not enough
for the Doctor, who was a proud man, and would
have enjoyed being able to think of his daughter as
an unusual girl. There would have been afitnessin
her being pretty and graceful, intelligent and dis-
tinguished—for her mother had been the most
charming woman of her little day—and as regards
her father, of course he knew his own value. He had
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moments of irritation a having produced a com-
monplace child, and he even went so far at times as
to take a certain satisfaction in the thought that his
wife had not lived to find her out. He was naturally
dow in making this discovery himself, and it was not
till Catherine had become a young lady grown that
he regarded the matter as settled. He gave her the
benefit of a great many doubts; he was in no haste
to conclude. Mrs. Penniman fregquently assured him
that his daughter had a delightful nature; but he
knew how to interpret this assurance. It meant, to
his sense, that Catherine was not wise enough to dis-
cover that her aunt was a goose—a limitation of mind
that could not fail to be agreeable to Mrs. Penniman.
Both she and her brother, however, exaggerated the
young girl's limitations; for Catherine, though she
was very fond of her aunt, and conscious of the grat-
itude she owed her, regarded her without a particle
of that gentle dread which gave its stamp to her ad-
miration of her father. To her mind there was noth-
ing of the infinite about Mrs. Penniman; Catherine
saw her al at once, as it were, and was not dazzled
by the apparition; whereas her father's great faculties
seemed, as they stretched away, to lose themselves
in asort of luminous vagueness, which indicated, not
that they stopped, but that Catherine's own mind
ceased to follow them.

It must not be supposed that Doctor Sloper visited
his disappointment upon the poor girl, or ever let
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her suspect that she had played him a trick. On the
contrary, for fear of being unjust to her, he did his
duty with exemplary zeal, and recognized that she
was a faithful and affectionate child. Besides, he was
a philosopher: he smoked a good many cigars over
his disappointment, and in the fulness of time he got
used to it. He satisfied himself that he had expected
nothing, though, indeed, with a certain oddity of
reasoning. "l expect nothing," he said to himself; "
that, if she gives me a surprise, it will he al clear
gain. If she doesn't, it will be no loss" This was about
the time Catherine had reached her eighteenth year;
0 that it will be seen her father had not been pre-
cipitate. At this time she seemed not only incapable
of giving surprises; it was amost a question whether
she could have received one—she was so quiet and
irresponsve.  People who expressed themselves
roughly called her stolid. But she was irresponsive
because she was shy, uncomfortably, painfully shy.
This was not always understood, and she sometimes
produced an impression of insensibility. In redlity,
she was the softest creature in the world.



As A CHILD she had promised to be tall; but when
she was sixteen she ceased to grow, and her stature,
like most other points in her composition, was not un-
usual. She was strong, however, and properly made,
and, fortunately, her health was excellent. It has
been noted that the Doctor was a philosopher, but
| would not have answered for his philosophy if the
poor girl had proved a sickly and suffering person.
Her appearance of health constituted her principal
clam to beauty; and her clear, fresh complexion,
in which white and red were very equally distrib-
uted, was, indeed, an excellent thing to see. Her eye
was small and quiet, her features were rather thick,
her tresses brown and smooth. A dull, plain girl she
was caled by rigorous critics—a quiet, lady-like girl,
by those of the more imaginative sort; but by neither
class was she very elaborately discussed. When it
had been duly impressed upon her that she was a

18
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young lady—it was a good while before she could
believe it—she suddenly developed a lively taste for
dress: a lively taste is quite the expression to use. |
feel asif | ought to write it very small, her judgment
in this matter was by no meansinfallible, it wasliable
to confusions and embarrassments. Her great indul-
gence of it was really the desire of a rather inar-
ticulate nature to manifest itself; she sought to be
eloguent in her garments, and to make up for her dif-
fidence of speech by a fine frankness of costume. But
if she expressed herself in her clothes, it is certain
that people were not to blame for not thinking her a
witty person. It must bo added that, though she had
the expectation of a fortune—Doctor Sloper for a
long time had been making twenty thousand dollars
ayear by his profession, and laying aside the half of
it—the amount of money at her disposal was not
greater than the allowance nude to many pooier
girls. In those days, in New York, there were still a
few altar-fires flickering in the temple of Republican
simplicity, and Doctor Sloper would have been glad
to see his daughter present herself, with a classic
grace, as a priestess of this mild faith. It made him
fairly grimace, in private, to think that achild of his
should be both ugly and overdressed. For himself,
he was fond of the good things of life, and he made a
considerable use of them; but he had a dread of vul-
garity, and even a theory that it was increasing
in the society that surrounded him. Moreover, the
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standard of luxury in the United States thirty years
ago was carried by no means so high as at present,
and Catherine's clever father took the old-fashioned
view of the education of young persons. He had no
particular theory on the subject; it had scarcely as
yet become a necessity of self-defence to have a col-
lection of theories. It simply appeared to him proper
and reasonable that a well-bred young woman
should not carry half her fortune on her back. Cath-
erine's back was a broad one, and would have car-
ried a good deal; but to the weight of the paternal
displeasure she never ventured to expose it, and our
heroine was twenty years old before she treated her-
self, for evening wear, to a red satin gown trimmed
with gold fringe; though this was an article which,
for many years, she had coveted in secret. It made
her look, when she sported it, like a woman of thirty;
but oddly enough, in spite of her taste for fine
clothes, she had not a grain of coquetry, and her
anxiety when she put them on was as to whether they,
and not she, would look well. It is a point on which
history has not been explicit, but the assumption is
warrantable; it was in the royal raiment just men-
tioned that she presented herself at a little entertain-
ment given by her aunt, Mrs. Almond. The girl was
a this time in her twenty-first year, and Mrs. Al-
mond's party was the beginning of something very
important.

Some three or four years before this, Doctor Soper
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had moved his household gods up town, as they say
in New York. He had been living ever since his mar-
riage in an edifice of red brick, with granite copings
and an enormous fan-light over the door, standing in
a street within five minutes' walk of the City Hall,
which saw its best days (from the socid point of
view) about 1820. After this, the tide of fashion
began to set steadily northward, as, indeed, in New
Y ork, thanksto the narrow channel inwhichit flows,
itis obliged to do, and the great hum of traffic rolled
farther to the right and | eft of Broadway. By the time
the Doctor changed his residence, the murmur of
trade had become a mighty uploar, which was music
in the ears of al good citizens interested in the com-
mercial development, as they delighted to cal it,
of their fortunate ide. Doctor Sloper's interest in this
phenomenon was only indirect—though, seeing that,
as the years went on, half his patients came to be
overworked men of business, it might have been more
immediate—and when most of his neighbors dwell-
ings (also ornamented with granite copings and large
fan-lights) had been converted into offices, ware-
houses, and shipping agencies, and otherwise ap-
plied to the base uses of commerce, he determined to
look out for a quieter home. The idedl of quiet and of
genteel retirement, in 1833 was found in Washing-
ton Square, where the Doctor built himself a hand-
some, modern, wide-fronted house, with a big ba-
cony before the drawing-room windows, and a flight
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of white marble steps ascending to a portal which
was aso faced with white marble. This structure,
and many of its neighbors, which it exactly resem-
bled, were supposed, forty years ago, to embody the
last results of architectural science, and they remain
to this day very solid and honorable dwellings. In
front of them was the square, containing a consider-
able quantity of inexpensive vegetation, enclosed
by awooden paling, which increased its rural and ac-
cessible appearance; and round the coiner was the
more august precinet of the Fifth Avenue, taking its
originat this point with a spacious and confident air
which already marked it for high destinies. |1 know
not whether it is owing to the tenderness of early as-
sociations, but this portion of New York appears to
many poisons the most delectable. It has a kind of
established repose which is not of frequent occur-
rence in other quarters of the long, shrill city; it has
ariper, richer, more honotable look than any of the
upper ramifications of the great longitudinal thor-
oughfare—the look of having had something of a
socid history. It was here, as you might have been
informed on good authority, that you had come into
a world which appeared to offer a variety of sources
of interest; it was here that your grandmother lived,
in venerable solitude, and dispensed a hospitality
which commended itself aike to the infant imagina-
tion and the infant palate; it was here that you took
your first walks abroad, following the nursery-maid
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with unequal step, and sniffing up the strange odor
of the ailanthus-trees which at that time formed the
principal umbrage of the Square, and diffused an
aroma that you were not yet critical enough to dis-
like as it deserved, it was here, finally, that your first
school, kept by a broad-bosomed, broad-based old
lady with a ferule, who was aways having tea in a
blue cup, with a saucer that didn't match, enlarged
the circle both of your observations and your sensa-
tions. It was here, at any rate, that my heroine spent
many years of her life; which is my excuse for this
topographical parenthesis.

Mrs. Almond lived much farther up town, in an
embryonic street, with a high number—a region
where the extension of the city began to assume a
theoretic air, where poplars grow beside the pave-
ment (when there was one), and mingled their
shade with the steep roofs of desultory Dutch houses,
and where pigs and chickens disported themselves
inthe gutter. These elements of rural picturesgueness
have now wholly departed from New York street
scenery; but they were to be found within the mem-
ory of middle-aged persons in quarters which now
would blush to be reminded of them. Catherine had
a great many cousins, and with her Aunt Almond's
children, who ended by being nine in number, she
lived on terms of considerableintimacv. When she
was younger they had been rather afraid of her;
she was believed, as the phrase is, to be highly edu-
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created, and a person who lived in the intimacy of their
Aunt Penniman had something of reflected grandeur.
Mrs. Penniman, among the little Almonds, was an ob-
ject of more admiration than sympathy. Her man-
ners were strange and formidable, and her mourning
robes—she dressed in black for twenty years after
her husband's death, and then suddenly appeared,
one morning, with pink roses in her cap—were com-
plicated in odd, unexpected places with buckles,
bugles, and pins, which discouraged familiarity. She
took children too hard, both for good and for evil,
and had an oppressive air of expecting subtle things
of them; so that going to see her was a good deal like
being taken to church and made to sit in a front pew.
It was discovered after awhile, however, that Aunt
Penniman was but an accident in Catherine's exist-
ence, and not a part of its essence, and that when
the girl came to spend a Saturday with her cousins,
she was available for "follow-my-master,” and even
for leap-frog. On this basis an understanding was
easily arnved at, and for severd years Catherine frat-
ernized with her young kinsmen. | say young kins-
men, because seven of the little AlImonds were boys,
and Catherine had a preference for those games
which are most conveniently played in trousers. By
degrees, however, the little Almonds' trousers began
to lengthen, and the wearers to disperse and settle
themselves in life. The elder children were older
than Catherine, and the boys were sent to college
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or placed in counting-rooms. Of the girls, one mar-
ried very punctualy, and the other as punctualy
became engaged. It was to celebrate this latter event
that Mrs. Almond gave the little party | have men-
tioned. Her daughter was to marry a stout young
stock-broker, a boy of twenty: it was thought a very
good thing.



v

MRS. PENNIMAN, with more buckles and bangles
than ever, came, of course, to the entertainment, ac-
companied by her niece; the Doctor, too, had prom-
ised to look in later in the evening. There wasto be a
good deal of dancing, and before it had gone very
far Marian Almond came up to Catherine, in com-
pany with a tall young man. She introduced the
young man as a person who had a great desire to
make our heroine's acquaintance, and as a cousin of
Arthur Townsend, her own intended.

Marian Almond was a pretty little person of sev-
enteen, with a very small figure and a very big sash,
to the elegance of whose manners matrimony had
nothing to add. She already had all the airs of a host-
ess, receiving the company, shaking her fan, saying
that with so many people to attend to she should have
no time to dance. She made a long speech about Mr.
Townsend's cousin, to whom she administered a tap

26
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with her fan before turning away to other cares.
Catherine had not understood al that she said; her
attention was given to enjoying Marian's ease of
manner and flow of ideas, and to looking at the
young man, who was remarkably handsome. She had
succeeded, however, as she often failed to do when
people were presented to her, in catching his name,
which appeared to be the same as that of Marian's
little stock-broker. Catherine was always agitated by
an introduction, it seemed a difficult moment, and
she wondered that some people—her new acquaint-
ance at this moment, for instance—should mind it so
little. She wondered what she ought to say, and what
would be the consequences of her saying nothing.
The consequences at present were very agreeable.
Mr. Townsend, leaving her no time for embarrass-
ment, began to talk to her with an easy smile, as if
he had known her for ayear.

"What a delightful part! What a charming house!
What an interesting family! What a pretty girl your
cousin ig"

These observations, in themselves of no great pro-
fundity, Mr. Townsend seemed to offer for what they
were worth, and as a contribution to an acquaint-
ance. He looked straight into Catherine's eyes. She
answered nothing; she only listened, and looked at
him; and he, as if he expected no particular reply,
went on to say many other things in the same com-
fortable and natural manner. Catherine, though she
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felt tongue-tied, was conscious of no embarrassment;
it seemed proper that he should talk, and that she
should simply look at him. What made it natural was
that he was so handsome, or, rather, as she phrased it
to herself, so beautiful. The music had been silent
for awhile, but it suddenly began again; and then he
asked her, with a deeper, intenser smile, if she would
do him the honor of dancing with him. Even to this
inquiry she gave no audible assent, she simply let
him put his arm round her waist—as she did so, it
occurred to her more vividly than it had ever done
before that this was a singular place for a gentle-
man's arm to be—and in a moment he was guiding
her round the room in the harmonious rotation of the
polka. When they paused, she felt that she was red;
and then, for some moments, she stopped looking at
him. She fanned herself, and looked at the flowers
that were painted on her fan. He asked her if she
would begin again, and she hesitated to answer, till
looking at the flowers.

"Does it make you dizzy?' he asked, in a tone of
great kindness.

Then Catherine looked up at him; he was certainly
beautiful, and not at al red. "Yes" she said; she
hardly knew why, for dancing had never made her
dizzy.

"Ah, well, in that case" said Mr. Townsend, "we
will sit still and talk. | will find a good place to st

He found a good place—a charming place; a little
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sofa that seemed meant only for two persons. The
rooms by this time were very full; the dancers in-
creased in number, and people stood close in front of
them, turning their backs, so that Catherine and her
companion seemed secluded and unobserved. "We
will talk," the young man had said; but he il did Al
the talking. Catherine leaned back in her place, with
her eyesfixed upon him, smiling, and thinking him
very clever. He had features like young men in pic-
tures, Catherine had never seen such features—so
delicate, so chisdlled and finished—among the young
New Yorkers whom she passed in the streets and
met at dancing-parties. He was tal and slim, but
he looked extremely strong. Catherine thought he
looked like a statue. But a statue would not talk like
that, and, above all, would not have eyes of so rare
acolor. He had never been at Mrs. Almond's before;
he felt very much like a stranger; and it was very
kind of Catherine to take pity on him. He was Arthur
Townsend's cousin—not very near; severa times re-
moved—and Arthur had brought him to present him
to the family. In fact, he was a great stranger in New
York. It was his native place; but he had not been
there for many years. He had been knocking about
the world, and living in queer corners; he had only
come back a month or two before. New York was
very pleasant, only he felt lonely.

"You see people forget you," he said, smiling at
Catherine with his delightful gaze, while he leaned
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forward obliquely, turning toward her, with his d-
bows on his knees.

It seemed to Catherine that no one who had once
seen him would ever forget him; but though she made
this reflection she kept it to herself, amost as you
would keep something precious.

They sat there for some time. He was very amus-
ing. He asked her about the people that were near
them; he tried to guess who some of them were, and
he made the most laughable mistakes. He criticised
them very freely, in a positive, off-hand way. Cathe-
rine had never heard any one—especially any young
man—talk just like that. It was the way ayoung man
might talk in anovel, or, better still, in aplay, on the
stage, close before the foot-lights, looking at the au-
dience, and with every one looking at him, so that
you wondered at his presence of mind. And yet Mr.
Townsend was not like an actor, he seemed so sin-
cere, so natural. Thiswas very interesting; but in the
midst of it Marian Almond came pushing through
the crowd, with a little ironical cry, when she found
these young people still together, which made every
one turn round, and cost Catherine a conscious
blush. Marian broke up their talk, and told Mr.
Townsend—whom she treated as if she were aready
married, and he had become her cousin—to run
away to her mother, who had been wishing for the
last half hour to introduce him to Mr. Almond.

"We shall meet again," he said to Catherine as he
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speech.

Her cousin took her by the arm, and made her
wak about. "l needn't ask you what you think of
Morris," theyoung girl exclaimed.

"Is that his name?"

"l don't ask you what you think of his name, but
what you think of himself," said Marian.

"Oh, nothing particular,"” Catherine answered, dis-
sembling for thefirsttimein her life.

"l have half amind to tell him that!" cried Marian.
"It will do him good; he's so terribly conceited.”

"Conceited?' said Catherine, staring.

"So Arthur says, and Arthur knows about him."

"Oh, don't tel him!" Catherine murmured, im-
ploringly.

"Dont tell him he's conceited! | have told him so a
dozen times."

At this profession of audacity Catherine looked
down at her little companion in amazement. She
supposed it was because Marian was going to be
married that she took so much on herself; but she
wondered too, whether, when she herself should be-
come engaged, such exploits would be expected of
her.

Half an hour later she saw her aunt Pennimnn sit-
ting in the embrasure of a window, with her head a
little on one side, and her gold eye-glass raised to her
eyes, which were wandering about the room. In front
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of her was a gentleman, bending forward a little,
with his back turned to Catherine. She knew his
back immediately, though she had never seen it; for
when he left her, at Marian's instigation, he had re-
treated in the best order, without turning round.
Morris Townsend—the name had already become
very familiar to her, as if some one had been repeat-
ing it in her ear for the last half hour—Morris Town-
send was giving his impressions of the company to
her aunt, as he had done to herself, he was saying
clever things, and Mrs. Penniman was smiling, as if
she approved of them. As soon as Catherine had
perceived this she moved away, she would not have
liked him to turn round and see her. But it gave her
pleasure—the whole thing. That he should talk with
Mrs. Penniman, with whom she lived and whom she
saw and talked with every day—that seemed to keep
him near her, and to make him even easier to con-
template than if she herself had been the object of
his civilities, and that Aunt Lavinia should like him,
should not be shocked or startled by what he said,
this aso appeared to the girl a persona gain; for
Aunt Lavinias standard was extremely high, planted
as it was over the grave of her late husband, in which,
as she had convinced every one, the very genius of
conversation was buried. One of the Almond boys,
as Catherine cdled them, invited our heroine to
dance a quadrille, and for a quarter of an hour her
feet at least were occupied. This time she was not
dizzv; her head was verv clear. Just when the dance
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was over, she found herself in the crowd face to face
with her father. Doctor Sloper had usually a little
smile, never avery big one, and with thislittle smile
playing in his clear eyes and on his neatly-shaved
lips, he looked at his daughter's crimson gown.

"Is it possible that this magnificent person is my
child?' he said.

Y ou would have surprised him if you had told him
0; but it is a literal fact that he almost never ad-
dressed his daughter savein theironical form. When-
ever he addressed her he gave her pleasure; but she
had to cut her pleasure out of the piece, as it were.
There were portions left over, light remnants and
snippets of irony, which she never knew what to do
with, which seemed too delicate for her own use
and yet Catherine, lamenting the limitations of her
understanding, felt that they were too valuable to
waste, and had a belief that if they passed over her
head they yet contributed to the general sum of hu-
man wisdom.

"I am not magnificent,” she said, mildly, wishing
that she had put on another dress.

"You are sumptuous, opulent, expensive," her fa-
ther rejoined. "You look as if you had eighty thou-
sand a year."

"Wel, so long as | havent—" said Catherine, il-
logically. Her conception of her prospective wealth
was as yet very indefinite.

"So long as you haven't you shouldn't look as if
you had. Have you enjoyed your party?'
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Catherine hesitated a moment; and then, looking
away, "l am rather tired,” she murmured. | have
sad that this entertainment was the beginning of
something important for Catherine. For the second
timein her life she made an indirect answer, and the
beginning of a period of dissimulation is certainly a
significant date. Catherine was not so easily tired as
that.

Nevertheless, in the carriage, as they drove home,
she was as quiet as if fatigue had been her portion.
Doctor Sloper's manner of addressing his sister La
vinia had a good deal of resemblance to the tone he
had adopted toward Catherine.

"Who was the young man that was making love to
you?' he presently asked.

"Oh, my good brotherl" murmured Mrs. Penni-
man, in deprecation.

"He seemed uncommonly tender. Whenever |
looked at you for haf an hour, he had the most de-
voted air."

"The devotion was not to me" said Mrs. Penni-
man. "It was to Catherine; he talked to me of her."

Catherine had been listening with al her ears.
"Oh, Aunt Peniiiinan!" she exclaimed, faintly.

"He is very handsome, he is very clever; he ex-
pressed himself with a great deal—a great deal of
felicity,” her aunt went on.

"He is in love with this rega creature, then?' the
Doctor inquired, humorously.
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"Oh, father!" cried the girl, still more faintly, de-
voutly thankful the carriage was dark.

"I don't know that; but he admired her dress.”

Catherine did not say to herself in the dark, "My
dress only?" Mrs. Pennimun's announcement struck
her by its richness, not by its meagreness.

"You see" said her father, "he thinks you have
eighty thousand a year."

"l don't believe he thinks of that," said Mrs. Pen-
niman; "heistoo refined.”

"He must be tremendously refined not to think of
that!"

"Wel, he id" Catherine exclaimed, before she
knew it.

"] thought you had gone to deep," her father an-
swered. "The hour has come!" he added to himself.
"Laviniais going to get up a romance for Catherine.
It's a shame to play such tricks on the girl. What is
the gentleman's name?' he went on, aoud.

"l didn't catch it, and | didn't like to ask him. He
asked to be introduced to me" said Mrs. Penniman.
with a certain grandeur; "but you know how indis-
tinctly Jefferson spesks." Jefferson was Mr. Almond.
"Catherine, dear, what was the gentleman's name?'

For aminute, if it had not been for the rumbling of
the carriage, you might have heard a pin drop.

"l don't know, Aunt Lavinia" said Catherine, very
softly. And, with dl his irony, her father believed
her.
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HE LEARNED what he had asked some three or four
days later, after Morris Townsend, with his cousin,
had called in Washington Square. Mrs. Penniman
did not tell her brother, on the drive home, that she
had intimated to this agreeable young man, whose
name she did not know, that, with her niece, she
should be very glad to see him, but she was greatly
pleased, and even a little flattered, when, late on a
Sunday afternoon, the two gentlemen made their
appearance. His coming with Arthur Townsend
made it more natural and easy; the latter young man
was on the point of becoming connected with the
family, and Mrs. Penniman had remarked to Cather-
ine that, as he was going to marry Marian, it would
be polite in him to cal. These events came to pass
late in the autumn, and Catherine and her aunt
had been sitting together in the closing dusk, by the
fire-light, in the high back-parlor.

£
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Arthur Townsend fell to Catherine's portion, while
his companion placed himself on the sofa beside Mrs.
Penniman. Catherine had hitherto not been a harsh
critic; she was easy to please—she liked to talk with
young men. But Marian's betrothed, this evening,
made her feel vaguely fastidious; he sat looking at
the fire and rubbing his knees with his hands. As for
Catherine, she scarcely even pretended to keep up
the conversation; her attention had fixed itself on
the other side of the room; she was listening to what
went on between the other Mr. Townsend and her
aunt. Every now and then he looked over at Cath-
erine herself and smiled, as if to show that what he
said was for her benefit too. Catherine would have
liked to change her place, to go and sit near them,
where she might see and hear him better. But she
was afraid of seeming bold—of looking eager; and,
besides, it would not have been polite to Marian's
little suitor. She wondered why the other gentleman
had picked out her aunt—how he came to have so
much to say to Mrs. Penniman, to whom, usualy,
young men were not especialy devoted. She was
not at al jealous of Aunt Lavinia, but she was alittle
envious, and, above al, she wondered; for Morris
Townsend was an object on which she found that her
imagination could exercise itself indefinitely. His
cousn had been describing a house that he had
taken in view of his union with Marian, and the do-
mestic conveniences he meant to introduce into it;
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how Marian wanted a larger one, and Mrs. Almond
recommended a smaller one, and how he himself
was convinced that he had got the neatest house in
New York.

"It doesn't matter,” he said; "it's only for three or
four years. At the end of three or four years well
move. That's the way to live in New Y ork—to move
every three or four years. Then you aways get the
last thing. It's because the city's growing so quick—
you've got to keep up with it. It's going straight up
town—that's where New York's going. If | wasn't
afraid Marian would bo lonely, I'd go up there—
right up to the top—and wait for it. Only have to
wait ten years—they'll al come up after you. But
Marian says she wants some neighbors—she doesn't
want to be a pioneer. She says that if she's got to be
the first settler she had better go out to Minnesota.
| guess welll move up little by little; when we get
tired of one street well go higher. So you see well a-
ways have a new house; it's a great advantage to have
a new house; you get al the latest impiovements.
They invent everything al over again about every
five years, and it's a great thing to keep up with the
new things. | always try and keep up with the new
things of every kind. Don't you think that's a good
motto for a young couple—to keep 'going higher?
What's the name of that piece of poetry—what do
they cdl it>—Excelsior!"

Catherine bestowed on her junior visitor only just
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enough attention to feel that this was not the way
Mr. Morris Townsend had talked the other night, or
that he was talking now to her fortunate aunt. But
suddenly his aspiring kinsman became more inter-
esting. He seemed to have become conscious that she
was affected by his companion's presence, and he
thought it proper to explain it.

"My cousin asked me to bring him, or | shouldn't
have taken the liberty. He seemed to want veiy much
to come, you know he'sawfullysociable. 1 told him |
wanted to ask you first, but be said Mis. Penniman
had invited him. He isn't particular what he says
when he wants to come somewhere. But Mis. Penni-
man seems to think it's al right.'

"We arc very glad to see him," said Catherine.
And she wished to talk more about him, but she
hardly know what to say. "I never saw him before,”
she went on, presently.

Arthur Townsend stared.

"Why, he told me he talked with you for over half
an hour the other night."

"I mean before the other night. That was the first
time."

"Oh, he has been away from New York—he has
been dl round the world. He doesn't know many
people here, but he's very sociable, and he wants to
know every one"

"Every one?' said Catherine.

"Wdll, | mean al the good ones. All the pretty
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young ladies—like Mrs. Penniman!" And Arthur
Townsend gave a private laugh.

"My aunt likes him very much," said Catherine.

"Most people like him—he's so brilliant."

"He's more like a foreigner," Catherine suggested.

"Wel, | never know a foreigner," said young
Townsend, in a tone which seemed to indicate that
his ignorance had been optional.

"Neither have |," Catherine confessed, with more
humility. "They say they are generaly brilliant," she
added, vaguely.

"Well, the people of this city are clever enough for
me. | know some of them that think they are too
clever for me; but they ain't."

"l suppose you can't be too clever," sad Cath-
erine, still with humility.

"l don't know. | know some people that cal my
cousin too clever."

Catherine listened to this statement with extreme
interest, and a feeling that if Morris Townsend had
a fault it would naturally be that one. But she did
not commit herself, and in @ moment she asked,
"Now that he has come back, will he stay here d-
ways?'

"Ahl" said Arthur, "if he can get something to do."

"Something to do?'

"Some place or other; some business”

"Hasn't he got any?' said Catherine, who had
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never heard of a young man—of the upper class—in
this situation.

"No; he's looking round. But he cant find any-
thing."

"l am very sorry," Catherine permitted herself to
observe.

"Oh, he doesn't mind," said young Townsend. "He
takes it easy—he isn't in ahurry. He is very particu-
lar."

Catherine thought he naturally would he, and
gave herself up for some moments to the contempla-
tion of thisidea, in severa of its hearings.

"Won' his father take him into his business—his
office?' sheat last inquired.

"He hasn't got any father—he has only got a Ss-
ter. Your sister can't help you much.”

It seemed to Catherine that if she were his Sster
she would disprove this axiom. "Is she—is she pleas-
ant?' she asked in amoment.

"l don't know—I believe she's very respectable,”
said young Townsend. And then he looked across
to his cousin and began to laugh. "I say, we are talk-
ing about you," he added.

Morris Townsend paused in his conversation with
Mrs. Penniman, and stared, with a little smile. Then
he got up, as if he were going.

"As far as you are concerned, | can't return the
compliment,” he said to Catherine's companion. "But
asregards Miss Sloper, it's another affair.”
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Catherine thought this little speech wonderfully
well turned; but she was embarrassed by it, and she
aso got up. Morris Townsend stood looking at her
and smiling; he put out his hand for farewell. He was
going, without having said anything to her; but even
on these terms she was glad to have seen him.

"l will tell her what you have said—when you go!"
sad Mrs. Penniman, with a little significant laugh.

Catherine blushed, for she felt amost as if they
were making sport of her. What in the world could
this beautiful young man have said? He looked at
her till, in spite of her blush, but very kindly and
respectfully.

"l have had no talk with you," he said, "and that
was what | came for. But it will be a good reason for
coming another time; alittle pretext—if | am obliged
to give one. | am not afraid of what your aunt will
say when | go."

With this the two young men took their departure;
after which Catherine, with her blush still linger-
ing, directed a serious and interrogative eye to Mrs.
Penniman. She was incapable of elaborate artifice,
and she resorted to no jocular device—to no affecta-
tion of the belief that she had been maligned—to
learn what she desired.

"What did you say you would tell me?" she asked.

Mrs. Penniman came up to her, smiling and nod-
ding a little, looked at her al over, and gave a twist
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to the knot of ribbon in her neck. "It's a great secret,
my dear child; but he is coming a-courting!"

Catherine was serious ill. 'Is that what he told
you?'

"He didn't say so exactly; but he left me to guessiit.
I'm a good guesser.”

"Do you mean a-courting me?'

"Not me, ceitainly, miss, though | must say he is
a hundred times more polite to a prison who has no
longer extreme youth to recommend her than most
of the young men. He is thinking of some one e
And Mrs. Penniman gave her nice a delicate little
kiss. "You must bevery graciousto him."

Catherine stared—she was bewildered. "I don't
understand you," she said; "he doesn't know me."

"Oh yes, he does;, more than you think. | have told
him dl about you."

"Oh, Aunt Penniman!" murmured Catherine, as
if this had been a breach of trust. "He is a perfect
stranger—we don't know him." There was infinite
modesty in the poor girl's "we"

Aunt Penniman, however, took no account of it;
she spoke even with a touch of acrimony. "My dear
Catherine, you know very well that you admire him."

"Oh, Aunt Penniman!" Catherine could only mur-
mur again. It might very well be that she admired
him—though this did not seem to her a thing to talk
about. But that this brilliant stranger—this sudden
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apparition, who had barely heard the sound of her
voice—took that sort of interest in her that was ex-
pressed by the romantic phrase of which Mrs. Pen-
niman had just made use—this could only be a fig-
ment of the restless brain of Aunt Lavinia, whom
every one knew to be a woman of powerful imagina
tion.



Vi

MRS. PENNTMAN even took for granted at times
that other people had as much imagination as her-
self, so that when, half an hour later, her brother
came in, she addressed him quite on this principle.

"He has just been here, Austin, it's such a pity you
missed him."

"Whom in the world have | missed?' asked the
Doctor.

"Mr. Morris Townsend; he has made us such a de-
lightful visit."

"And who in the world is Mr. Morris Townsend?'

"Aunt Penniman means the gentleman—the gen-
tleman whose name | couldn't remember," said Cath.
erine.

"The gentleman at Elizabeth's party who was so
struck with Cathering," Mrs. Penniman added.

"Oh, his name is Morris Townsend, is it? And did
he come here to propose to you?'

45
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"Oh, father!" murmured the girl for an answer,
turning away to the window, where the dusk had
deepened to darkness.

"l hope he won't do that without your permission,"
said Mrs. Penniman, very graciously.

"After al, my dear, he seems to have yours," her
brother answered.

Lavinia simpeied, as if this might not be quite
enough, and Catherine, with her forehead touching
the window-panes, listened to this exchange of epi-
grams as reservedly as if they had not each been a
pin-prick in her own destiny

"The next time ho comes," the Doctor added, "you
had bettor call me. Ho might like to see me."

MorrisTownsend came again somo five days after-
ward, but Doctor Slopor was not called, as he was
absent from home at the time. Catherine was with
her aunt when the young man's name was brought in,
and Mis. Penniman, effacing herself and protesting,
made a great point of her niece's going into the draw-
ing-ioom alone.

"This time it's for you—for you only," she said.
"Before, when he talked to me, it was only prelim-
inary—it was to gain my confidence. Literally, my
dear, | should not have the courage to show mysdlf
to-day/'

And this was perfectly true. Mrs. Penniman was
not a brave woman, and Morris Townsend had struck
her as a young man of great force of character, and
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of remarkable powers of satire—a keen, resolute,
brilliant nature, with which one must exereise a great
deal of fact. She said to herself that ho was "imperi-
ous," and she liked the word and the idea. She was
not the least jealous of her niece, and she had been
perfectly happy with Mr. Penniman, but in the bot-
tom of her heart she permitted! herself the observa-
tion, " That'sthe sort of husband | should have had!"
He was ceitainly much more imperious—she ended
by calling it imperial—than Mr. Penniman.

So Catherme saw Mr. Townsend alone, and her
aunt did not come in even at the end of the visit. The
visit was a long one, he sat there, in the front parlor,
in the biggest aim-chair, for more than an hour. He
seemed more at home this tune—more familiar;
lounging alittle in the chair, slapping a cushion that
was near him with his stick, and looking round the
room a good deal, and at the objects it contained, as
well as at Catherine, whom, however, he also contem-
plated freely. There was a smile of respectful devo-
tion in his handsome eyes which seemed to Catherine
almost solemnly beautiful, it made her think of a
young knight in a poem. His talk, however, was not
particularly knightly; it was light and easy and
friendly; it took a practical turn, and he asked a
number of questions about herself—what were her
tastes—if she liked this and that—what were her
habits. He said to her, with his charming smile, "Tel
me about yourself, give me alittle sketch." Catherine
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had very little to tell, and she had no talent for
sketching; but before he went she had confided to
him that she had a secret passion for the theatre,
which had been but scantily gratified, and a taste for
operatic music—that of Bellini and Donizetti, in es-
pecia (it must be remembered, in extenuation of
this primitive young woman, that she held these
opinions in an age of general darkness)—which she
rarely had an occasion to hear, except on the hand-
organ. She confessed that she was not particularly
fond of literature. Morris Townsend agreed with her
that books were tiresome things; only, as he said, you
had to read a good many before you found it out. He
had been to places that people had written books
about, and they were not a bit like the descriptions.
To see for yourself—that was the great thing; he d-
ways tried to see for himself. He had seen dl the
principal actors—he had been to al the best theatres
in London and Paris. But the actors were aways like
the authors—they always exaggerated. He liked
everything to be natural. Suddenly he stopped, 100k-
ing a Catherine with his smile.

"That'swhat | like you for; you are so natural. Ex-
cuse me" he added; "you see | am natural myself.”

And before she had time to think whether she ex-
cused him or not—which afterward, at leisure, she
became conscious that she did—he began to talk
about music, and to say that it was his greatest pless-
ure in life. He had heard dl the great singers in Paris
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and London—Pasta and Rubini and Lablache—and
when you had done that, you could say that you knew
what singing was.

"l sing a little myself," he said; "some day | will
show you. Not to-day, but some other time."

And then he got up to go. He had omitted, by ac-
cident, to say that he would sing to her if she would
play to him. He thought of tin's after he got into the
street; but he might have spared his compunction,
for Catherine had not noticed the lapse. She was
thinking only that "some other time" had adelightful
sound; it seemed to spread itself over the future.

Thiswas al the more reason, however, though she
was ashamed and uncomfortable, why she should toll
her father that Mr. Morris Townscnd had called
again. She announced the fact abruptly, ailmost vio-
lently, as soon as the Doctor came into the house; and
having done so—it was her duty—she took measures
to leave the room. But she could not leave it fast
enough, her father stopped her just as she reached
the door.

"Well, my dear, did he propose to you to-day?' the
Doctor asked.

This was just what she had been afraid he would
say; and yet she had no answer ready. Of course she
would have liked to take it as a joke—as her father
must have meant it; and yet she would have liked
aso, in denying it, to be alittle positive, alittle sharp,
so that he would perhaps not ask the question again.
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She didn't like it—it made her unhappy) But Cather-
ine could never be sharp; and for a moment she only
stood, with her hand on the door-knob, looking at her
satiricparent, and giving alittle laugh.

"Deerdedly." said the Doctor to himself,
daughterisnotbrilliant!"

But he had no sooner made this reflection than
Catherine found something; she had decided, on the
whole, to take the thing as a joke.

"Perhaps he will do it the next time," she exclaimed,
with a repetition of her laugh, and she quickly got
out of the room.

The Doctor stood staring; he wondered whether
his daughter were serious. Catherine went straight
to her own room, and by the time she reached it she
bethought herself that there was something else—
something better—she might have said. She amost
wished, now, that her father would ask his question
again, so that she might reply, "Oh yes, Mr. Morris
Townsend proposed to me, and | refused him."

The Doctor, however, began to put his questions
elsewhere; it naturally having occurred to him that
he ought to inform himself properly about this hand-
some young man, who had formed the habit of run-
ning in and out of his house. He addressed himself to
the elder of his sisters, Mrs. Almond—not going to
her for the purpose; there was no such hurry as that;
but having made a note of the matter for the first op-
portunity. The Doctor was never eager, never im-

my
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patient or nervous, but he made notes of everything,
and he regularly consulted his notes. Among them
the information he obtained from Mrs. Almond about
Morris Townsend took its place.

"Lavinia has already been to ask me" she said.
"Lavinia is most excited, | don't understand it. It's
not, after all, Lavinia that the young man is supposed
to have designs upon. She is very peculiar.”

"Ah, my dear," the Doctor replied, "she has not
lived with me these twelve years without my finding
it out."

"She has got such an artificial mind," said Mrs. Al-
mond, who always enjoyed an opportunity to discuss
Lavinias peculiarities wiith her brother. "She didn't
want me to tell you that she had asked me about Mr.
Townscnd, but | told her | would She always wants
to conceal everything."

"And yet at moments no one blurts things out with
such crudity. Sheislikearevolving lighthouse—pitch
darkness alternating with a dazzling brilliancy! But
what did you tell her?' the Doctor asked.

"What | tell you—that | know very little of him."

"Lavinia must have been disappointed at that,”
said the Doctor; "she would prefer him to have been
guilty of some romantic crime. However, we must
make the best of people. They tell me our gentleman
is the cousin of the little boy to whom you are about
to intrust the future of your little girl."

"Arthur is not a little boy; he is avery old man; you
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and | will never be so old!' He is a distant relation of
Lavinias protege. The name is the same, but | am
given to understand that there are Townsends and
Townsends. So Arthur's mother tells me; she talked
about 'branches—younger branches, elder branches,
inferior branches—asiif it were aroyal house. Arthur,
it appears, is of the reigning line, but poor Lavinia's
youngmanisnot. Beyondthis, Arthur'smother knows
very little about him, she has only a vague story that
he has been 'wild." But | know his sister a little, and
she is a very nice woman. Her name is Mrs. Mont-
gomery, she is a widow, with a little property and
five children. Shelivesin the Second Avenue."

"What does Mrs. Montgomery say about him?"

"That he has talents by which he might distinguish
himself."

"Only heislazy, en?'

"She doesn't say 0."

"That's family pride," said the Doctor. "Whet is
his profession?'

"He hasn't got any, he is looking for something. |
believe he was once in the Navy."

"Once? What is his age?'

"l suppose he is upward of thirty. He must have
gone into the Navy very young. | think Arthur told
me that he inherited a small property—which was
perhaps the cause of his leaving the Navy—and that
he spent it all in a few years. He travelled al over the
world, lived abroad, amused himself. | believe it was
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akind of system, a theory he had. He has lately come
back to Americawith the intention, as he tells Arthur,
of beginning life in earnest.”

"Is he in earnest about Catherine, then?'

"l don't see why you should be incredulous,” sad
Mrs. Almond. "It seems to me that you have never
done Catherine justice. You must remember that she
has the prospect of thirty thousand a year."

The Doctor looked at his sister amoment, and then,
with lightest touch of bitterness, "You at least ap-
preciate her," he said.

Mrs. Almond blushed.

"l don't mean that is her only merit; | simply mean
that it is agreat one. A great many young men think
50; and you appear to me never to have been properly
aware of that. You have always had alittle way of a-
luding to her as an unmarriageable girl."

"My allusions are as kind as yours, Elizabeth," said
the Doctor, frankly. "How many suitors has Cather-
ine had, with al her expectations—how much at-
tention has she ever received? Catherine is not un-
marriageable, but she is absolutely unattractive.
What other reason is there for Lavinia being so
charmed with the idea that there is a lover in the
house? There has never been one before, and Lavinia,
with her sensitive, sympathetic nature, is not used to
the idea. It affects her imagination. | must do the
young men of New York the justice to say that they
grike me as very disinterested. They prefer pretty
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girls—lively girls—girls like your own. Catherine is
neither pretty nor lively."

"Catherine does very well; she has a style of her
own—which is more than my poor Marian has, who
has no style at all," said Mrs. Almond. "The reason
Catherine has received so little attention, is that she
seems to all the young men to be older than them-
selves. She is so large, and she dresses so richly.
They are rather afraid of her, | think; she looks as if
she had been married already, and you know they
don't like married women. And if our young men
appear disinterested,” the Doctor's wiser sister went
on, "it is because they marry, as a general thing, so
young—nbeforetwenty-five, at the age of innocence
and sincerity—beforethe age of calculation. If they
only waited alittle, Catherine would fare better."

"As a calculation? Thank you very much," said the
Doctor.

"Wait till some intelligent man of forty comes
along, and he will be delighted with Catherine," Mrs.
Almond continued.

"Mr. Townsend is not old enough, then? His mo-
tives may be pure.”

"It is very possible that his motives are pure; |
should be \ cry sorry to take the contrary for granted.
Laviniaissureof it; and, asheis avery prepossessing
youth, you might give him the benefit of the doubt."

Doctor Sloper reflected a moment.

"What are his present means of subsistence?"
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"I have no idea. He lives, as 1 say, with his sister.”

"Awidow,withfivechildren?Doyoumeanhe lives
upon her?

Mrs Almond got up, and with acertainimpatience,
"Had you not better ask Mrs. Montgomery herself?"
she inquired

"Iperhaps | may come to that," said the Doctor.
"Did you say the Second Avenue?' He made a note
of the Second Avenue.
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HE WAS, however, by no means so much in earnest
as this might seem to indicate, and, indeed, he was
more than anything ese amused with the whole sit-
uation, the was not in the least in a state of tension or
of vigilance with regard to Catherine's prospects; he
was even on his guard against the ridicule that might
attach itself to the spectacle of a house thrown into
agitation by its daughter and heiress receiving at-
tentions unprecedented in its annals. More than this,
he went so far as to promise himself some entertain-
ment from the little drama—if drama it was—of
which Mrs. Penniman desired to represent the in-
genious Mr. Townsend as the hero. He had no inten-
tion, as yet, of regulating the denouement. He was
perfectly willing, as Elizabeth had suggested, to give
the young man the benefit of every doubt. There was
no great danger in it; for Catherine, at the age of
twenty-two, was, after al, a rather mature blossom,

56
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such as could be plucked from the stem only by avig-
orous jerk. The fact that Morris Townsend was poor,
was not of necessity against him; the Doctor had
never made up his mind that his daughter should
marry a rich man. The fortune she would inherit
struck him as a very sufficient provision for two rea-
sonable persons, and if a penniless swain who could
give a good account of himself should enter the lists,
he should be judged quite upon his personal merits.
There were other things besides. The Doctor thought
it very vulgar to be precipitate in accusing people of
mercenary motives, inasmuch as his door had as yet
not been in the least besieged by fortune-hunters;
and, lastly, he was very curious to see whether Cath-
erine might really be loved for her moral worth. He
smiled as he reflected that poor Mr. Townsend had
been only twice to the house, and he said to Mrs.
Penniman that the next time he should come she must
ask him to dinner.

He came very soon again, and Mrs. Penniman had
of course great pleasure in executing this mission.
Morris Townsend accepted her invitation with equal
good grace, and the dinner took place a few days
later. The Doctor had said to himself, justly enough,
that they must not have the young man aone; this
would partake too much of the nature of encourage-
ment. So two or three other persons were invited; but
Morris Townsend, though he was by no means the
ogensble, was the real occason of the feast. There is
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every reason to suppose that he desired to make a
good impression; and if he fell short of this result,
it was not for want of a good deal of intelligent effort.
The Doctor talked to him very little during dinner;
but he observed him attenthely, and after the ladies
had gone out he pushed him the wine and asked him
seveial questions. Morris was not a young man who
needed to be pressed, and he found quite enough en-
couragement in the superior quality of the claret. The
Doctor's wine was admnable, and it may be com-
municated to the reader that while he sipped it Mor-
ns leflected that acellarful of good liquor—there was
evidently a cellaiful here—would be a most attrac-
tive idiosyncrasy in a father-in-law. The Doctor
was struck with his appreciative guest, he saw that
he was not a commonplace young man. "He has abil-
ity," said Catherine's father, "decided ability, he has
a very good head if he chooses to use it. And heis un-
eommonlv well tinned out, quite the sort of figure
that pleases the ladies, but | don't think I like him."
The Doctor, however, kept his reflections to himself,
and talked to his visitors about foreign lands, con-
cerning which Morris offered him more information
than he was ready, as he mentally phrased it, to swal-
low. Doctor Sloper had travelled but little, and he
took the liberty of not believing everything that his
talkative guest nanated. He prided himself on being
something of a physiognomist, and while the young
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man, chatting with easy assurance, puffed his cigar
and filled his glass again, the Doctor sat with his eyes
quietly fixed on his bright, expressive face. "He has
the assurance of the devil himself!" said Morris's host,
"l don't think | ever saw such assurance. And his
powers of invention are most remarkable. He is very
knowing; they were not so knowing as that in my
time. And agood head, did 1 say? | should think so—
after a bottle of Madeira, and a bottle and a hall of
claret!"

After dinner Morris Townsend went and stood be-
fore Catherine, who was standing before the fire in
her led satin gown.

"He doesn't like me—he doesn't like me at all, said
the young man.

"Who doesn't like you?" asked Catherine.

"Your father; extraordinary man!

"] don't see how you know," said Cather me, blush-
ing.
"| feel; | am very quick to fedl."

"Perhaps you are mistaken."

"Ah, well! you ask him, and you will see."

"l would rather not ask him, if there is any danger
of his saying what you think."

Morris looked at her with an air of mock melan-
choly.

"It wouldn't give you any pleasure to contradict
him?'
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"l never contradict him," said Catherine.

"Will you hear me abused without opening your
lips in my defence?

"My father won't abuse you. He doesn't know you
enough.”

Morris Townsend gave aloud laugh, and Catherine
began to blush again.

"] shall never mention you," she said, to take refuge
from her confusion.

"That is very well; but it is not quite what | should
have liked you to say. | should have liked you to say,
If my father doesn't think well of you, what does it
matter?" ’

"Ah, but it would matter; | couldn't say that!" the
girl exclaimed.

Helooked at her for amoment, smiling alittle; and
the Doctor, if he had been watching him just then,
would have seen a gleam of fine impatience in the
sociable softness of his eye. But there was no im-
patience in his rgjoinder—none, at least, save what
was expressed in a little appealing sigh. "Ah, well!
then | must not give up the hope of bringing him
round."

He expressed it more frankly to Mrs. Penniman
later in the evening. But before that he sang two or
three songs at Catherine's timid request; not that he
flattered himself that this would help to bring her
father round. He had a swest, light tenor voice, and,
when he had finished, every one made some exclama-
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tion—every one, that is, save Catherine, who re-
mained intensely silent. Mrs. Penniman declared
that his manner of singing was "mos artistic,” and
Doctor Soper said it was "very taking—very taking,
indeed"; speaking loudly and distinctly, but with a
certain dryness.

"He doesnt like me—he doesn't like me a dl,"
said Morris Townsend, addressing the aunt in the
same manner as he had done the niece. "He thinks
| am al wrong."

Unlike her niece, Mrs. Penniman asked for no ex-
planation. She only smiled very sweetly, as if she un-
derstood everything; and, unlike Catherine too, she
made no attempt to contradict him. "Pray, what does
it matter?' shemurmured, softly.

"Ah, you say the right thing!™ said Morris, greatly
to the gratification of Mrs. Penniman, who prided
herself on always saying the right thing.

The Doctor, the next time he saw his sister Eliza-
beth, let her know that he had made the acquaintance
of Lavinias protege.

"Physicdly,” he sad, "hés uncommonly well set
up. As an anatomist, it is really apleasure to me to see
such a beautiful structure, although, if people were
al like him, | suppose there would be very little need
for doctors."

"Dont you see anything in people but their bones?'
Mrs. Almond rejoined. "What do you think of him as
a father?'
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"As a father? Thank Heaven, | am not his father!"

"No; but you are Catherine's. Lavinia tells me she
isinlove”

"She must get over it. He is not a gentleman.”

"Ah, take care! Remember that he is a branch of
the Townsends."

"Heis not what | cal a gentleman; he has not the
soul of one. He is extremely insinuating, but it's a
vulgar nuture. | saw through it in a minute. He is a-
together too familiar,—I hate familiaiity. He is a
plausiblecoxcomb."

"Ah, well," said Mrs. Almond, "if you make up
your mind so easily, it's a great advantage.”

"l don't make up my mind easily. What | tell you
is the result of thirty yeais of observation; and in
order to be able to form that judgment in a single
evening, | have had to spend alifetimein study."

"Very possibly you are right. But the thing is for
Catherineto secit.”

"l will present her with a pair of spectacled” said
the Doctor.



VI

IF IT were true that she was in love, she was cer-
tainly very quiet about it, but the Doctor was of
course prepared to admit that her quietness might
mean volumes. She had told Morris Townsend that
she would not mention him to her father, and she
saw no reason to retract this vow of discretion. It was
no more than decently civil, of course, that, after hav-
ing dined in Washington Square, Morris should call
there again; and it was no more than natural that,
having been kindly received on this occasion, he
should continue to present himself. He had had
plenty of leisure on his hands, and thirty years ago,
in New York, a young man of leisure had reason to
be thankful for aids to self-oblivion. Catherine said
nothing to her father about these visits, though they
had rapidly become the most important, the most
absorbing thing in her life. The girl was very happy.
She knew not as yet what would come of it; but the

[
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present had suddenly grown rich and solemn. If she
had been told she was in love, she would have been
a good deal surprised; for she had an idea that love
was an eager and exacting passion, and her own heart
was filled in these days with the impulse of self-
effacement and sacrifice. Whenever Morris Town-
send had |eft the house, her imagination projected it-
self, with dl its strength, into the idea of his soon
coming back; but if she had been told at such a mo-
ment that he would not return for ayear, or even that
he would never return, she would not have com-
plained nor rebelled, but would have humbly ac-
cepted the decree, and bought for consolation in think-
ing over the times she had already seen him, the
words he had spoken, the sound of his voice, of his
tread, the expression of his face. Love demands cer-
tain things as a right; but Catherine had no sense of
her rights; she had only a consciousness of immense
and unexpected favors. Her very gratitude for these
things had hushed itself; for it seemed to her that
there would be something of impudence in making a
festival of her secret. Her father suspected Morris
Townscnd's visits, and noted her reserve. She seemed
to beg pardon for it; she looked at him constantly in
slence, as if she meant to say that she said nothing
because she was afraid of irritating him. But the poor
girl's dumb eloquence irritated him more than any-
thing edse would have done, and he caught him-
sdf murmuring more than once that it was a grievous
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pity his only child was a simpleton. His murmurs,
however, were inaudible; and for awhile he said
nothing to any one. He would have liked to know ex-
actly how often young Townsend came, hut he had
determined to ask no questions of the girl herself—
to say nothing more to her that would show that he
watched her. The Doctor had a great idea of being
largely just: he wished to leave his daughter her
liberty, and interfere only when the danger should
beproved. It was not in hismanner to obtain informa-
tion by indirect methods, and it never even occurred
to him to question the servants. As for Lavinia, he
hated to talk to her about the matter, she annoyed
him with her mock romanticism. But he had to come
to this. Mrs. Penniman's convictions as regards the
relations of her niece and the clever young visitor,
who saved appearances by coming ostensibly for
both the ladies—Mrs. Penniman's convictions had
passed into a riper and richer phase. There was to
be no crudity in Mrs. Penniman's treatment of the
situation; she had become as uncommunicative as
Catherine herself. She was tasting of the sweets of
concealment; she had taken up the line of mystery.
"She would be enchanted to be able to prove to her-
«df that she is persecuted,” said the Doctor; and
when a last he questioned her, he was sure she
would contrive to extract from his words a pretext
for this belief.

"Be 0 good as to let me know what is going on in
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the house," he said to her, in a tone which, under the
circumstances, he himself deemed genial.

"Going on, Austin?* Mrs. Penniman exclaimed.
"Why, | am sure | dont know. | believe that last
night the old gray cat had kittens/'

"At her age?' said the Doctor. "The idea is startling
—almost shocking. Be so good as to see that they are
all drowned. But what else has happened?"

"Ah, the dear little kittens!" cried Mrs. Penniman.
"l wouldn't have them drowned for the world!"

Her brother pufled his cigar a few moments in
silence. "Your sympathy with kittens, Lavinia," he
presently resamed, "anses from a feline element in
your own charater."

"Cats are very graceful, and very clean,” said Mrs.
Penmman, smiling.

"And very stealthy. You are the embodiment both
of: grace and of neatness, but you are wanting in
frankness.™

"You certainly are not, dear brother."

"1 don't pretend to be graceful, though | try to be
neat. Why haven't you let me know that Mr. Morris
Townsend is coming to the house four times a week?'

Mrs. Penniman lifted her eyebrows. "Four times
a week!"

"Three times, then, or five times, if you prefer it.
| am away all day, and | see nothing. But when such
things happen, you should let me know."

Mrs. Penniman, with her eyebrows still raised, re-



WASHINGTON SQUARE 67

fleeted intently. "Dear Audtin," she sad at last, "l
am incapable of betraying a confidence. | would
rather suffer anything."

"Never fear; you shall not suffer. To whose confi-
denceisit you allude? Has Catherine made you take
avow of eternal secrecy?"

"By no means. Catherine has not told me as much
as she might. She has not been very trustful.”

"It is the young man, then, who has made you his
confidante? Allow me to say that it is extremely in-
discreet of you to form secret alliances with young
men; you don't know where they may lead you."

"l don't know what you mean by an alliance," said
Mrs. Penniman. "| take a great interest in Mr. Town-
send; | won't conceal that. But that's all.”

"Under the circumstances, that is quite enough.
What isthe source of your interestin Mr. Townsend?"

"Why," said Mrs. Penniman, musing, and then
breaking into her smile, "that he is so interesting!"

The Doctor felt that he had need of his patience.
"And what makes hi minteresting?—hisgood |ooks?"

"His misfortunes, Austin."

"Ah, he has had misfortunes? That, of course, is
always interesting. Are you at liberty to mention a
few of Mr. Townsend's?'

"I don't know that he would like it," said Mrs.
Penniman. "He has told me a great deal about him-
self—he has told me, in fact, his whole history. But |
don't think | ought to repeat those things. He would
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tell them to you, | am sure, if he thought you would
listen to him kindly. With kindness you may do any-
thing with him."

The Doctor gave alaugh. "I shdl request him very
kindly, then, to leave Catherine aone."

"Ahl" said Mrs. Penniman, shaking her forefinger
at her brother, with her little finger turned out, "Cath-
erine has probably said something to him kinder
than that!"

"Sad that she loved him?—do you mean that?'

Mrs. Penniman fixed her eyes on the floor. "As |
tell you, Austin, she doesn't confidein me"

"You have an opinion, | suppose, al the same. Itis
that | ask you for; though | don't concea from you
that | shall not regard it as conclusive.”

Mrs. Penniman's gaze continued to rest on the car-
pet; but at last she lifted it, and then her brother
thought it very expressive. "I think Catherineis very
happy; that isall | can say."

"Townsend is trying to marry her—is that what you
mean?'

"Heis greatly interested in her."

"He finds her such an attractive girl?’

"Catherine has a lovely nature, Augtin," said Mrs.
Penniman, "and Mr. Townsend has had the inteli-
gence to discover that."

"With a little help from you, | suppose. My dear
Lavinia" cried the Doctor, "you are an admirable
aunt!"
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"So Mr. Townsend says” observed Lavinia, smil-
ing.

"Do you think he is sincere?' asked her brother.

"In saying that?"

"No; that's of course. But in his admiration for
Cathering?"

"Degply sincere. He has said to me the most ap-
preciative, the most charming things about her. He
would say them to you, if he were sure you would
listen to him—gently."

"I doubt whether | can undertake it. He appears
to require a great deal of gentleness."

"He is a sympathetic, sensitive nature,” sad Mrs.
Penniman.

Her brother puffed his cigar again in slence.
"Thee delicate qualities have survived his viciss-
tudes, eh? All this while you haven't told me about
his misfortunes.”

"It is a long story," said Mrs. Penniman, "and |
regard it as a sacred trust. But | suppose there is no
objection to my saying that he has been wild—he
frankly confesses that. But he has paid for it."

"That's what has improverished him, en?'

"l don't mean simply in money. He is very much
done in the world."

"Do you mean that he has behaved so badly that
his friends have given him up?"

"He has had false friends, who have deceived and
betrayed him."
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"He seems to have some good ones too. He has a
devoted sister, and half a dozen nephews and nieces."

Mrs. Penniman was silent a minute. "The nephews
and nieces are children, and the sister is not a very
attractive person.”

"l hope he doesn't abuse her to you," said the Doc-
tor; "for I am told he lives upon her."

"Lives upon her?'

"Lives with her, and does nothing for himself; itis
about the same thing."

"He is looking for a position most earnestly,” said
Mrs. penniman. "He hopes every day to find one"

"Precisely. He is looking for it here—over there in
the front parlor. The position of husband of a weak-
minded woman with a large fortune would suit him
to perfection!”

Mrs. Penniman was truly amiable, but she now
gave signs of temper. She rose with much animation,
and stood for a moment looking at her brother. "My
dear Austin," she remarked, "if you regard Catherine
as a weak-minded woman you are particulaily mis-
taken!" And with this she moved majestically away.



X

IT WAS aregular custom with the family in Wash-
ington Square to go and spend Sunday evening at
Mrs. Almond's. On the Sunday after the conversation
| have just narrated this custom was not intermitted;
and on this occasion, toward the middle of the eve-
ning, Doctor Sloper found reason to withdraw to the
library with his brother-in-law, to talk over a matter
of business. He was absent some twenty minutes, and
when he came back into the circle, which was en-
livened by the presence of severa friends of the fam-
ily, he saw that Morris Townsend had come in, and
had logt as little time as possible in seating himself on
a smal sofa beside Catherine. In the large room,
where several different groups had been formed, and
the hum of voices and of laughter was loud, these two
young persons might confabulate, as the Doctor
phrased it to himself, without attracting attention.
He saw in amoment, however, that his daughter was

71
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painfully conscious of his own observation. She sat
motionless, with her eyes bent down, staring at her
open fan, deeply flushed, shrinking together as if to
minimize the indiscretion of which she confessed her-
sf guilty.

The Doctor dmost pitied her. Poor Catherine was
not defiant; she had no genius for bravado, and as
she felt that her father viewed her companion's at-
tentions with an unsympathizing eye, there was noth-
ing but discomfort for her in the accident of seeming
to challenge him. The Doctor felt, indeed, so sorry
for her that he turned away, to spare her the sense of
being watched; and he was so intelligent a man that,
in his thoughts, he rendered a sort of poetic justice
to her situation.

"It must be deucedly pleasant for a plain, inani-
mate girl like that to have a beautiful young fellow
come and sit down beside her, and whisper to her that
heis her dave—if that is what this one whispers. No
wonder she likes it, and that she thinks me a cruel
tyrant; which of course she does, though sheis afraid
—she hasn't the animation necessary—to admit it to
herself. Poor old Catherinel" mused the Doctor; "I
verily believe she is capable of defending me when
Townsend abuses mel”

And the force of this reflection, for the moment,
was such in making him feel the natural opposition
between his point of view and that of an infatuated
child, that he said to himsdf that he was perhaps
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after dl taking things too hard, and crying out before
he was hurt. He must not condemn Morris Town-
send unheard. He had a great aversion to taking
things too hard; he thought that half the discomfort
and many of the disappointments of life come from
it; and for an instant he asked himself whether, pos-
sbly, he did not appear ridiculous to this intelligent
young man, whose private perception of incongru-
ities he suspected of being keen. At the end of a
quarter of an hour Catherine had got rid of him, and
Townsend was now standing before the fireplace in
conversation with Mrs. Almond.

"We will try him again,” said the Doctor. And he
crossed the room and joined his sister and her com-
panion, making her a sign that she should leave the
young man to him. She presently did so, while Mor-
ris looked at him, smiling, without a sign of evasve-
ness in his affable eye.

"He's amazingly conceited!" thought the Doctor;
and then he said, doud, "l am told you are looking
out for a position."

"Oh, a position is more than | should presume to
cdl it," Morris Townsend answered. "That sounds o
fine. | should like some quiet work—something to
turn an honest penny."

"What sort of thing should you prefer?'

"Do you mean what am | fit for? Very little, | am
afraid. | have nothing but my good right arm, as
they say in the melodramas.”
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"You are too modest,” said the Doctor. "In addition
to your good right arm you have your subtle brain.
| know nothing of you but what | see; but | see by
your physiognomy that you are extremely intelli-
gent."

"Ah," Townsend murmured, "I don't know what
to answer when you say that. You advise me, then,
not to despair?’

And he looked at his interlocutor as if the question
might have a double meaning. The Doctor caught
the look and weighed it a moment before he replied.
"l should be very sorry to admit that a robust and
well-disposed young man need ever despair. If he
doesn't succeed in one thing, he can try another.
Only, | should add, he should choose his line with
discretion.”

"All, yes, with discretion,” Morris Townsend re-
peated, sympathetically. "Wel, | have been indis-
creet, formerly, but | think | have got over it. | am
very steady now." And he stood a moment, looking
down at his remarkably neat shoes. Then at ladt,
"Were you kindly intending to propose something
for my advantage?' he inquired, looking up and
smiling.

"D—n his impudence!” the Doctor exclaimed,
privately. But in a moment he reflected that he him-
sef had, after all, touched first upon this delicate
point, and that his words might have been construed
as an offer of assistance. "I have no particular pro-
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posa to make," he presently said; "but it occurred to
meto let you know that | have you in my mind. Some-
times one hears of opportunities. For instance, should
you object to leaving New Y ork—to going to a dis
tance?'

"I am afraid | shouldn't be able to manage that.
| must seek my fortune here or nowhere. You seg"
added Morris Townsend, "l have ties—| have re-
sponsibilities here. | have a sister, a widow, from
whom | have been separated for along time, and to
whom | am almost everything. | shouldn't like to say
to her that | must leave her. She rather depends upon
me, you see”

"Ah, that's very proper; family feeling is very
proper,” said Doctor Sloper. "I often think thereisnot
enough of itin our city. | think | have heard of your
sister.”

"Itispossible, but | rather doubt it; shelivesso very
quietly."

"As quietly, you mean," the Doctor went on, with
a short laugh, "as a lady may do who has severd
young children.”

"Ah, my little nephews and nieces—that's the very
point! | am helping to bring them up,” sad Morris
Townsend. "I am a kind of amateur tutor; | give
them lessons”

"That's very proper, as | say; but it is hardly a ca
regr.”
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"It won't make my fortune,” the young man con-
fessed.

"Y ou must not be too much bent on afortune,” said
the Doctor. "But | assure you | will keep you in mind;
| won't lose sight of you."

"If my situation becomes desperate | shall perhaps
take the liberty of reminding you,” Morris rejoined,
raising his voice a little, with a brighter smile, as
his interlocutor turned away.

Before he left the house the Doctor had a few
wordswith Mrs. Almond.

"l should like to see his sgter,” he said. "What do
you cal her—Mrs. Montgomery?1 should like to have
alittle talk with her."

"1 will try and manage it," Mrs. Almond responded.
"1 will take the first opportunity of inviting her, and
you shall come and meet her; unless, indeed,” Mrs.
Almond added, "she first takes it into her head to be
sick and to send for you."

"Ah no, not that; she must have trouble enough
without that. But it would have its advantages, for
then | should see the children. | should like very
much to see the children.”

"You are very thorough. Do you want to catechise
them about their uncle?'

"Precisdy. Ther uncle tells me he has charge of
their education, that he saves their mother the ex-
pense of school-hills. | should like to ask them a few
questions in the commoner branches.”
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"He certainly has not the cut of a school-master”
Mrs. Almond said to hersdlf a short time afterward,
as she saw Morris Townsend in a corner bending over
her niece, who was seated.

And there was, indeed, nothing in the young man's
discourse at this moment that savored of the ped-
agogue.

"Will you meet me somewhere to-morrow or next
day?' he said, in alow tone, to Catherine.

"Meet you?' she asked, lifting her frightened eyes.

| have something particular to say to you—very
particular."

"Can't you come to the house? Can't you say it
there?'

Townsend shook his head gloomily. "I can't enter
your doors again.”

"Oh, Mr. Townsend!" murmured Catherine. She
trembled as she wondered what had happened—
whether her father had forbidden it.

'l cant, in salf-respect,” said the young man. "Your
father hasinsulted me"

"Insulted you?"

"He has taunted me with my poverty.”

"Oh, you are mistaken—you misunderstood him!"
Catherine spoke with energy, getting up from her
chair.

"Perhaps | am too proud—too sendtive. But would
you have me otherwise?' he asked, tenderly.
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"Where my father is concerned, you must not be
sure. Heis full of goodness,” said Catherine.

"He laughed at me for having no position. | took
it quietly; but only because he belongs to you."

"l don't know," said Catherine—"I don't know
what he thinks. | am sure he means to be kind. You
must not be too proud."

"l will be proud only of you,” Morris answered.
"Will you meet me in the Square in the afternoon?"

A great blush on Catherine's part had been the
answer to the declaration | have just quoted. She
turned away, heedless of hisquestion.

"Will you meet me?' ho repeated. "It is very quiet
there—no one need seeus—tovvarddusk."

"Itisyouwhoareunkind, itisyouwholaugh, when
you say such things asthat."

"My dear girl!" the young man murmured.

"You know how little there isin me to be proud of.
| am ugly and stupid.”

Moms greeted this remark with an ardent mur-
mur, in which she recognized nothing articulate but
an assurance that she was his own dearest.

But she went on. "l am not even—I| am not even—"
And she paused a moment.

"You are not what?'

"l am not €\ en brave."

"Ah, then, if you are afraid, what shal we do?'

She hesitated awhile; then a lat—"You must
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come to the housg" she sad; "I am not afraid of
that."

"I would rather it were in the Sguare," the young
man urged. "You know how empty it is, often. No
one will see us”

"l don't care who sees us. But leave me now."

He left her resignedly; he had got what he wanted.
Fortunately he was ignorant that half an hour later,
going home with her father, and feeling him near,
the poor girl, in spite of her sudden declaration of
courage, began to tremble again. Her father said
nothing, but she had an idea his eyes weie fixed upon
her in the darkness. Mrs. penniman also was silent;
Morris Townsend had told her that her niece pre-
ferred, unromantically, an interview in a chintz-
covered parlor to a sentimental tryst beside a foun-
tain sheeted with dead leaves, and she was logt in
wonderment at the oddity—almost the perversity—
of the choice.



X

CATHERINE received the young man the next day
on the ground she had chosen—amidst the chaste
upholstery of a New York drawing-room furnished
in the fashion of fifty years ago. Morris had swal-
lowed his pride, and made the effort necessary to
cross the threshold of her too derisive parent—an act
of magnanimity which could not fail to render him
doubly interesting.

"We must settle something—we must take a line”
he declared, passing his hand through his hair and
giving a glance at the long, narrow mirror which
adorned the space between the two windows, and
which had at its base a little gilded bracket covered
by athin dab of while marble, supporting in its turn
a backgammon-board folded together in the shape
of two volumes—two shining folios inscribed, in
greenish-gilt letters, History of England. If Morris
had been pleased to describe the master of the house

80
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as a heartless scoffer, it is because he thought him too
much on his guard, and this was the easiest way
to express his own dissatisfaction—a dissatisfaction
which he had made a point of concealing from the
Doctor. It will probably seem to the reader, however,
that the Doctor's vigilance was by no means exces-
sive, and that these two young people had an open
field. Their intimacy was now considerable, and it
may appear that, for a shrinking and retiring person,
our heroine had been liberal of her favors. The young
man, within afew days, had made her listen to things
for which she had not supposed that she was pre-
pared; having a lively foreboding of difficulties, he
proceeded to gain as much ground as possible in the
present. He remembered that fortune favors the
brave, and even if he had forgotten it, Mrs. Penni-
man would have remembered it for him. Mrs. Penni-
man delighted of al things in a drama, and she flat-
tered herself that a drama would now be enacted.
Combining as she did the zed of the prompter with
the impatience of the spectator, she had long since
done her utmost to pull up the curtain. She, too, ex-
pected to figure in the performance—to be the con-
fidante, the Chorus, to speak the epilogue. It may
even be sad that there were times when she logt
sght altogether of the modest heroine of the play in
the contemplation of certain grest scenes which
would naturally occur between the hero and herself.

What Morris had told Catherine at last was simply



82 WASHINGTON SQUARE

that he loved her, or rather adored her. Virtually,
he had made known as much aready—his visits had
been a series of eloquent intimations of it. But now
he had affirmed it in lover's vows, and, as a memora-
ble sign of it, he had passed his arm round the girl's
waist and taken a kiss. This happy certitude had
come sooner than Catherine expected, and she had
regarded it, very naturally, as a priceless treasure. It
may even be doubted whether she had ever definitely
expected to possess it; she had not been waiting for
it, and she had never said to herself that at a given
moment it must come. As | have tried to explain,
she was not eager and exacting; she took what was
given her from day to day, and if the delightful cus
tom of her lover's visits, which yielded her a happi-
ness in which confidence and timidity were strangely
blended, had suddenly come to an end, she would not
only not have spoken of herself as one of the forsaken,
but she would not have thought of herself as one of
the disappointed. After Morris had kissed her, the last
time he was with her, as a ripe assurance of his de-
votion, she begged him to go away, to leave her alone,
to let her think. Morriswent away, taking another kiss
first. But Catherine's meditations had lacked a cer-
tain coherence. She felt his kisses on her lips and on
her cheeks for a long time afterward; the sensation
was rather an obstacle than an aid to reflection. She
would have liked to see her situation all clearly before
her, to make up her mind what she should do if, as
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she feared, her father should tell her that he disap-
proved of Morris Townsend. But al that she could
see with any vividness was that it was terribly strange
that any one should disapprove of him; that there
must in that case be some mistake, some mystery,
which in a little while would be set at rest. She put
off deciding and choosing, before the vision of a con-
fliet with her father she dropped her eyes and sa
motionless, holding her breath and waiting. It made
her heart beat; it was intensely painful. When Morris
kissed her and said these things—that also made her
heart beat; but this was worse, and it frightened her.
Nevertheless, to-day, when the young man spoke of
settling something, taking aline, she felt that it was
the truth, and she answered very smply and without
hesitating.

"We must do our duty," she said; "we must speak
to my father. | will do it to-night; you must do it to-
morrow/'

"It is very good of you to do it firgt," Morris an-
swered. "The young man—the happy lover—gen-
erally does that. But just as you please.”

It pleased Catherine to think that she should be
brave for his sake, and in her satisfaction she even
gave alittle smile. "Women have more tact," she said;
"they ought to do it first. They are more conciliating;
they can persuade better.”

"You will need al your powers of persuasion. But,
after dl,” Morris added, "you are irresistible.”



84 WASHINGTON SQUARE

"Please don't speak that way—and promise me
this: To-morrow, when you talk with father, you will
be very gentle and respectful.”

"As much 0 as possble” Morris promised. "It
won't be much use, but | shall try. | certainly would
rather have you easily than have to fight for you."

"Don't talk about fighting; we shal not fight."

"Ah, we must be prepared,” Morris rejoined; "you
especially, because for you it must come hardest. Do
you know the first thing your father will say to you?'

"No, Morris; please tell me."

"He will tell you | am mercenary."

"Mercenary!"

"It's a big word, but it means alow thing. It means
that | am after your money."

"Oh!" murmured Catherine, softly.

The exclamation was so deprecating and touching
that Morris indulged in another little demonstration
of affection. "But he will be sure to say it," he added.

"It will be easy to be prepared for that,” Catherine
sad. "1 shal smply say that he is mistaken—that
other men may be that way, but that you are not."

"You must make a great point of that, for it will be
his own great point."

Catherine looked at her lover a minute, and then
she said, "I shdl persuade him. But | am glad we
shdl be rich," she added.

Morris turned away, looking into the crown of his
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hat. "No, it's amisfortune/' he said at last. "It isfrom
that our difficulty will come”

"Well, if it is the worst misfortune, we are not so
unhappy. Many people would not think it so bad. |
will persuade him, and after that we shall be very
glad we have money."

Morris Townsend listened to this robust Jogic in
silence. "I will leavemy defence to you, it's a charge
that aman hasto stoop to defend himself from."

Catherine on her side was silent for awhile; she
was looking at him while he looked, with a good deal
of fixedness, out of the window. "Morris," she said,
abruptly, "are you veiy sure you love me?

He turned round, and in a moment he was bend-
ing over her. "My own dearest, can you doubt it?'

"l have only known it fivedays" she said; "but now
it seemsto measif | could never dowithout it."

"Youwill never becalled upontotry.” And hegave
alittle tender, reassuring laugh. Then, in amoment,
he added, "There is something you must tell me, too."
She had closed her eyes after the last words she ut-
tered, and kept them closed; and at this she nodded
her head, without opening them. "You must tell me"
he went on, "that if your father is dead against me,
if he absolutely forbids our marriage, you will ill
be faithful."

Catherine opened her eyes, gazing a him, and
she could give no better promise than what he read
there.
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"You will cleave to me?' said Morris. "You know
you are your own mistress—you are of age."

"Ah, Morrid" she murmured, for all answer; or
rather not for al, for she put her hand into his own.
He kept it awhile, and presently he kissed her again.
This is al that need be recorded of their conversa-
tion; but Mrs. Penniman, if she had been present,
would probably have admitted that it was as well it
had not taken place beside the fountain in Washing-
ton Square.



Xl

CATHERINE listened for her father when he came
in that evening, and she heard him go to his study.
She sat quiet, though her heart was beating fast, for
nearly haf an hour; then she went and knocked
at his door—a ceremony without which she never
crossed the threshold of this apartment. On entering
it now, she found him in his chair beside the fire, en-
tertaining himself with a cigar and the evening pa-
per.

"l have something to say to you," she began very
gently; and she sat down in the first place that of-
fered.

"l shal be very happy to hear it, my dear,” sad
her father. He waited—waited, looking at her—while
she stared, in along silence, at the fire. He was curi-
ous and impatient, for he was sure she was going to
spesk of Morris Townsend; but he let her take her
own time, for he was determined to be very mild.
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"l am engaged to be married!" Catherine an-
nounced at last, still staring at the fire.

The Doctor was startled; the accomplished fact
was more than ho had expected; but he betrayed no
surprise. "You do right to tell me" he simply said.
"And who is the happy mortal whom you have hon-
oied with your choice?'

"Mr. Morris Townsend." And as she pronounced
her lover's name Catherine looked at him. What she
saw was her father's gtill gray eye and his clear-cut,
definite smile. She contemplated these objects for a
moment, and then she looked aback at the fire; it was
much warmer.

"When was this arrangement made?' the Doctor
asked.

"This afternoon—two hours ago."

"Was Mr. Townsend here?'

"Yes, father; in the front-parlor." She was very
glad that she was not obliged to tell him that the
ceremony of their betrothal had taken place out there
under the bare ailantus-trees.

"Is it serious?' said the Doctor.

"Very serious, father."

Her father was silent a moment. "Mr. Townsend
ought to have told me."

"He means to tell you to-morrow."

"After | know al about it from you? He ought to
have told me before. Does he think | didn't care, be-
cause | left you so much liberty?'
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"Oh no," said Catherine; "he knew you would care.
And we have been so much obliged to you for—for
the liberty."

The Doctor gave a short laugh. "You might have
made a better use of it, Catherine."

"Please don't say that, father!" the girl urged, softly,
fixing her dull and gentle eyes upon him.

He puffed his cigar awhile, meditatively. "You have
gone very fast," he said, at last.

"Yes" Catherine answered, smply; "l think we
have."

Her father glanced at her an instant, removing his
eyes from the fire. "I don't wonder Mr. Townsend
likes you; you are so simple an